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Dramatis  Perfonae. 


2)  V  KE  of  Venice. 

Morochius,  a  Moorifli  Trince,  ?  «  v,  n 

cr,  •      r  \  t  Suiters  to  Portia. 

Trtnce  of  Arragon,  S 

Anthonio,  the  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Baflanio,  his  Friend,  in  love  with  Portia. 

Salanio,  } 

Solarino,  C  Friends  to  Anthonio  and  Baflanio. 
Gratiano,  j 

Lorenzo,  in  love  with  Jeflica. 

Shylock,  a  Jew. 

Tuba],  a  Jew,  his  Friend. 

Launcelot,  a  Clown,  Servant  to  the  Jew. 

Gobbo,  an  old  Man,  Father  to  Launcelot. 

Portia,  an  Heirefs  of  great  Quality  and  Fortune, 
Nerifla,  Confident  to  Portia. 
Jeflica,  Daughter  to  Shylock. 


Senators  of  Venice,  Officers,  Servants  to  Portia,  and  other 

Attendants, 


SCENE  partly  at  Venice,  and  partly  at  Bel- 
mont, the  Seat  of  Portia  upon  the  Continent. 


THE 


THE 

Merchant  ^Venice. 


ACT  I.    SCENE  I 

Enter  Anthonio,  Solarino,  and  Salanio. 

Anthonio, 
N  (both  I  know  not  why  I  am  fo  fad : 
It  wearies  me  $  you  fay  it  wearies  you  ,• 
But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came  by  it, 
What  fluff 'tis  made  of,  whereof  it  is  born, 
I  am  to  learn — 

And  fuch  a  want-wit  fadnefs  makes  of  me, 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  my  felf. 
Sal.  Your  mind  is  totting  on  the  ocean. 
There  where  your  f  Argofies  with  portly  fail, 
Like  figniors  and  rich  burghers  on  the  flood, 
Or  as  it  were  the  pageants  of  the  fea, 
Do  over-peer  the  a  petty  traffickers 
That  curtfie  to  them,  do  them  reverence, 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  wings. 

Sola.  Believe  me,  Sir,  had  I  fuch  venture  forth, 
The  better  part  of  my  affections  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  b  aboard.    I  fhould  be  ftill 
Plucking  the  grafs,  to  know  were  fits  the  wind, 

Prying 

t  Argofie,  a  Ship,  from  Argo.  *  pretty.  b  abroad. 


6  The  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Prying  in  maps  for  ports,  and  peers,  and  roads ; 
And  every  object  that  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt 
Would  make  me  fad. 

Sal.  My  wind  cooling  my  broth 
Would  blow  me  to  an  ague,  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  lea. 
I  mould  not  fee  the  landy  hour-glafs  run, 
But  I  mould  think  of  (hallows  and  of  flats, 
And  lee  my  wealthy  Andrew  dock'd  in  land, 
Vailing  her  high  top  lower  than  her  ribs, 
To  kifs  her  burial.   Should  I  go  to  church 
And  fee  the  holy  edifice  of  ftone, 
And  not  bethink  me  ftrait  of  dang'rous  rocks  ? 
Which  touching  but  my  gentle  vein's  fide, 
Would  fcatter  all  the  fpices  on  the  ftream, 
Enrobe  the  roaring  waters  with  my  filks; 
And  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this, 
And  now  worth  nothing.   Shall  I  have  the  thought 
To  think  on  this,  and  mall  I  lack  the  thought, 
That  fuch  a  thing  bechanc'd  would  make  me  lad  ? 
But  tell  not  me,  I  ktfow  Anthomo 
Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  merchandize. 

Anth.  Believe  me,  no :  I  thank  my  fortune  for  it. 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trufted, 
Nor  to  one  place ;  nor  is  my  whole  eftate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  prefent  year: 
Therefore  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  lad. 

Sola.  Why  then  you  are  in  love. 

Anth.  Fie,  fie. 

Sola.  Not  in  love  neither!  then  let's  fay  you're  lad, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  merry,-  'twere  as  eafy 
For  you  to  laugh  and  leap,  and  fay  you're  merry, 
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Becaufe  you  are  not  fad.   Now  by  two-headed  Janusy 

Nature  hath  fram'd  ftrange  fellows  in  her  time  : 

Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes, 

And  laugh  like  parrots  at  a  bag-piper; 

Aud  others  of  fuch  vinegar  alpeft, 

That  they'll  not  fhow  their  teeth  in  way  of  fmile, 

Though  Neflor  fwear  the  jeft  be  laughable. 

Enter  BafTanio,  Lorenzo  and  Gratiano, 

Sal.  Here  comes  Baffanio,  your  mod  noble  kinfman ; 
Gratiano  and  Lorenzo :  fare  ye  well  j 
We  leave  you  now  with  better  company. 

Sola.  I  would  have  ftaid  'till  I  had  made  you  merry, 
If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Anth.  Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  my  regard : 
I  take  it  your  own  bufinefs  calls  on  you, 
And  you  embrace  th'occafion  to  depart. 

Sal.  Good  morrow,  my  gpod  lords. 

Ba/f.  Good  Signiors  both,  when  mall  we  laugh  ?  (ay  when  9 
You  grow  exceeding  ftrange  $  muft  it  be  fo  ? 

Sal.  We'll  make  our  leifures  to  attend  on  yours. 

Sola.  My  lord  Baffanto,  fince  you've  found  AnthoritQ, 
We  two  will  leave  you;  but  at  dinner-time, 
I  pray  you  have  in  mind  where  we  muft  meet. 

Bajf.  I  will  not  fail  you.  [Exeunt  Solar,  and  Sala. 

Gra.  You  look  not  well,  Signior  Anthon'io ; 
You  have  too  much  refpecl:  upon  the  world : 
They  lofe  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvelloufly  chang'd. 

Anth.  I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratiano, 
A  ftage  where  every  man  muft  play  his  part, 
And  mine  a  fad  one. 
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Gra.  Let  me  play  the  fool 
With  mirth  and  laughter ;  let  old  wrinkles  come, 
And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine, 
Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 
Why  mould  a  man,  whofe  blood  is  warm  within, 
Sit  like  his  grandfire  cut  in  Alabafter? 
Sleep  when  he  wakes,  and  creep  into  the  jaundice 
By  being  peevifh  ?  I  tell  thee  what,  Anthontoy 
(I  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  love  that  /peaks :) 
There  are  a  fort  of  men,  whofe  vifages 
Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  ftanding  pond, 
And  do  a  wilful  ftilnefs  entertain, 
With  purpofe  to  be  dreft  in  an  opinion 
Of  wifdom,  gravity,  profound  conceit, 
As  who  mould  fay,  I  am  Sir  Oracle, 
And  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark! 

0  my  Anthonio,  I  do  know  of  thofe, 
That  therefore  only  are  reputed  wife, 
For  faying  nothing;  who  Pm  very  fore, 

If  they  mould  fpeak,  would  almoft  f  damm  thofe  ears, 

Which  hearing  them,  would  call  their  brothers  fools, 

I'll  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time: 

But  fifh  not  with  this  melancholiy  bait, 

For  this  fool's  gudgeon,  this  Opinion. 

Come  good  Lorenzo,  fare  ye  well  a  while, 

I'll  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner. 

Lor,  Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  'till  dinner-time. 

1  muft  be  one  of  thefe  fame  dumb  wife  men  -y 
For  Grattano  never  lets  me  fpeak. 

Gra.  Well,  keep  me  company  but  two  years  more, 
Thou  malt  not  know  the  found  of  thine  own  tongue, 
Anth*  Fare  well  j  I'll  grow  a  talker  for  this  gear. 


t  daunt, 
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Gra.  Thanks  i'  faith    for  filence  is  only  commendable 
In  a  neats  tongue  dry'd,  and  a  maid  not  vendible.  [Exit. 
Anth.  Is  that  any  thing  now  ? 

Bajf.  Gratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing,  more  than 
any  man  in  all  Venice:  his  reafons  are  as  two  grains  of  wheat  hid 
in  two  bufhels  of  chaff ;  you  mall  feek  ail  day  ere  you  find  them, 
and  when  you  have  them,  they  are  not  worth  the  fearch. 

Anth.  Well ;  tell  me  now  what  lady  is  the  fame 
To  whom  you  fwore  a  fecret  pilgrimage, 
That  you  to-day  promis'd  to  tell  me  of? 

Bajf.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Anthonio, 
How  much  I  have  difabled  mine  eftate, 
By  mewing  fomething  a  more  fwelling  port 
Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  continuance; 
Nor  do  I  now  make  moan  to  be  abridg'd 
From  fuch  a  noble  rate ;  but  my  chief  care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  debts 
Wherein  my  time,  fomething  too  prodigal, 
Hath  left  me  gag'd :  to  you,  Anthonio> 
I  owe  the  moft  in  mony,  and  in  love, 
And  from  your  love  I  have  a  warranty 
T'unburthen  all  my  plots  and  purpofes, 
How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  debts  I  owe. 

Anth.  I  pray  you  good  Bajfanio  let  me  know  it, 
And  if  it  ftand  as  you  your  felf  ftill  do, 
Within  the  eye  of  honour,  be  affur'd 
My  purfe,  my  perfon,  my  extreameft  means 
Lye  all  unlock'd  to  your  occafions. 

Ba(f.  In  my  fchool-days,  when  I  had  loft  one  fliaft, 
I  fhot  his  fellow  of  the  felf-fame  flight 
The  felf-fame  way,  with  more  advifed  watch, 
To  find  the  other  forth ;  by  ventring  both, 
I  oft  found  both.  I  urge  this  child-hood  proof, 

Vol.  II.  B  Becaufe 
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Becaufe  what  follows  is  pure  innocence. 
I  owe  you  much,  and  like  a  wilful  youth, 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft  j  but  if  you  pleafe 
To  moot  another  arrow  that  (elf  way 
Which  you  did  moot  the  firft,  I  do  not  doubt, 
As  I  will  watch  the  aim,  or  to  find  both, 
Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  back  again, 
And  thankfully  reft  debtor  for  the  firft. 

Anth.  You  know  me  well,  and  herein  fpend  but  time 
To  wind  about  my  love  with  circumftance ; 
And  out  of  doubt  you  do  me  now  more  wrong, 
In  making  queftion  of  my  uttermoft, 
Than  if  you  had  made  wafte  of  all  I  have. 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me,  what  I  mould  do, 
That  in  your  knowledge  may  by  me  be  done, 
And  I  am  preft  unto  it :  therefore  fpeak~ 

Bajf.  In  Belmont  is  a  lady  richly  left, 
And  me  is  fair,  and  fairer  than  that  word, 
Of  wond'rous  virtues;  fbmetimes  from  her  eyes 
I  did  receive  fair  fpeechlefs  meffages  ,• 
Her  name  is  Portia,  nothing  undervalu'd 
To  Cato's  daughter,  Brutus'  Portia  : 
Nor  is  the  wide  world  ign'rant  of  her  worth  ,• 
For  the  four  winds  blow  in  from  every  coaft 
Renowned  futors ;  and  her  funny  locks 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece, 
Which  makes  her  feat  of  Belmont,  Cholchos  ftrond, 
And  many  Jafons  come  in  cjueft  of  her. 

0  my  Ant  homo,  had  I  but  the  means 
To  hold  a  rival-place  with  one  of  them, 

1  have  a  mind  prefages  me  fuch  f  thrift, 
That  I  mould  queftionlefs  be  fortunate. 

Anth,  Thou  know'ft  that  all  my  fortunes  are  at  fea, 

Nor 

-\  thrift,  for  thriving.  f 
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;Nor  have  I  mony,  nor  commodity 
To  raife  a  prefent  fum ;  therefore  go  forth, 
Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  do; 
That  mall  be  rack'd  even  to  the  uttermoft, 
To  furnifh  thee  to  Belmont  to  fair  Portia : 
Go  prefently  enquire,  and  fo  will  I, 
Where  mony  is,  and  I  no  queftion  make 
To  have  it  of  my  trull,  or  for  my  fake. 


SCENE  II. 

Belmont. 

Three  Caskets  are  fet  out,  one  of  gold,  another  of  filver,  and 

another  of  lead. 
Enter  Portia  and  NerifTa. 
PorT)  Y  my  troth,  Nerijfa,  my  little  body  is  weary  of  this 
JD  great  world. 

Ner.  You  would  be,  fweet  madam,  if  your  miieries  were  in  the 
fame  abundance  as  your  good  fortunes  are;  and  yet,  for  ought  I 
fee,  they  are  as  lick  that  furfeit  with  too  much,  as  they  that  ftarve 
with  nothing  ,•  therefore  it  is  no  fmall  happinefs  to  be  feated  in 
the  mean -}  fuperfluity  comes  fooner  by  white  hairs,  but  compe- 
tency lives  longer. 

Por.  Good  fentences,  and  well  pronounc'd. 

Ner.  They  would  be  better  if  well  follow'd. 

Por.  If  to  do,  were  as  eafie  as  to  know  what  were  good  to  do, 
chappels  had  been  churches,  and  poor  mens  cottages  Princes  pa- 
laces. He  is  a  good  divine  that  follows  his  own  inftructions ;  I  can 
eafier  teach  twenty  what  were  good  to  be  done,  than  to  be  one 
of  the  twenty  to  follow  mine  own  teaching.  The  brain  may  de- 
viie  laws  for  the  blood,  but  a  hot  temper  leaps  o'er  a  cold  decree  ,• 
fuch  a  hare  is  madnels  the  youth,  to  skip  o'er  the  mefhes  of  good 
counfel  the  cripple.  But  this  creafoning  is  not  in  fafhion  to  chufe 

B  z  me 

c  reafon. 
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me  a  husband:  O  me,  the  word  chufe!  I  may  neither  chufe  whom 
I  would,  nor  refufe  whom  I  diflike,  fb  is  the  will  of  a  living  daugh- 
ter curb'd  by  the  will  of  a  dead  father :  is  it  not  hard,  Nertffa, 
that  I  cannot  chufe  one,  nor  refufe  none  ? 

Ner.  Your  father  was  ever  virtuous,  and  holy  men  at  their 
death  have  good  infpirations ;  therefore  the  lottery  that  he  hath 
devifed  in  thefe  three  chefts  of  gold,  filver,  and  lead  (whereof 
who  chufes  his  meaning,  chufes  you)  will  no  doubt  never  be  cho- 
fen  by  any  rightly,  but  one  whom  you  (hall  rightly  love.  But  what 
warmth  is  there  in  your  affection  towards  any  of  thefe  princely  fil- 
ters that  are  already  come? 

Por.  I  pray  thee  over-name  them,  and  as  thou  nam'ft  them  I 
will  defcribe  them,  and  according  to  my  defcription  level  at  my 
atfection. 

Ner.  Fir  ft  there  is  the  Neapolitan  Prince. 

Por.  Ay,  that's  a  colt  indeed,  for  he  doth  nothing  but  talk  of 
his  horfe,  and  he  makes  it  a  great  appropriation  to  his  own  good 
parts  that  he  can  fhoo  him  himfelf:  I  am  much  afraid  my  lady 
his  mother  play'd  falfe  with  a  fmith. 

Ner.  Then  there  is  the  Count  Palatine. 

Por.  He  doth  nothing  but  frown,  as  who  fhould  fay,  if  you 
will  not  have  me,  chufe :  he  hears  merry  tales,  and  fmiles  not  ,•  I 
fear  he  will  prove  the  weeping  philofopher  when  he  grows  old, 
being  fb  full  of  unmannerly  fadnefs  in  his  youth.  I  had  rather  be 
married  to  a  death's  head  with  a  bone  in  his  mouth,  than  to  ei- 
ther of  thefe.    God  defend  me  from  thefe  two. 

Ner.  How  fay  you  by  the  French  Lord,  Monfieur  Le  Bonn  / 
Por.  God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pafs  for  a  man  ;  in 
truth  I  know  it  is  a  fin  to  be  a  mocker,-  but  he!  why  he  hath  a 
horfe  better  than  the  Neapolitan's,  a  better  bad  habit  of  frowning 
than  the  Count  Palatine,  he  is  every  man  in  no  man  ;  if  a  dthroflle 
fing,  he  falls  flrait  a  capering  ]  he  will  fence  with  his  own  fhadow,- 
ifl  mould  marry  him,  1  fhould  marry  twenty  husband*.    If  he 

would 

d  tafet. 
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would  defpife  me,  I  would  forgive  him,  for  if  he  love  me  to 
madnefs,  I  mould  never  requite  him. 

*  Ner.  What  fay  you  then  to  Faulconbridge ',  the  young  Baron  of 
England? 

Por.  You  know  I  fay  nothing  to  him,  for  he  underftands  not 
me,  nor  I  him  he  hath  neither  Latin,  French,  nor  Italian,  and 
you  may  come  into  the  court  and  fwear,  that  I  have  a  poor  penny- 
worth in  the  EngUJh.  He  is  a  proper  man's  picture,  but  alas  who 
can  converfe  with  a  dumb  mow?  how  odly  he  isfaited!  I  think  he 
bought  his  doublet  in  Italy,  his  round  hofe  in  France,  his  bon- 
net in  Germany,  and  his  behaviour  every  where. 

Ner.  What  think  you  of  the c  Scottijh  lord  his  neighbour  ? 

Por.  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  charity  in  him,  for  he  bor- 
row* d  a  box  of  the  ear  of  the  Englijh-man,  and  fwore  he  would 
pay  him  again  when  he  was  able.  I  think  the  French-man  became 
his  furety,  and  fealed  under  for  another. 

Ner,  How  like  you  the  young  German,  the  Duke  of  Saxony's 
nephew  ? 

Por.  Very  vilely  in  the  morning  when  he  is  fober,  and  mod 
vilely  in  the  afternoon  when  he  is  drunk  j  when  he  is  beft,  he  is 
a  little  worfe  than  a  man,  and  when  he  is  word,  he  is  little  bet- 
ter than  a  beaft  and  the  worft  fall  that  ever  fell,  I  hope  I  (hail 
make  fhifc  to  go  without  him. 

Ner.  If  he  mould  offer  to  chufe,  and  chufe  the  right  casket, 
you  mould  refufe  to  perform  your  father's  will,  if  you  mould  re- 
fufe  to  accept  him. 

Por.  Therefore  for  fear  of  the  worft,  I  pray  thee  fet  a  deep 
glafs  of  Rhenijh  wine  on  the  contrary  casket,  for  if  the  devil  be 
within,  and  that  temptation  without,  I  know  he  will  chufe  it.  I 
will  do  any  thing,  Neriffa,  ere  I  will  be  marry'd  to  a  fpunge. 

Ner.  You  need  not  fear,  lady,  the  having  any  of  thefe  lords: 
they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  determinations,  which  is  in- 
deed to  return  to  their  home,  and  to  trouble  you  with  no  more 

fuit, 

-   e  other. 
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frit,  unlcfs  you  may  be  won  by  fome  other  fort  than  your  father's 
impofition,  depending  on  the  caskets. 

Por.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Sibilla,  I  will  die  as  chafte  as  Di- 
ana, unlefs  I  be  cbtain'd  by  the  manner  of  my  father's  will :  I  am 
glad  this  parcel  of  wooers  are  fo  reafonable,  for  there  is  not  one 
among  them  but  I  doat  on  his  very  abfence,  and  wifh  them  a 
fair  departure. 

Ner.  Do  you  not  remember,  lady,  in  your  father's  time,  a 
Venetian,  a  fcholar  and  a  foldier,  that  came  hither  in  company 
of  the  Marquifs  of  Mountferrat  ? 

Por.  Yes,  yes,  it  was  Baffamo,  as  I  think,  he  was  fo  called. 

Ner.  True,  madam  ,•  he  of  all  the  men  that  ever  my  foolifh 
eyes  look'd  upon,  was  the  beft  deferving  a  fair  lady. 

Por.  I  remember  him  well,  and  I  remember  him  worthy  of 
thy  praife.   How  now?  what  news? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  The  four  Grangers  feek  for  you,  madam,  t©  take  their 
leave,-  and  there  is  a  fore-runner  come  from  a  fifth,  the  Prince  of 
Morocco,  who  brings  word  the  Prince  his  matter  will  be  here  to- 
night. 

Por.  If  I  could  bid  the  fifth  welcome  with  fo  good  heart  as  I  can 
bid  the  other  four  farewel,  I  mould  be  glad  of  his  approach  j  if 
he  have  the  condition  of  a  faint,  and  the  complexion  of  a  devil, 
I  had  rather  he  mould  ftirive  me  than  wive  me.  Come  Neriffa. 
Sirrah  go  before  j  while  we  fhut  the  gate  upon  one  wooer,  ano- 
ther knocks  at  the  door.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

Venice. 
Enter  BafTanio  and  Shylock. 
iEfy.T^HREEthoufand  ducats  ?  well. 
X     Bajf.  Ay  Sir,  for  three  months. 


Shy. 
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Shy.  For  three  months  ?  well. 

Bajff.  For  the  which,  as  I  told  you,  Anthonio  mall  be  bound. 
Shy.  Anthonio  mall  become  bound  ?  well. 
Bajf.  May  you  ftead  me  ?  will  you  pieafure  me  ?  mall  I  know 
your  anfwer  ? 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats  for  three  months,  and  Anthonio 
bound  ? 

Baff.  Your  anfwer  to  that. 
Shy.  Anthonio  is  a  good  man. 

Baff*.  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the  contrary  ? 

Shy.  No,  no,  no,  no;  my  meaning  in  faying  he  is  a  good 
man,  is  to  have  you  underftand  me,  that  he  is  fufficient:  yet  his 
means  are  in  fuppofition :  he  hath  an  Argofie  bound  to  Tripolis, 
another  to  the  Indies  j  I  underftand  moreover  upon  the  Ryalto,  he 
hath  a  third  at  Mexico,  a  fourth  for  England,  and  other  ventures 
he  hath  fquander'd  abroad.  But  mips  are  but  boards,  failers  but 
men  ,•  there  be  land-rats,  and  water-rats,  water-thieves  and  land- 
thieves,  I  mean  py rates;  and  then  there  is  the  peril  of  waters, 
winds  and  rocks.  The  man  is  notwich (landing  fufficient;  three 
thoufand  ducats?  I  think  I  may  take  his- bond. 

Baff]  Be  aflur'd  you  may. 

Shy.  I  will  be  alfur'd  I  may  $  and  that  I  may  be  aiTur'd,  I  will 
bethink  me,-  may  I  fpeak  with  Anthonio? 
Baff.  If  it  pleafe  you  to  dine  with  us. 

Shy.  Yes,  to  fmell  pork,  to  eat  of  the  habitation  which  your 
prophet  the  Nazarite  conjur'd  the  devil  into?  I  will  buy  with  you, 
fell  with  you,  talk  with  you;  walk' with.,  you,  and  Co  following,- 
but  I  will  not  eat  with  you,  drink  with  ^6u,  nor  pray  with  you. 
What  hews  on  the  RyaltOj  who  is  he  comes-here? 

Enter  Anthonio.' 

1 

Baff.  This  is  Signior  Anthonio. 

Shy.  [Afide.]  How  like  a  fawning  Publican  he  looks ! 

1 
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1  hate  him,  for  he  is  a  chriftian: 

But  more,  for  that  in  low  simplicity 

He  lends  out  mony  gratis,  and  brings  down 

The  rate  of  ufance  here  with  us  in  Venice, 

If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 

1  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I  bear  him. 

He  hates  our  facred  nation,  and  he  rails 

Ev'n  there  where  merchants  moft  do  congregate, 

On  me,  my  bargains,  and  my  well-won  thrift, 

Which  he  calls  Intereft.  Curfed  be  my  tribe 

If  I  forgive  him. 

Baffl  Shylock,  do  you  hear  ? 

Shy,  I  am  debating  of  my  prefent  ftore, 
And  by  the  near  guefs  of  my  memory, 
I  cannot  inftantly  raife  up  the  grofs 
Of  full  three  thoufand  ducats :  what  of  that  r 
Tubally  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  tribe, 
Will  furnim  me;  but  foft,  how  many  months 
Do  you  defire?  Reft  you  fair,  good  Signior,  [To  Anth. 

Your  worfhip  was  the  laft  man  in  our  mouths. 

Anth.  Shylock,  although  I  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  excefs, 
Yet  to  fupply  the  ripe  wants  of  my  friend 
I'll  break  a  cuftom. — Is  he  yet  pofleft 
How  much  he  would  ? 

Shy.  Ay,  ay,  three  thoufand  ducats. 

Anth.  And  for  three  months. 

Shy,  I  had  forgot,  three  months,  you  told  me  fo ; 
Well  then  your  bond :  and  let  me  fee,  but  hear  you, 
Methought  you  faid,  you  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
Upon  advantage. 

Anth.  I  do  never  ufe  it. 

Shy.  When  Jacob  graz'd  his  uncle  Labarfs  fheep, 

This 
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This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abraham  was 
(As  his  wife  mother  wrought  in  his  behalf) 
The  third  poiTerTor    ay,  he  was  the  third. 

Anth.  And  what  of  him  ?  did  he  take  intereft  ? 

Shy.  No,  not  take  int'reft,  not  as  you  would  fay 
Directly  int'reft,*  mark  what  Jacob  did. 
When  Laban  and  himfelf  were  compromis'd 
That  all  the  f  yeanlings  which  were  ftreak'd  and  pied 
Should  fall  as  Jacob's  hire  j  the  ewes  being  rank, 
In  th'end  of  autumn  turned  to  the  rams  ,• 
And  when  the  work  of  generation  was 
Between  thefe  woolly  breeders  in  the  act, 
The  skilful  fhepherd  s  peel'd  me  certain  wands, 
And  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  kind, 
He  ftuck  them  up  before  the  fulfbme  ewes ; 
Who  then  conceiving,  did  in  yeaning  time 
Fall  party-colour'd  lambs,  and  thofe  were  Jacob's. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  bleft; 
And  thrift  is  blefling,  if  men  fteal  it  not. 

Anth.  This  was  a  venture,  Sir,  that  Jacob  ferv'd  for,- 
A  thing  not  in  his  pow'r  to  bring  to  pals, 
But  fway'd  and  fafhion'd  by  the  hand  of  heav'n. 
Was  this  inferted  to  make  int'reft  good  ? 
Or  is  your  gold  and  filver  ewes  and  rams  ? 

Shy.  I  cannot  tell  -y  I  make  it  breed  as  faft 
But  note  me,  Signior. 

Anth.  Mark  you  this,  Baffamol 
The  devil  can  cite  fcripture  for  his  purpofe. 
An  evil  foul,  producing  holy  witnefs, 
Is  like  a  villain  with  a  fmiling  cheek, 
A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart. 
O  what  a  godly  outfide  falfhood  hath ! 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats !  'tis  a  good  round  fum. 
Vol.  II.  C 

f  ewelings.  zfiVd. 


1 8  The  Merchant  c/Venice. 

Three  months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  fee  the  rate. 
Anth.  Well,  Shy  lock  y  {hall  we  be  beholden  to  you? 
Shy.  Signior  Anthomo,  many  a  time  and  ofc 
In  the  Ryalto  you  have  rated  me, 
About  my  monies  and  my  ufances. 
Still  have  I  born  it  with  a  patient  fhrug, 
For  fufferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe. 
You  call  me  misbeliever,  cut-throat  dog, 
And  fpit  upon  my  Jewijh  gaberdine, 
And  all  for  ufe  of  that  which  is  mine  own. 
Well  then,  it  now  appears  you  need  my  help : 
Go  to  then,  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 
Shylock,  we  would  have  monies  ,•  you  fay  fb, 
You  that  did  void  your  rheume  upon  my  beard, 
And  foot  me,  as  you  fpurn  a  ftranger  cur 
Over  your  th remold  :  mony  is  your  fiiit, 
What  mould  I  fay  to  you  ?  mould  I  not  fay, 
Hath  a  dog  mony  ?  is  it  poffible 
A  cur  can  lend  three  thoufand  ducats  ?  or 
Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  bondman's  key, 
With  bated  breath,  and  whifp'ring  humblenefs, 
Say  this;  fair  Sir,  you  fpit  on  me  laft  fVedncfday, 
You  fpurn'd  me  fuch  a  dayj  another  time 

You  call'd  me  dog  -y  and  for  thefe  curtefies 

I'll  lend  you  thus  much  monies. 

Anth.  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  fo  again, 

To  fpit  on  thee  again,  to  fpurn  thee  too. 

If  thou  wilt  lend  this  mony,  lend  it  not 

As  to  thy  friend,  (for  when  did  friendfhip  take 

A  h  breed  of  barren  metal  of  his  friend  ? ) 

But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy, 

Who  if  he  break,  thou  may'ft  with  better  face 

Exact  the  penalty.  Shy. 

h  breed  of  metal,  weaning  mony  at  ufuryy  mony  that  breeds  more      The  old  editi- 
ons (two  of  'em)  have  it3  A  bribe  of  barren  metal — • 
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Shy.  Why  how  you  ftorm  ? 
I  would  be  friends  with  you,  and  have  your  love, 
Forget  the  fhames  that  you  have  ftain'd  me  with, 
Supply  your  prefent  wants,  and  take  no  doit 
Of  ufance  for  my  monies,  and  you'll  not  hear  me : 
This  is  kind  I  offer. 

Anth.  This  were  kindnefs. 

Shy.  This  kindnefs  will  I  mow; 
Go  with  me  to  a  Notary,  feal  me  there 
Your  fingle  bond,  and  in  a  merry  (port 
If  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  day, 
In  fuch  a  place,  fuch  fum  or  fums  as  are 
Exprefc'd  in  the  condition,  let  the  forfeit 
Be  nominated  for  an  equal  pound 
Of  your  fair  flefh,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  body  it  mall  pleafe  me. 

Anth  Content,  in  faith,  I'll  feal  to  fuch  a  bond, 
And  fay  there  is  much  kindnefs  in  the  'Jew. 

Bajf.  You  fhall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  bond  for  me, 
I'll  rather  dwell  in  my  neceflity. 

Anth.  Why  fear  not  man,  I  will  not  forfeit  it  $ 
Within  thefe  two  months  (that's  a  month  before 
This  bond  expires)  I  do  expect  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  bond. 

Shy.  O  father  Abraham,  what  thefe  chriftians  are! 
Whofe  own  hard  dealings  teach  them  to  fufpecl: 
The  thoughts  of  others !  pray  you  tell  me  this, 
If  he  mould  break  his  day,  what  mould  I  gain 
By  the  exaction  of  the  forfeiture  ? 
A  pound  of  man's  flefh  taken  from  a  man, 
Is  not  fo  eftimable  or  profitable, 
As  flefh  of  muttons,  beefs,  or  goats.   I  fay, 
To  buy  his  favour,  I  extend  this  friendfliip  : 

C  z 
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If  he  will  take  it,  fo ;  if  not,  adieu ; 
And  for  my  love  I  pray  you  wrong  me  not. 

Anth.  Yes,  Shylock,  I  will  feal  unto  this  bond. 

Shy.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  Notary's. 
Give  him  direction  for  this  merry  bond, 
And  I  will  go  and  purfe  the  ducats  ftrait, 
See  to  my  houfe,  left  in  the  fearful  guard 
Of  an  unthrifty  knave,  and  prefentiy 
I'll  be  with  you. 

Anth.  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew. 
The  Hebrew  will  turn  chriftian,  he  grows  kind. 

Bajf.  I  like  not  fair  terms,  and  a  villain's  mind. 

Anth.  Come  on,  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay, 
My  (hips  come  home  a  month  before  the  day. 


[Exit. 


[Exeunt. 


A  C  T  II.    SCENE  L 

Belmont. 

Enter  Morochius  a  Tawny-Moor  all  in  white,  and  three  or 
four  Followers  accordingly,  with  Portia,  NerifTa,  and 
her  train.     Flo.  Cornets. 

Morochius. 
I S  L I K  E  me  not  for  my  completion, 
The  fhadow'd  livery  of  the  burnifh'd  fan, 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  faireft  creature  northward  born, 
Where  Phoebus'  fire  fcarce  thaws  the  ificles, 
And  let  us  make  incifion  for  your  love, 
To  prove  whofe  blood  is  reddeft,  his  or  mine. 
I  tell  thee,  lady,  this  aipecl:  of  mine 

Hath 
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Hath  fear'd  the  valiant;  by  my  love  I  fwear, 
The  beft  regarded  virgins  of  our  clime 
Have  lov'd  it  too :  I  would  not  change  this  hue, 
Except  to  fteal  your  thoughts,  my  gentle  Queen. 

Por.  In  terms  of  choice  I  am  not  fblely  led 
By  nice  direction  of  a  maiden's  eyes  : 
Befides,  the  lottery  of  my  deftiny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  chufing. 
But  if  my  father  had  not  fcanted  me, 
And  hedg'd  me  by  his  wit  to  yield  my  felf 
His  wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  you ; 
Your  felf,  renowned  Prince,  then  flood  as  fair 
As  any  comer  I  have  look'd  on  yet, 
For  my  affection. 

Mer,  Ev'n  for  that  I  thank  you ; 
Therefore  1  pray  you  lead  me  to  the  caskets 
To  try  my  fortune.  By  this  fcimitar, 
That  flew  the  Sophy  and  a  Perfian  Prince, 
That  won  three  fields  of  Sultan  Solyman, 
I  would  out-flare  the  fterneft  eyes  that  look, 
Out-brave-  the  heart  moft  daring  on  the  earth, 
Pluck  the  young  fucking  cubs  from  the  {he-bear, 
Yea,  mock  the  lion  when  he  roars  for  prey, 
To  win  thee,  lady.    But,  alas  the  while! 
If  Hercules  and  Lychas  play  at  dice 
Which  is  the  better  man,  the  greater  throw 
May  turn  by  fortune  from  the  weaker  hand: 
So  is  Alades  beaten  by  his  rage, 
And  fo  may  I,  blind  fortune  leading  me, 
Mifs  that  which  one  unworthier  may  attain, 
And  die  with  grieving. 

Por.  You  muft  take  your  chance, 
And  either  not  attempt  to  chufe  at  all, 
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Or  fwear  before  you  chute,  if  you  chute  wrong, 

Never  to  fpeak  to  lady  afterward 

In  way  of  marriage ;  therefore  be  advis'd. 

Mor.  Nor  will  not  j  therefore  bring  me  to  my  chance. 

Por.  Firft  forward  to  the  temple,  after  dinner 
Your  hazard  (hall  be  made. 

Mor.  Good  fortune  then !  [Cornets, 
To  make  me  bleft  or  curfed'ft  among  men.  {Exeunt \ 


SCENE  II. 

Venice. 

Enter  Launcelot  alone, 

Laun.  /^Ertainly  my  confcience  will  terve  me  to  run  from 
this  Jew  my  mafter.  The  fiend  is  at  mine  elbow,  and 
tempts  me,  faying  to  me,  Gobbo,  Launcelot  Gobbo,  good  Laun- 
celot, or  good  Gobbo,  or  good  Launcelot  Gobbo,  ute  your  legs, 
take  the  ftart,  runaway.  My  confcience  fays  no;  take  heed  ho- 
neft Launcelot,  take  heed  honeft  Gobbo,  or  as  aforefaid,  honeft 
Launcelot  Gobbo,  do  not  run,  fcorn  running  with  thy  heels.  Well, 
the  moft  courageous  fiend  bids  me  pack,  via  fays  the  fiend,  away 
fays  the  fiend,  for  the  heav'ns  route  up  a  brave  mind,  fays  the 
fiend,  and  run.  Well,  my  confcience  hanging  about  the  neck  of 
my  heart,  fays  very  wifely  to  me,  my  honeft  friend  Launcelot,  be- 
ing an  honeft  man's  ten,  or  rather  an  honeft  woman's  ten  for 

indeed  my  father  did  fomething  fmack,  fomething  grow  to,-  he 

had  a  kind  of  tafte.  well,  my  confcience  fays,  budge  not; 

budge,  fays  the  fiend;  budge  not,  teys  my  confcience,-  conteience, 
fay  I,  you  countel  well;  fiend,  fay  J,  you  countel  ill.  To  be  rul'd 
by  my  conteience  I  mould  ftay  with  the  Jew  my  mafter,  who, 
God  blefii  the  mark,  is  a  kind  of  devil ;  and  to  run  away  from  the 
Jew  1  fhould  be  ruled  by  the  fiend,  who  faving  your  reverence  is 
f  the 
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the  devil  himlelf.  Certainly  the  Jew  is  the  very  devil  incarnal ; 
and  in  my  conference,  my  confeience  is  but  a  kind  of  hard  con- 
fcience,  to  offer  to  counfel  me  to  ftay  with  the  Jew.  The  fiend 
gives  the  more  friendly  counfel  I  will  run,  fiend,  my  heels  are 
at  your  commandment,  I  will  run. 

Enter  old  Gobbo  with  a  basket. 

Gob.  Matter  young  man,  you,  I  pray  you,  which  is  the  way  to 
mafter  Jew's  ? 

Laun.  O  heav'ns,  this  is  my  true  begotten  father,  who  being 
more  than  fand-blind,  high  gravel-blind,  knows  me  not,-  I  will 
try  confufions  with  him. 

Gob.  Mafter  young  gentleman,  I  pray  you  which  is  the  way  to 
mafter  Jew's  ? 

Laun.  Turn  up,  on  your  right-hand  at  the  next  turning,  but 
at  the  next  turning  of  all  on  your  left  ,•  marry  at  the  very  next 
turning  turn  of  no  hand,  but  turn  down  indirectly  to  the  Jew's 
houfe. 

Gob.  By  God's  fbnties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to  hit;  can  you 
tell  me  whether  one  Launcelot  that  dwells  with  him,  dwell  with 
him  or  no  ? 

Laun.  Talk  you  of  young  mafter  Launcelot  ?  (mark  me  now, 
now  will  I  raife  the  waters  ,•)  talk  you  of  young  mafter  Launcelot  ? 

Gob.  No  mafter,  Sir,  but  a  poor  man's  ion.  His  father,  though 
I  (ay't,  is  an  honeft  exceeding  poor  man,  and  God  be  thanked 
well  to  live. 

Laun.  Well,  let  his  father  be  what  he  will,  we  talk  of  young 
mafter  Launcelot. 

Gob.  Your  worfbip's  friend  and  Launcelot,  Sir. 

Laun.  But  I  pray  you  ergo,  old  man,  ergo  I  befeech  you,  talk 
you  of  young  mafter  Launcelot  ? 

Gob.  Of  Launcelot,  an't  pleafe  your  mafterfhip. 

Laun,  Ergo  mafter  Launcelot,  talk  not  of  mafter  Launcelot  fa- 
ther, 
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ther,  for  the  young  gentleman  (according  to  fates  and  deftinies, 
and  fuch  odd  fayings,  the  fitters  three,  and  (uch  branches  of 
learning,)  is  indeed  deceafed,  or  as  you  would  fay  in  plain  terms, 
gone  to  heav'n. 

Gob.  Marry  God  forbid,  the  boy  was  the  very  ftarT  of  my  age, 
my  very  prop. 

Laun.  Do  I  look  like  a  cudgel,  or  a  hovel-poft,  a  ftaff  or  a 
prop  ?  do  you  know  me,  father  ? 

Gob.  Alack  the  day,  I  know  you  not,  young  gentleman  but 
I  pray  you  tell  me,  is  my  boy,  God  reft  his  foul,  alive  or  dead? 

Laun.  Do  you  not  know  me,  father  ? 

Gob.  Alack  Sir,  I  am  fand-blind,  I  know  you  not. 

Laun.  Nay,  indeed  if  you  had  your  eyes  you  might  fail  of  the 
knowing  me:  it  is  a  wife  father  that  knows  his  own  child.  Well, 
old  man,  I  will  tell  you  news  of  your  fon,  give  me  your  blefling, 
truth  will  come  to  light,  murder  cannot  be  hid  long,  a  man's  fon 
may  •  but  in  the  end  truth  will  out. 

Gob.  Pray  you  Sir  ftand  up,  I  am  fure  you  are  not  Launcelot 
my  boy. 

Laun  Pray  you  let's  have  no  more  fooling  about  it,  but  give 
me  your  blefling  -y  I  am  Launcelot ,  your  boy  that  was,  your  fon 
that  is,  your  child  that  mall  be. 

Gob.  I  cannot  think  you  are  my  fon. 

Laun.  I  know  not  what  I  (hall  think  of  that :  but  I  am  Laun- 
celot the  Jew's  man,  and  I  am  fure  Margery  your  wife  is  my 
mother. 

Gob.  Her  name  is  Margery  indeed.  I'll  be  fworn  if  thou  be 
Launcelot,  thou  art  mine  own  flefh  and  blood:  lord  wormip'd 
might  he  be!  what  a  beard  haft  thou  got!  thou  haft  got  more 
hair  on  thy  chin,  than  Dobbin  my  Phil-horfe  has  on  his  tail. 

Laun.  It  mould  feem  then  that  Dobbin's  tail  grows  backward, 
I  am  fure  he  had  more  hair  on  his  tail  than  I  have  on  my  face 
when  I  laft  faw  him. 

Gob. 
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Gob.  Lord  how  art  thou  chang'd !  how  doft  thou  and  thy  ma- 
iler agree  ?  I  have  brought  him  a  prefent  5  how  agree  you  now  ? 

Laun.  Well,  well,  but  for  mine  own  part,  as  I  have  fet  up  my 
reft  to  run  away,  fo  I  will  not  reft  'till  I  have  run  fome  ground. 
My  mafter's  a  very  Jew:  give  him  a  prefent!  give  him  a  halter: 
I  am  famifh'd  in  his  fervice.  You  may  tell  every  finger  I  have 
with  my  ribs.  Father  I  am  glad  you  are  come,  give  me  your  pre- 
fent to  one  mafter  Baffanio,  who  indeed  gives  rare  new  liveries ; 
if  I  ferve  him  not,  I  will  run  as  far  as  God  has  any  ground.  O 
rare  fortune,  here  comes  the  man;  to  him  father,  for  I  am  a 
Jew  if  I  ferve  the  Jew  any  longer. 

Enter  BalTanio  with  a  follower  or  two, 

Bajf.  You  may  do  fo  >  but  let  it  be  fo  hafted,  that  fupper  be 
ready  at  the  fartheft  by  five  of  the  clock:  fee  thefe  letters  deli- 
ver'd,  put  the  liveries  to  making,  and  defire  Gratiano  to  come 
anon  to  my  lodging. 

Laun.  To  him,  father. 

Gob.  God  blefs  your  worfhip. 

Bajf.  Gramercy,  would'ft  thou  ought  with  me  ? 

Gob.  Here's  my  fon,  Sir,  a  poor  boy. 

Laun.  Not  a  poor  boy,  Sir,  but  the  rich  Jew's  man,  that  would, 
Sir,  as  my  father  mail  fpecifie. 

Gob.  He  hath  a  great  infection,  Sir,  as  one  would  fay,  to  ferve. 

Laun.  Indeed  the  fhort  and  the  long  is,  I  ferve  the  Jew,  and 
have  a  defire  as  my  father  mail  fpecifie. 

Gob.  His  mafter  and  he,  faving  your  worfhip's  reverence,  are 
fcarce  catercoufins. 

Laun.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the  Jew  having  done 
me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me,  as  my  father,  being  I  hope  an  old  man, 
fhall  frutifie  unto  you. 

Gob.  I  have  here  a  difh  of  doves  that  I  would  beftow  upon  your 
worfhip,  and  my  fuit  is  
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Laun.  In  very  brief,  the  fuit  is  impertinent  to  my  felf,  as  your 
worfhip  (hall  know  by  this  honeft  old  man ;  and  though  I  fay  it, 
though  old  man,  yet  poor  man  my  father. 

Bajf.  One  fpeak  for  both,  what  would  you  ? 

Laun.  Serve  you,  Sir.  - 

Gob.  This  is  the  very  defect  of  the  matter,  Sir. 

Bajf.  I  know  thee  well,  thou  haft  obtain'd  thy  fuit; 
Shylock,  thy  mafter,  (poke  with  me  this  day, 
And  hath  preferr'd  thee,  if  it  be  preferment 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew's  fervice  to  become 
The  follower  of  Co  poor  a  gentleman. 

Laun,  The  old  proverb  is  very  well  parted  between  my  mafter 
Shylock  and  you,  Sir,-  you  have  the  grace  of  God,  Sir,  and  he 
hath  enough. 

Bajf.  Thou  fpeak'ft  it  well  ;  go  father  with  thy  fbn, 
Take  leave  of  thy  old  mafter,  and  enquire 
My  lodging  outj  give  him  a  livery, 
More  guarded  than  his  fellows :  fee  it  done. 

Laun.  Father  in,  I  cannot  get  a  fervice,  no?  I  have  ne'er  a 
tongue  in  my  head?  well,  if  any  man  in  Italy  have  a  fairer  table 
which  doth  otfer  to  fwear  upon  a  book,  I  fhall  have  good  fortune; 
go  too,  here's  a  fimple  line  of  life,  here's  a  fmall  trifle  of  wives, 
alas,  fifteen  wives  is  nothing,  eleven  widows  and  nine  maids  is  a 
fimple  coming  in  for  one  man!  and  then  to  fcape drowning  thrice, 
and  to  be  in  peril  of  my  life  with  the  edge  of  a  feather  bed,  here 
are  fimple  'fcapes!  well,  if  fortune  be  a  woman,  {he's  a  good  wench 
for  this  geer.  Father  come,  I'll  take  my  leave  of  the  Jew  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye.  [Ex.  Laun.  WGob. 

Bajf.  I  pray  thee,  good  Leonardo,  think  on  this  ,• 
Thefe  things  being  bought  and  orderly  beftowed, 
Return  in  hafte,  for  I  do  feaft  to-night 
My  beft  efteem'd  acquaintance;  hie  thee,  go. 

Leon.  My  beft  endeavours  fhall  be  done  herein. 

Enter 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Where  is  your  matter? 
Leon,  Yonder,  Sir,  he  walks. 
Gra,  Signior  Bajfanio. 
Bajf.  Gratiano, 
Gra,  I  have  a  fuit  to  you. 
Bajf.  You  have  obtain'd  it. 

Gra.  You  muft  not  deny  me,  I  muft  go  with  you  to  Belmont. 

Bajf.  Why  then  you  muft :  but  hear  thee,  Gratiano, 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voice, 
Parts  that  become  thee  happily  enough, 
And  in  fuch  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  faults ; 
But  where  thou  art  not  known,  why  there  they  fhew 
Something  too  liberal  ->  pray  thee  take  pain 
T'  allay  with  fbme  cold  drops  of  modefty 
Thy  skipping  (pint,  left  through  thy  wild  behaviour 
I  be  mifconftru'd  in  the  place  I  go  to, 
And  lofe  my  hopes. 

Gra.  Signior  BaJfanioy  hear  me. 
If  I  do  not  put  on  a  fober  habit, 
Talk  with  refpect,  and  fwear  but  now  and  then,' 
Wear  prayer-books  in  my  pockets,  look  demurely, 
Nay  more,  while  grace  is  faying,  hood  mine  eyes 
Thus  with  my  hat,  and  figh  and  fay  Amen  $ 
Ufe  all  th'  obfervance  of  civility, 
Like  one  well  ftudied  in  a  fad  oftent 
To  pleafe  his  grandam  $  never  truft  me  more. 

Baff.  Well,  we  (hall  fee  your  bearing. 

Gra,  Nay,  but  I  bar  to-night,  you  mail  not  gage  me 
By  what  we  do  to-night. 

D  2  Baf. 
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Bajf,  No,  that  were  pity. 
I  would  entreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldeft  fuit  of  mirth,  for  we  have  friends 
That  purpofe  merriment:  but  fare  you  well, 
I  have  fbme  bufinefs. 

Gra.  And  I  muft  to  Lorenzo  and  the  reft  : 
But  we  will  vifit  you  at  fupper-time.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Jeflica  and  Launcelot. 

Jef.T'M  forry  thou  wilt  leave  my  father  fb, 

X  Our  houfe  is  hell,  and  thou  a  merry  devil 
Didft  rob  it  of  fbme  tafte  of  tedioufnefs ,• 
But  fare  thee  well,  there  is  a  ducat  for  thee. 
And  Launcelot,  foon  at  fupper  {halt  thou  fee 
Lorenzo,  who  is  thy  new  matter's  gueftj 
Give  him  this  letter,  do  it  fecretly, 
And  fo  farewel :  I  would  not  have  my  father 
See  me  talk  with  thee. 

Laun.  Adieu  $  tears  exhibit  my  tongue,  mofl  beautiful  Pagan, 
moft  fweet  Jewl  if  a  chriftian  did  not  play  the  knave  and  get 
thee,  I  am  much  deceived  ,•  but  adieu,  thefe  foolifh  drops  do 
fomewhat  drown  my  manly  fpirit:  adieu.  [Exit, 

Jef.  Farewel,  good  Launcelot. 
Alack,  what  heinous  fin  is  it  in  me, 
To  be  afham'd  to  be  my  father's  child  ? 
But  though  I  am  a  daughter  to  his  blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  manners:  O  Lorenzo, 
If  thou  keep  promife,  I  fhall  end  this  ftrife, 
Become  a  chriftian,  and  thy  loving  wife.  [Exit, 


SCENE 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  Gratiano,  Lorenzo,  Solarino,  and  Salanio. 

Lor.'y^T  AY,  we  will  flink  away  in  fupper-time,  difguife  us  at 
JL^I  my  lodging,  and  return  all  in  an  hour. 

Gra.  We  have  not  made  good  preparation. 

Sal.  We  have  not  (poke  as  yet  of  torch-bearers. 

Sola.  3Tis  vile,  unlefs  it  may  be  quaintly  ordered; 
And  better  in  my  mind  not  undertook. 

Lor.  'Tis  now  but  four  a- clock,  we  have  two  hours 
To  furnifh  us.   Friend  Launcelot,  what's  the  news  ? 

Enter  Launcelot  with  a  letter. 

Laun.  And  it  mall  pleafe  you  to  break  up  this,  it  (hall  feem  to 
fignifie. 

Lor.  I  know  the  hand,  in  faith  'tis  a  fair  handP 
And  whiter  than  the  paper  it  writ  on 
Is  the  fair  hand  that  writ. 

Gra.  Love-news,  in  faith. 

Laun.  By  your  leave,  Sir, 

Lor.  Whither  goeft  thou  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  Sir,  to  bid  my  old  mafter  the  Jew  to  fup  to- 
night with  my  new  mafter  the  chriftian. 

Lor.  Hold  here,  take  this,  tell  gentle  Jejfica 
I  will  not  fail  her,  fpeak  it  privately. 
Go  gentlemen,  will  you  prepare  for  this  mask  to-night  ? 
I  am  provided  of  a  torch-bearer.  \Rxit  Laun. 

Sal  Ay  marry,  I'll  be  gone  about  it  ftrait. 

Sola.  And  fo  will  I. 

Lor.  Meet  me  and  Gratiano 
At  Gratiano\  lodging  fome  hour  hence. 

Sal. 
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Sal.  'Tis  good  we  do  fo.  [Exit. 

Gra.  Was  not  that  letter  from  fair  Jejfica  ? 

Lor.  I  muft  needs  tell  thee  all,  me  hath  directed 
How  I  mall  take  her  from  her  father's  houfe, 
What  gold  and  jewels  (lie  is  furnifh'd  with, 
What  page's  fait  (he  hath  in  readinefs. 
If  e'er  the  Jew  her  father  come  to  heav'n, 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughter's  fake : 
And  never  dare  misfortune  crofs  her  foot, 
Unlefs  {he  do  it  under  this  excufe, 
That  (lie  is  iffue  to  a  faithlefs  Jew. 
Come  go  with  me,  perufe  this  as  thou  goeft, 
Fair  Jejfica  (hall  be  my  torch-bearer.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Shylock  and  Launcelot. 

^'AA  T  ^  k  ^>  t^10U     ^ee>     eyes     ^e  *ky  juc*ge> 

V  V    The  difference  of  old  Shylock  and  Bajfamo. 
What  Jejfica  /  thou  fhalt  not  gormandize 

As  thou  haft  done  with  me  what  Jejfica/ 

And  fleep  and  fnore,  and  rend  apparel  out. 

Why  Jejfica,  I  fay. 
Laun.  Why  Jejfica  / 

Shy.  Who  bids  thee  call  ?  I  did  not  bid  thee  call. 
Laun.  Your  worfhip  was  wont  to  tell  me  I  could  do  nothing 
without  bidding. 

Enter  Jeflica. 

Jef.  Call  you  ?  what  is  your  will  ? 

Shy.  I  am  bid  forth  to  fupper,  Jejfica, 
There  are  my  keys :  but  wherefore  mould  I  go  ? 
I  am  not  bid  for  love;  they  flatter  me; 

But 
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But  yet  I'll  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  chriftian.   Jejfica^  my  girl, 
Look  to  my  houfe,  I  am  right  loth  to  go, 
There  is  fbme  ill  a  brewing  towards  my  reft, 
For  I  did  dream  of  mony-bags  to-night. 

Laun.  I  befeech  you  Sir  go,  my  young  mafter  doth  exped 
your  reproach. 

Shy.  So  do  I  his. 

Laun.  And  they  have  confpired  together,  I  will  not  fay  you 
mall  fee  a  mask,  but  if  you  do,  then  it  was  not  for  nothing  that 
my  nofe  fell  a  bleeding  on  black  monday  laft,  at  fix  a-clock  i'th' 
morning,  falling  out  that  year  on  Afh-Wednefday  was  four  year 
in  the  afternoon. 

Shy.  What  are  thefe  masks  ?  hear  you  me,  Jejfica, 
Lock  up  my  doors,  and  when  you  hear  the  drum 
And  the  vile  (queaking  of  the  wry-neck'd  fife, 
Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  cafements  then, 
Nor  thruft  your  head  into  the  publick  ftreet 
To  gaze  on  chriftian  fools  with  varnifti'd  faces : 
But  ftop  my  houfe's  ears,  I  mean  my  cafements, 
Let  not  the  (bund  of  {hallow  foppery  enter 
My  fober  houfe.    By  Jacob's  ftaff  I  fwear, 
I  have  no  mind  of  feafting  forth  to-night : 
But  I  will  go  j  go  you  before  me,  firrah : 
Say  I  will  come. 

Laun.  I  will  go  before,  Sir. 
Miftrefs,  look  out  at  a  window  for  all  this, 
There  will  come  a  chriftian  by, 

Will  be  worth  a  Jewefs'  eye.  \Extt  Laun. 

Shy.  What  fays  that  fool  of  Hagar's  ofT-fpring?  ha. 

Jef.  His  words  were  farewel  miftrefs,  nothing  elfe. 

Shy.  The  patch  is  kind  enough,  but  a  huge  feeder : 
Snail-flow  in  profit,  but  he  fleeps  by  day 

More 
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More  than  the  wild  cat ;  drones  hive  not  with  me, 

Therefore  I  part  with  him,  and  part  with  him 

To  one  that  I  would  have  him  help  to  wafte 

His  borrow'd  purfe.   Well,  Jeffica,  go  in, 

Perhaps  I  will  return  immediately ; 

Shut  the  doors  after  you,  faft  bind,  faft  find, 

A  proverb  never  ftale  in  thrifty  mind.  [Exit, 

Jef,  Farewel  $  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  croft, 
I  have  a  father,  you  a  daughter  loft.  [Exit, 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Gratiano  and  Salanio  in  mafquerade. 

Gra.  This  is  the  pent-houfe  under  which  Lorenzo  defired  us  to 
make  a  ftand. 

Sal.  His  hour  is  almoft  paft. 

Gra.  And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  his  hour, 
For  lovers  ever  run  before  the  clock. 

Sal.  O  ten  times  fafter  Fenus*  pidgeons  fly 
To  a  feal  loves  bonds  new  made,  than  they  are  wont 
To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfeited  ! 

Gra.  That  ever  holds.   Who  rifeth  from  a  feaft 
With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  fits  down  ? 
Where  is  the  horfe  that  doth  untread  again 
His  tedious  meafures  with  th'unbated  fire 
That  he  did  pace  them  firft?  all  things  that  are, 
Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  than  enjoy'd. 
How  like  a  younker  or  a  prodigal 
The  skarfed  bark  puts  from  her  native  bay, 
Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  ftrumpet  wind? 
How  like  the  prodigal  doth  (he  return 
With  b  over-weather'd  ribs  and  ragged  fails, 
Lean,  rent,  and  beggar'd  by  the  ftrumpet  wind? 

Enter 
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Enter  Lorenzo. 

Sal.  Here  comes  Lorenzo :  more  of  this  hereafter. 

Lor,  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  my  long  abode, 
Not  I,  but  my  affairs  have  made  you  wait ; 
When  you  (hall  pleafe  to  play  the  thieves  for  wives, 
I'll  watch  as  long  for  you  then ;  come  approach $ 
Here  dwells  my  father  Jew,  Hoa,  who's  within  ? 

Jeffica  above  m  hoy's  cloaths. 

Jef.  Who  are  you?  tell  me  for  more  certainty, 
Albeit  I'll  fwear  that  I  do  know  your  tongue. 

Lor.  Lorenzo,  and  thy  love. 

Jef.  Lorenzo  certain,  and  my  love  indeed, 
For  who  love  I  fo  much  ?  and  now  who  knows 
But  you,  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  yours  ? 

Lor.  Heav'n  and  thy  thoughts  are  witnefs  that  thou  art 

Jef.  Here,  catch  this  casket,  it  is  worth  the  pains. 
I'm  glad  'tis  night,  you  do  not  look  on  me, 
For  I  am  much  afham'd  of  my  exchange,- 
But  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  fee 
The  pretty  follies  that  themfelves  commit ; 
For  if  they  could,  Cupid  himfelf  would  blufh 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a  boy. 

Lor.  Defcend,  for  you  muft  be  my  torch-bearer. 

Jef.  What,  muft  I  hold  a  candle  to  my  fhames? 
They  in  themfelves  good-fboth  are  too  too  light. 
Why,  'tis  an  office  of  difcovery,  love, 
And  I  mould  be  obfcur'd. 

Lor.  So  are  you  fweet, 
Ev'n  in  the  lovely  garnifh  of  a  boy. 
But  come  at  once  — 

For  the  clofe  night  doth  play  the  run-away, 
Vol.  II.  E 
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And  we  are  ftaid  for  at  Baffanio's  feaft. 

Jef.  I  will  make  faft  the  doors,  and  gild  my  felf 
With  fome  more  ducats,  and  be  with  you  ftrait. 

Gra.  Now  by  my  hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jew. 

Lor.  Befhrew  me  but  I  love  her  heartily, 
For  (lie  is  wife,  if  I  can  judge  of  her  ; 
And  fair  me  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true ; 
And  true  me  is,  as  me  hath  prov'd  her  felf; 
And  therefore  like  her  felf,  wife,  fair,  and  true, 
Shall  fhe  be  placed  in  my  conftant  foul. 

Re-enter  Jeflica. 
What,  art  thou  come  ?  on  gentlemen,  away ; 
Our  masking  mates  by  this  time  for  us  ftay.  [Exit. 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Anth.  Who's  there? 

Gra.  Signior  Anthonio. 

Anth.  Fie,  Gratiano,  where  are  all  the  reft  ? 
5Tis  nine  a-clock,  our  friends  all  ftay  for  you; 
No  mask  to-night,  the  wind  is  come  about, 
Bajfanio  prefently  will  go  aboard, 
f  I  have  fent  twenty  out  to  feek  for  you. 

Gra.  I'm  glad  on't,  I  defire  no  more  delight 
Than  to  be  under  fail,  and  gone  to-night.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Belmont. 

Enter  Portia  with  Morocchius  and  both  their  trains. 
Por.f^  O,  draw  afide  the  curtains,  and  difcover 
The  fev'ral  caskets  to  this  noble  Prince. 
Now  make  your  choice.  [Three  caskets  are  difcover'd. 

Mor.  The  firft  of  gold,  which  this  infeription  bears, 
Who  chufeth  me  Jhall  gain  what  many  men  defire. 

The 
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The  fecond  filver,  which  this  promife  carries, 
Who  chufeth  me,  fhall get  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt, 
Who  chufeth  me,  mufi  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
How  fhall  I  know  if  I  do  chufe  the  right  ? 

Por.  The  one  of  them  contains  my  pi&ure,  Prince, 
If  you  chufe  that,  then  I  am  yours  withal. 

Mor.  Some  God  direct  my  judgment:  let  me  fee, 
I  will  furvey  ths  infcriptions  back  again  ; 
What  fays  this  leaden  casket? 
Who  chufeth  me,  mufi  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath: 
Muft  give,  for  what  ?  for  lead  ?  hazard  for  lead. 
This  casket  threatens.    Men  that  hazard  all, 
Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  advantages : 
A  golden  mind  ftoops  not  to  mows  of  drofs, 
I'll  then  not  give  nor  hazard  ought  for  lead? 
What  fays  the  filver  with  her  virgin  hue  ? 
Who  chufeth  me,  fhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
As  much  as  he  deferves  ?  paufe  there,  Morocch'ius^ 
And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  hand, 
If  thou  be'ft  rated  by  thy  eftimation 
Thou  doft  deferve  enough,  and  yet  enough 
May  not  extend  fo  far  as  to  the  lady ; 
And  yet  to  be  afraid  of  my  deferving, 
Were  but  a  weak  difabling  of  my  felf. 

As  much  as  I  deferve  ?  why  that's  the  lady ; 

I  do  in  birth  deferve  her,  and  in  fortunes, 
In  graces,  and  in  qualities  of  breeding  : 
But  more  than  thefe,  in  love  I  do  deferve. 
What  if  I  ftray'd  no  farther,  but  chofe  here  ? 
Let's  fee  once  more  this  faying  grav'd  in  gold. 
Who  chufeth  me,  fhall  gam  what  many  men  defire. 
Why  that's  the  lady;  all  the  world  defires  her: 

E  i  From 
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From  the  four  corners  of  the  earth  they  come 

To  kifs  this  fhrine,  this  mortal  breathing  faint. 

Th'  Hircanian  deferts  and  the  vaftie  wilds 

Of  wide  Arabia  are  as  thorough-fares  now, 

For  Princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia. 

The  wat'ry  kingdom,  whofe  ambitious  head 

Spits  in  the  face  of  heaven,  is  no  bar 

To  flop  the  foreign  fpirits,  but  they  come 

As  o'er  a  brook,  to  fee  fair  Portia. 

One  of  thefe  three  contains  her  heav'nly  picture. 

Is't  like  that  lead  contains  her  ?  'twere  damnation 

To  think  fo  bafe  a  thought:  it  were  too  grofs 

To  rib  her  fearcloth  in  the  obfcure  grave. 

Or  fhall  I  think  in  filver  fhe's  immur'd, 

Being  ten  times  undervalu'd  to  try'd  gold? 

O  finful  thought,  never  fb  rich  a  gem 

Was  fet  in  worfe  than  gold!  they  have  in  England 

A  coin  that  bears  the  figure  of  an  angel 

Stamped  in  gold,  but  that's  inlculpt  upon :  * 

But  here  an  angel  in  a  golden  bed 

Lyes  all  within.   Deliver  me  the  keyj 

Here  do  I  chufe,  and  thrive  I  as  I  may. 

Por.  There  take  it.  Prince,  and  if  my  form  lye  there 
Then  I  am  yours.  [Unlocking  the  gold  casket. 

Mor.  O  hell !  what  have  we  here,  a  carrion  death, 
Within  whofe  empty  eye  there  is  a  fcrowl  : 
I'll  read  the  writing. 

All  that  glifiers  is  not  gold. 
Often  have  you  heard  that  told ; 
Many  a  man  his  life  hath  fold, 
But  my  outfide  to  behold. 
Gilded  wood  may  worms  infold: 

Had 
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Had  you  been  as  wife  as  bold, 
Young  in  limbs,  in  judgment  old, 
Tour  anfwer  had  not  been  infcrol'd, 
Fare  you  well,  your  fuit  is  cold. 

Mor.  Cold  indeed,  and  labour  loft : 
Then  farewel  hear,  and  welcome  froft: 
Portia  adieu,  I  have  too  griev'd  a  heart 

To  take  a  tedious  leave:  thus  lofers  part.  [Exit. 

Por.  A  gentle  riddance:  draw  the  curtains,  go; 
Let  all  of  his  complexion  chufe  me  fo.  [Exeunt. 

s  c  E  N  E  IX. 

Venice. 
Enter  Solarino  and  Salanio. 

Sal.  X  IT  T  H  Y  man,  I  faw  BaJJanio  under  fail, 
V  V     With  him  is  Gratiano  gone  along, 
And  in  their  fhip  I'm  fore  Lorenzo  is  not. 

Sola.  The  villain  Jew  with  outcries  raised  the  Duke, 
Who  went  with  him  to  fearch  Bajfanio's  fhip. 

Sal.  He  came  too  late,  the  fhip  was  under  fail  y 
But  there  the  Duke  was  giv'n  to  underftand 
That  in  a  Gondalo  were  feen  together 
Lorenzo  and  his  am'rous  JeJJica : 
Befides,  Anthonio  certify'd  the  Duke 
They  were  not  with  Bajfanio  in  his  fhip. 

Sola.  I  never  heard  a  paflion  fo  confus'd.. 
So  ftrange,  outrageous,  and  fo  variable, 
As  the  dog  Jew  did  utter  in  the  ftreets ; 
My  daughter,  O  my  ducats,  O  my  daughter ! 
Fled  with  a  chriftian?  O  my  christian  ducats  ! 

Juftice, 
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Juftice,  the  law,  my  ducats,  and  my  daughter! 
A  fealed  bag,  two  fealed  bags  of  ducats, 
Of  double  ducats,  ftoln  from  me  by  my  daughter! 
And  jewels,  two  ftones,  rich  and  precious  ftones, 
Stoln  by  my  daughter !  juftice !  find  the  girl ; 
She  hath  the  ftones  upon  her,  and  the  ducats. 

Sal.  Why  all  the  boys  in  Venice  follow  him, 
Crying  his  ftones,  his  daughter,  and  his  ducats. 

Sola.  Let  good  Anthonio  look  he  keep  his  day, 
Or  he  mail  pay  for  this. 

Sal.  Marry  well  remember'd. 
I  reafon'd  with  a  Frenchman  yefterday, 
Who  told  me,  in  the  narrow  feas  that  part 
The  French  and  Engli/h,  there  mifcarried 
A  veiTel  of  our  country  richly  fraught: 
I  thought  upon  Anthonio  when  he  told  me, 
And  wim'd  in  filence  that  it  were  not  his. 

Sola.  You  were  beft  to  tell  Anthomo  what  you  hear, 
Yet  do  not  ftddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  him. 

Sal.  A  kinder  Gentleman  treads  not  the  earth. 
I  faw  Bajfanio  and  Anthonio  part. 
Bajfanio  told  him  he  would  make  fbme  fpeed 
Of  his  return :  he  anfwer'd,  do  not  fo, 
Slubber  not  bufinefs  for  my  fake,  BaJJanio, 
But  ftay  the  very  riping  of  the  time ; 
And  for  the  Jew's  bond  which  he  hath  of  me, 
Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  love : 
Be  merry,  and  employ  your  chiefeft  thoughts 
To  courtftiip,  and  fuch  fair  oftents  of  love 
As  lliall  conveniently  become  you  there. 
And  even  there,  his  eye  being  big  with  tears, 
Turning  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him, 
And  with  affection  wond'rous  fenfible 
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He  wrung  Baffattitfs  hand,  and  fo  they  parted. 

Sola.  I  think  he  only  loves  the  world  for  him. 
I  pray  thee  let  us  go  and  find  him  out, 
And  quicken  his  embraced  heavine/s 
With  Ibme  delight  or  other. 

Sal.  Do  we  fo. 


scene  x. 

Belmont. 
Enter  Neriffa  with  a  fervant. 

Ner./~\  UICK,  quick,  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  curtain  ftrait, 

The  Prince  of  Arragon  has  ta'en  his  oath, 
And  comes  to  his  election  prefently. 

Enter  Arragon,  his  train,  Portia.  Flor.  Cornets.  The  Caskets 

are  dif covered. 

For.  Behold  there  (land  the  caskets,  noble  Prince, 
If  you  chufe  that  wherein  I  am  contain'd, 
Strait  mall  our  nuptial  rites  be  fblemniz'd  : 
But  if  you  fail,  without  more  ipeech,  my  lord, 
You  mult  be  gone  from  hence  immediately. 

Ar.  I  am  enjoin'd  by  oath  t'  obferve  three  things 
Firft,  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 
Which  casket  'twas  I  chofe,-  next  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  casket,  never  in  my  life 
To  woo  a  maid  in  way  of  marriage : 
Laft,  if  I  fail  in  fortune  of  my  choice, 
Immediately  to  leave  you  and  be  gone. 

For.  To  thefe  injunctions  every  one  doth  fwear 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  worthlefs  felf. 

Ar.  And  fo  have  I  addreft  me,  fortune  now 
To  my  heart's  hope;  gold,  filver,  and  bafe  lead. 
Who  chufeth  mey  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath0 

You 
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You  (hall  look  fairer  ere  I  give  or  hazard. 

What  fays  the  golden  cheft  ?  ha  let  me  fee ; 

Who  chufeth  me,  Jhall  gain  what  many  men  defire. 

What  many  men  defire  that  may  be  meant 

Of  the  full  multitude  that  chufe  by  mow, 

Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  eye  doth  teach  ; 

Which  pryes  not  to  th'  interior,  but  like  the  martlet 

Builds  in  the  weather  on  the  outward  wall, 

Ev'n  in  the  force  and  road  of  cafaalty. 

I  will  not  chufe  what  many  men  defire, 

Becaufe  I  will  not  jump  with  common  fpirits, 

And  rank  me  with  the  barb'rous  multitudes. 

Why  then  to  thee  thou  filver  treafure-houfe : 

Tell  me  once  more,  what  title  thou  doft  bear  ? 

Who  chufeth  me,  Jhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves ; 

And  well  faid  too,  for  who  (hall  go  about 

To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 

Without  the  ftamp  of  merit?  let  none  prefume 

To  wear  an  undeferved  dignity ; 

O  that  eftates,  degrees,  and  offices, 

Were  not  deriv'd  corruptly,  that  clear  honour 

Were  purchas'd  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer ! 

How  many  then  mould  cover  that  (land  bare? 

How  many  be  commanded,  that  command? 

How  much  low  peafantry  would  then  be  gleaned 

From  the  true  feed  of  honour  ?  how  much  honour 

Pickt  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times, 

To  be  new  varnifh'd?  well,  but  to  my  choice: 

Who  chufeth  me,  Jhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves : 

I  will  affume  defert  j  give  me  a  key  for  this, 

And  inftantly  unlock  my  fortunes  here. 

Por%  Too  long  a  paufe  for  that  which  you  find  there. 

{Unlocking  the  filver  casket. 

Ar. 
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Ar.  What's  here!  the  portrait  of  a  blinking  idiot, 
Prefenting  me  a  fchedule  ?  I  will  read  it : 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia  ? 
How  much  unlike  my  hopes  and  my  defervings  ? 
Who  chufeth  me  Jhall  have  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
Did  I  delerve  no  more  than  a  fool's  head  ? 
Is  that  my  prize  ?  are  my  deferts  no  better  ? 

Por.  To  offend  and  judge  are  diftinct  offices, 
And  of  oppofed  natures. 

Ar.  What  is  here  ? 

The  fire  fev'n  times  tried  thisy 
Serin  times  tried  that  judgment  is 
That  did  never  chufe  ami/s. 
Some  there  be  that  Jhadows  kifsy 
Such  have  but  a  Jhadow's  blifs : 
There  be  fools  alive,  I  wis. 
Silvered  o'er,  and  fo  was  this : 
Take  what  wife  you  will  to  bed, 
I  will  ever  be  your  head : 
So  be  gone  Sir,  you  are  fped. 

Ar.  Still  more  fool  I  fhall  appear 
By  the  time  I  linger  here : 
With  one  fool's  head  I  came  to  woo, 
But  I  go  away  with  two. 
Sweet  adieu,  I'll  keep  my  oath, 
Patiently  to  bear  my  wroth. 

Por.  Thus  hath  the  candle  fing'd  the  moth: 
O  thefe  deliberate  fools !  when  they  do  chu(e, 
They  have  the  wifdom  by  their  wit  to  lofe, 

Ner.  The  ancient  faying  is  no  herefy, 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  deftiny. 

Por.  Come,  draw  the  curtain,  Neriffa. 
Vol.  II.  F 
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Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  Where  is  my  lady  ? 

For.  Here,  what  would  my  lord  ? 

Serv,  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  gate 
A  young  Venetian,  one  that  comes  before 
To  fignify  th' approaching  of  his  lord, 
From  whom  he  bringeth  fenfible  regreets ; 
To  wit,  befides  commends  and  courteous  breath, 
Gifts  of  rich  value,-  yet  I  have  not  teen 
So  likely  an  ambaffador  of  love. 
A  day  in  April  never  came  Co  fweet, 
To  mow  how  coftly  fammer  was  at  hand, 
As  this  fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  lord. 

Por.  No  more  I  pray  thee$  I  am  half  afraid 
Thoult  fay  anon,  he  is  (bme  kin  to  thee, 
Thou  fpend'ft  fuch  high-day  wit  in  praifing  him : 
Come,  come,  Nerijfa,  for  I  long  to  fee 
Quick  Cupid's  poft,  that  comes  fo  mannerly. 

Ner.  Bajfamo  lord,  Love!  if  thy  will  it  be  J  [Exeant. 


The  Merchant  c/ Venice. 


43 


ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 

Venice. 
Enter  Salanio  and  Solarino. 

SOLARINO. 

gOW,  what  news  on  the  Ryalto  ? 

Sal.  Why  yet  it  lives  there  uncheckt,  that  An- 
thonto  hath  a  ihip  of  rich  lading  wrackt  on  the 
narrow  feas;  the  Goodwins,  I  think  they  call  the 
place,-  a  very  dangerous  flat  and  fatal,  where 
the  carcaffes  of  many  a  tall  (hip  lye  bury'd,  as 
they  fay,  if  my  agoflip  Report  be  an  honeft  woman  of  her  word. 

Sola.  I  would  {he  were  as  lying  a  goflip  in  that,  as  ever  knapt 
ginger,  or  made  her  neighbours  believe  (he  wept  for  the  death  of 
a  third  husband.  But  it  is  true,  without  any  flips  of  prolixity,  or 
eroding  the  plain  high-way  of  talk,  that  the  good  Anthonio,  the 

honefl:  Anthomo  O  that  I  had  a  title  good  enough  to  keep 

his  name  company! 

Sal.  Come,  the  full  (lop. 

Sola.  Ha,  what  fay'ft  thou?  why  the  end  is,  he  hath  loft  a  (hip. 

Sal.  I  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  his  lofles. 

Sola.  Let  me  fay  Amen  betimes,  left  the  devil  crofs  my  prayer  ,• 
for  here  he  comes  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Jew.  How  now  Shylock9 
what  news  among  the  merchants? 

Enter  Shylock. 

Shy.  You  knew  (none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you)  of  my 
daughter's  flight. 

Sal.  That's  certain ;  I  for  my  part  knew  the  taylor  that  made 
the  wings  ihe  flew  withal. 

F  z  Sola. 

*  gofifs  report. 
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Sola.  And  Shylock  for  his  own  part  knew  the  bird  was  fledg'd,. 
and  then  it  is  the  completion  of  them  all  to  leave  the  dam. 
Shy.  She  is  damn'd  for  it. 

Sal.  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  may  be  her  judge. 

Shy.  My  own  flefh  and  blood  to  rebel ! 

Sola.  Out  upon  it,  old  carrion,  rebels  it  at  thefe  b  years  ? 

Shy.  I  fay,  my  daughter  is  my  flefh  and  blood. 

Sal.  There  is  more  difference  between  thy  flefh  and  hers,  than 
between  jet  and  ivory ;  more  between  your  bloods,  than  there  is 
between  red  wine  and  rhenifh :  but  tell  us,  do  you  hear  whether 
Anthomo  have  had  any  lofs  at  fea  or  no  ? 

Shy.  There  I  have  another  bad  match ;  a  bankrupt,  a  prodi- 
gal, who  dares  fcarce  {hew  his  head  on  the  Ryaho,  a  beggar  that 
us'd  to  come  fb  fmug  upon  the  mart!  let  him  look  to  his  bond; 
he  was  wont  to  call  me  ufurer  ,•  let  him  look  to  his  bond ;  he  was 
wont  to  lend  mony  for  a  chriftian  courtefie;  let  him  look  to  his 
bond. 

Sal.  Why  I  am  fare  if  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt  not  take  his  flefh : 
what's  that  good  for  ? 

Shy.  To  bait  fifh  withal.  If  it  will  feed  nothing  elfe,  it  will 
feed  my  revenge  -y  he  hath  difgrac'd  me,  and  hinder'd  me  half  a 
million,  laught  at  my  loffes,  mockt  at  my  gains,  fcorn'd  my  na- 
tion, thwarted  my  bargains,  cool'd  my  friends,  heated  mine  ene- 
mies j  and  what's  his  reafbn?  I  am  a  Jew.  Hath  not  a  Jew  eyes? 
hath  not  a  Jew  hands,  organs,  dimenfions,  fenfes,  affections, 
paflions  ?  fed  with  the  fame  food,  hurt  with  the  fame  weapons, 
fubject  to  the  fame  difeafes,  heal'd  by  the  fame  means,  warm'd 
and  cool'd  by  the  fame  winter  and  fummer  as  a  chriftian  is  ?  if 
you  prick  us,  do  we  not  bleed?  if  you  tickle  us,  do  we  not  laugh? 
if  you  poifbn  us,  do  we  not  die  ?  and  if  you  wrong  us,  fhall  we 
not  revenge?  if  we  are  like  you  in  the  reft,  we  will*  refembleyou 
in  that.  If  a  Jew  wrong  a  chriftian,  what  is  his  humility  ?  Re- 
venge. If  a  chriftian  wrong  a  Jew,  what  mould  his  fufferance  be 
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by  chriftian  example  ?  why  Revenge.  The  villany  you  teach  me 
I  will  execute,  aad  it  (hall  go  hard  but  I  will  better  the  inftru&ion. 

Enter  a  fervam  from  Anthonio. 

Ser.  Gentlemen,  my  matter  Anthonto  is  at  his  houfe  and  de- 
fires  to  (peak  with  you  both. 

Sal.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  him. 

Enter  Tuball. 

Sola.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe  ,•  a  third  cannot  be  match'd, 
unlefs  the  devil  himfelf  turn  Jew,  [Exeunt  Sala.  and  Solar. 

Shy.  How  now,  Tuball,  what  news  from  Genoua?  haft  thou 
found  my  daughter  ? 

Tub.  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  but  cannot  find  her. 

Shy.  Why  there,  there,  there,  there !  a  diamond  gone  coft  me 
two  thoufand  ducats  in  Frankfort  /  the  curfe  never  fell  upon  our 
nation  'till  now,  I  never  felt  it  'till  now ;  two  thoufand  ducats  in 
that,  and  other  precious,  precious  jewels!  I  would  my  daughter 
were  dead  at  my  foot,  and  the  jewels  in  her  ear  j  O  would  me 
were  hers'd  at  my  foot,  and  the  ducats  in  her  coffin.  No  news  of 
them  j  why,  fo!  and  I  know  not  what's  fpent  in  the  fearch:  why 
then  lofs  upon  lofs  ,•  the  thief  gone  with  fo  much,  and  fb  much 
to  find  the  thief  j  and  no  fatisfaction,  no  revenge,  nor  no  ill  luck 
ftirring,  but  what  lights  o'my  moulders,  nofighsbut  o' my  breath- 
ing, no  tears  but  o'  my  (bedding. 

Tub.  Yes,  other  men  have  ill  luck  too;  Anthonio,  as  I  heard 
in  Genoua- — 

Shy.  What,  what,  ill  luck,  ill  luck? 

Tub.  Hath  an  Argofie  caft  away,  coming  from  Tripolh. 

Shy.  I  thank  God,  thank  God,-  is  it  true?  is  it  true? 

Tub.  I  fpoke  with  fbme  of  the  failors  that  efcap'd  the  wrack. 

Shy.  I  thank  thee  good  Tuball;  good  news,  good  news  j  ha, 
ha,  where?  in  Genoua? 

Tub. 

2. 
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Tub.  Your  daughter  fpent  in  Genoua,  as  I  heard,  one  night  four- 
fcore ducats. 

Shy.  Thou  ftick'ft  a  dagger  in  me  ,•  I  mail  never  fee  my  gold 
again :  fourfcore  ducats  at  a  fitting,  fourfcore  ducats ! 

Tub.  There  came  divers  of  Anthonitfs  creditors  in  my  company 
to  Venice,  that  fwear  he  cannot  chufe  but  break. 

Shy.  I  am  glad  of  it,  I'll  plague  him,  I'll  torture  him ;  I  am 
glad  of  it. 

Tub.  One  of  them  fhew'd  me  a  ring  that  he  had  of  your 
daughter  for  a  monky. 

Shy.  Out  upon  her,  thou  tortured  me,  Tuball,  it  was  my  Tur- 
quoife>  I  had  it  of  Leah  when  I  was  a  batchelor ;  I  would  not  have 
oiven  it  for  a  wildernefs  of  monkies. 

Tub.  But  Anthomo  is  certainly  undone. 

Shy.  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true  ->  go,  fee  me  an  officer, 
befpeak  him  a  fortnight  before.  I  will  have  the  heart  of  him,  if 
he  forfeit  j  for  were  he  out  of  Venice,  I  Can  make  what  merchan- 
dize I  will:  go:  go  Tuball,  and  meet  me  at  our  fynagogue,-  go, 
good  Tub  all-,  at  our  fynagogue,  Tuball.  [Exeunt. 


scene  ii. 

Belmont. 

Enter  Baffanio,  Portia,  Gratiano,  and  attendants.  The 

Caskets  are  fet  out. 

Por.Y  Pray  you  tarry,  paufe  a  day  or  two 

JL   Before  you  hazard ;  for  in  chufing  wrong 
I  lofe  your  company ;  forbear  a  while. 
There's  fomething  tells  me  (but  it  is  not  love) 
I  would  not  lofe  you    and  you  know  your  felf^ 
Hate  counfels  not  in  liich  a  quality. 
But  leit  you  mould  not  underftand  me  well, 

And 
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And  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tongue  but  thought, 
I  would  detain  you  here  fbme  month  or  two, 
Before  you  venture  for  me.    I  could  teach  you 
How  to  chufe  right,  but  I  am  then  forfworn ; 
So  will  I  never  be,  fo  may  you  mifs  me ; 
But  if  you  do,  you'll  make  me  wifh  a  fin, 
That  I  had  been  forfworn.    Befhrew  your  eyes, 
They  have  o'erlook'd  me,  and  divided  me; 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half 
Mine  own,  I  would  fay:  but  if  mine,  then  yours^ 
And  fo  all  yours.  Alas!  thefe  naughty  times 
Put  bars  between  the  owners  and  their  rights : 
And  Co  tho'  yours,  not  yours  ,•  prove  it  fo, 
Let  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it,  not  I. 
I  fpeak  too  long,  but  'tis  to  peece  the  time, 
To  eche  it,  and  to  draw  it  out  in  length, 
To  flay  you  from  election. 

Ba(f.  Let  me  chufe: 
For  as  I  am,  I  live  upon  the  rack. 

Por.  Upon  the  rack,  Bajfan'to  ?  then  confefs 
What  treafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  love  ? 

Bajf.  None  but  that  ugly  treafon  of  miftruft, 
Which  makes  me  fear  th' enjoying  of  my  love; 
There  may  as  well  be  amity  and  life 
'Tween  fnow  and  fire,  as  treafon  and  my  love. 

Por.  Ay  but  I  fear  you  fpeak  upon  the  rack, 
Where  men  enforced  do  fpeak  any  thing. 

Bajf.  Promife  me  life,  and  I'll  confefs  the  truth. 

Por.  Well  then,  confefs  and  live. 

Bajf.  Confefs  and  love 
Jfyd  been  the  very  fum  of  my  confeffion. 
'O  happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 
Doth  teach  me  anfwers  for  deliverance! 
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But  let  me  to  my  fortune  and  the  caskets. 

For.  Away  then.  I  am  lockt  in  one  of  them, 
If  you  do  love  me,  you  will  find  me  out. 
Neriffa  and  the  reft  ftand  all  aloof, 
Let  mufick  (bund  while  he  doth  make  his  choice ; 
Then  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  fwan-like  end, 
Fading  in  mufick.  That  the  comparifon 
May  ftand  more  juft,  my  eye  mail  be  the  ftream 
And  wat'ry  death-bed  for  him :  he  may  win, 
And  what  is  mufick  then  ?  then  mufick  is 
Even  as  the  flourifti,  when  true  lubje&s  bow 
To  a  new  crowned  monarch  :  fiich  it  is, 
As  are  thofe  dulcet  founds  in  break  of  day, 
That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bridegroom's  ear, 
And  fummon  him  to  marriage.    Now  he  goes 
With  no  lefs  pretence  but  with  much  more  love, 
Than  young  /llcides,  when  he  did  redeem 
The  virgin-tribute  paid  by  howling  Troy 
To  the  fea-monfter :  I  ftand  for  facrifice  $ 
The  reft  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  wives, 
With  bleared  vifages  come  forth  to  view 
The  ifTue  of  th'  exploit.   Go  Hercules, 
Live  thou,  I  live    with  much,  much  more  difmay 
I  view  the  fight,  than  thou  that  mak'ft  the  fray.  [Mufick  within. 

A  Song  whilfl  Baflanio  comments  on  the  caskets  to  himfelf 

Tell  me  where  is  fancy  bred, 

Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head? 

How  begot,  how  nourijhed? 

Reply,  reply. 

It  is  engendered  in  the  eye, 

With  gazing  fed,  and  fancy  dies 

In  the  cradle  where  it  lyes : 
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Let  us  all  ring  fancy's  knell. 
Ill  begin  it. 
Ding,  dongy  bell. 

AIL  Dingy  dongy  bell. 

Bajf.  So  may  the  outward  fhows  be  lead  themfelves: 
The  world  is  ftill  deceiv'd  with  Ornament. 
In  law  what  plea  fb  tainted  and  corrupt, 
But  being  feafon'd  with  a  gracious  voice, 
Obfcures  the  mow  of  evil  ?  in  religion 
What  damned  error,  but  fbme  (bber  brow 
Will  blefs  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  text, 
Hiding  the  grolsnefs  with  fair  ornament  ? 
There  is  no  vice  Co  fimple,  but  aflumes 
Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  parts. 
How  many  cowards,  whofe  hearts  are  all  as  falfe 
As  ftairs  of  fand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules  and  frowning  Mars ; " 
Who  inward  fearcht,  have  livers  white  as  milk  ? 
And  thefe  affume  but  valour's  excrement, 
To  render  them  redoubted.    Look  on  beauty, 
And  you  mall  fee  'tis  purchas'd  by  the  weight, 
Which  therein  works  a  miracle  in  nature, 
Making  them  lighted*  that  wear  moft  of  it: 
So  are  thofe  crilped  fnaky  golden  locks 
Which  make  (uch  wanton  gambols  with  the  wind 
Upon  fuppofed  fairnefs,  often  known 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  fecond  head, 
The  skull  that  bred  them,  in  the  fepulcher. 
Thus  Ornament  is  but  the  gilded  more 
To  a  moft  dang'rous  fea ;  the  beauteous  (carf 
•  Veiling  an  Indian  beauty  ,•  in  a  word, 
The  feeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 
Vol.  II.  G 
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T'  entrap  the  wifeft.    Then  thou  gaudy  gold, 
Hard  food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee  : 
Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  drudge 
'Tween  man  and  man :  but  thou,  thou  meager  lead, 
Which  rather  threatneft  than  doft  promife  ought,- 
Thy  palenefs  moves  me  more  than  eloquence, 
And  here  chufe  I,  joy  be  the  confluence. 

For.  How  all  the  other  paffions  fleet  to  air, 
As  doubtful  thoughts,  and  ram  embrae'd  defpair, 
And  fhudd'ring  fear,  and  green-ey'd  jealoufie. 

0  love  be  moderate,  allay  thy  ecftafie 

In  meafure  rain  thy  joy,  fcant  this  excefs, 

1  feel  too  much  thy  blefling  5  make  it  lefs 

For  fear  I  furfeit.  [Opening  the  leaden  cask 

Bajf  What  find  I  here? 
Fair  Portia's  counterfeit  ?  what  Demy-god 
Hath  come  fo  near  creation  ?  move  thefe  eyes  ? 
Or  whether  riding  on  the  balls  of  mine 
Seem  they  in  motion?  here  are  fever'd  lips 
Parted  with  fugar'd  breath    fo  fweet  a  bar 
Should  funder  fuch  fweet  friends :  here  in  her  hairs 
The  painter  plays  the  fpider,  and  hath  woven 
A  golden  mefli  t'  intrap  the  hearts  of  men 
Fafter  than  gnats  in  cobwebs :  but  her  eyes, 
How  could  he  fee  to  do  them  ?  having  made  one, 
Methinks  it  mould  have  pow'r  to  fteal  both  his, 
And  leave  it  felf  cunfinifh'd:  yet  how  far 
The  fubftance  of  my  praife  doth  wrong  this  fhadow 
In  underprifing  it,  fo  far  this  fhadow 
Doth  limp  behind  the  fubftance.   Here's  the  fcrowl, 
The  continent  and  fummary  of  my  fortune. 

Ton  that  chufe  not  by  the  view. 
Chance  as  fair,  and  chufe  as  true : 

Since 

<  unfurnijb  V/. 
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Since  this  fortune  falls  to  you, 
Be  content,  and  feek  no  new. 
If  you  be  well  pleased  with  this 
And  hold  your  fortune  for  your  blifsy 
Turn  you  where  your  lady  isf 
And  claim  her  with  a  loving  kifs. 

A  gentle  fcrowl ;  fair  lady,  by  your  leave,  [Kijfing  her. 

I  come  by  note  to  give,  and  to  receive. 

Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  prize, 

That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  people's  eyes; 

Hearing  applaufe  and  univerfal  (bout, 

Giddy  in  fpirit,  gazing  ftill  in  doubt, 

Whether  thofe  peals  of  praife  be  his  or  no ; 

So  (thrice  fair  lady)  (land  I,  even  (b, 

As  doubtful  whether  what  I  fee  be  true, 

Until  confirm'd,  fign'd,  ratify'd  by  you. 

Por.  You  fee,  my  lord  BaJJanio,  where  I  ftand, 
Such  as  I  am j  thoJ  for  my  felf  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  wifh, 
To  wi(h  my  felf  much  better  •>  yet  for  you, 
I  would  be  trebled  twenty  times  my  felf, 
A  thoufand  times  more  fair,  ten  thoufand  times 
More  rich,  that  to  ftand  high  in  your  account 
I  might  in  virtues,  beauties,  livings,  friends, 
Exceed  account :  but  the  full  fum  of  me 
Is  (urn  of  nothing,  which  to  term  in  grofs, 
Is  an  unleflon'd  girl,  unfchool'd,  unpractis'd: 
Happy  in  this,  ine  is  not  yet  Co  old 
But  (he  may  learn  j  more  happy  then  in  this, 
She  is  not  bred  Co  dull  but  (he  can  learn  j 
Happieft  of  all  is,  that  her  gentle  fpirit 
Commits  it  felf  to  yours  to  be  directed, 

G  z  As 
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As  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  King  : 
My  felf,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours 
Is  now  converted.   I  but  now  was  Lady 
Of  this  fair  manfion,  miftrefs  of  my  fervants, 
Queen  o'er  my  (elf,-  and  even  now,  but  now 
This  houfe,  thefe  fervants,  and  this  fame  my  felf 
Are  yours  my  lord :  I  give  them  with  this  ring, 
Which  when  you  part  from,  lofe  or  give  away, 
Let  it  prefage  the  ruin  of  your  love, 
And  be  my  vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Ba(f.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  words, 
Only  my  blood  fpeaks  to  you  in  my  veins; 
And  there  is  fiich  confufion  in  my  pow'rs, 
As  after  fome  oration  fairly  (poke 
By  a  beloved  Prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  pleafed  multitude, 
Where  every  fomething  being  blent  together, 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  fave  of  joy 
Expreft,  and  not  expreit.    But  when  this  ring 
Parts  from  this  finger,  then  parts  life  from  hence ; 

0  then  be  bold  to  fay,  Baffanid's  dead. 

Ner.  My  lord  and  lady,  it  is  now  our  time, 
That  have  flood  by,  and  feen  our  wifhes  profper, 
To  cry  good  joy,  good  joy,  my  lord  and  lady. 

Gra,  My  lord  Baffanio,  and  my  gentle  lady, 

1  wifh  you  all  the  joy  that  you  can  wifh; 
For  I  am  fure  you  can  wifh  none  from  me: 
And  when  your  honours  mean  to  folemnize 
The  bargain  of  your  faith,  I  do  befeech  you 
Ev'n  at  that  time  I  may  be  married  too. 

Bajf.  With  all  my  heart,  fo  thou  canft  get  a  wife. 
Gra.  I  thank  your  lordfhip,  you  have  got  me  one. 
My  eyes,  my  lord,  can  look  as  fwift  as  yours : 
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You  faw  the  miftrefs,  I  beheld  the  maid  ; 

You  lov'd }  I  lov'd  for  intermiffion. 

No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  lord,  than  you. 

Your  fortune  ftood  upon  the  casket  there, 

And  Co  did  mine  too  as  the  matter  falls: 

For  wooing  here  until  I  fweat  again, 

And  (wearing  'till  my  very  roof  was  dry, 

With  oaths  of  love  at  laft,  if  promife  laft, 

I  got  a  promife  of  this  fair  one  here, 

To  have  her  love  provided  that  your  fortune 

Atchiev'd  her  miftrefs. 

Por.  Is  this  true,  Nerijfa  ? 

Ner.  Madam,  it  is,  fo  you  ftand  pleas'd  withal. 

Ba(f.  And  do  you,  Gratiano,  mean  good  faith  ? 

Gra.  Yes,  faith,  my  lord. 

Bajf.  Our  feaft  mail  be  much  honour'd  in  your  marriage. 
Gra,  We'll  play  with  them,  the  firft  boy  for  a  thoufand  ducats* 
Ner.  What,  and  ftake  down? 

Gra.  No,  we  mall  ne'er  win  at  that  Iport,  and  ftake  down. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  Lorenzo  and  his  infidel  ? 
What,  and  my  old  Venetian  friend,  Salanio  ? 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Jeflica,  and  Salanio,' 

Ba(f.  Lorenzo  and  Salanio,  welcome  hithe^ 

If  that  the  youth  of  my  new  intereft  here 

Have  pow'r  to  bid  you  welcome.   By  your  leave. 

I  bid  my  very  friends  and  country-men, 

(Sweet  Portia)  welcome. 

Por.  So  do  I,  my  lord ;  they  are  intirely  welcome. 
Lor.  I  thank  your  honour :  for  my  part,  my  lord> 

My  purpofe  was  not  to  have,  feen  you  here,. 

But 
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But  meeting  with  Salanio  by  the  way, 
He  did  intreat  me  paft  all  faying  nay 
To  come  with  him  along. 

Sal.  I  did  my  lord, 
And  I  have  reafon  for't ;  Signior  Anthoni* 
Commends  him  to  you. 

Bajf.  Ere  I  ope  his  letter, 
I  pray  you  tell  me  how  my  good  friend  doth. 

Sal,  Not  fick,  my  lord,  unlefs  it  be  in  mind: 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  mind :  his  letter  there 
Will  mew  you  his  eftate. 

Baflanio  opens  the  letter. 

Gra.  Neriffa,  cheer  yond  ftranger.    Bid  her  welcome. 
Your  hand,  Salanto-;  what's  the  news  from  Venice? 
How  doth  that  royal  merchant,  good  Anthonto  ? 
I  know  he  will  be  glad  of  our  fuccefs : 
We  are  the  Jafonsy  we  have  won  the  fleece. 

Sal.  Would  you  had  won  the  fleece  that  he  bath  loft. 

For.  There  are  fome  fhrewd  contents  in  yond  fame  paper? 
That  fteal  the  colour  from  Bajfanio's  cheek: 
Some  dear  friend  dead,  elfe  nothing  in  the  world 
Could  turn  fo  much  the  confticution 
Of  any  conftant  man.  What,  worfe  and  worfe ! 
With  leave,  Bajfanio,  I  am  half  your  felf, 
And  I  muft  have  the  half  of  any  thing 
That  this  fame  paper  brings  you. 

Ba[f.  O  fweet  Portia  / 
Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleafant'ft  words 
That  ever  blotted  paper.   Gentle  lady, 
When  I  did  firft  impart  my  love  to  you, 
I  freely  told  you,  all  the  wealth  I  had 
Ran  in  my  veins,  I  was  a  gentleman^ 

And 
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And  then  I  told  you  true    and  yet  dear  lady, 

Rating  my  felf  at  nothing  you  mail  fee 

How  much  I  was  a  braggart :  when  I  told  you 

My  ftate  was  nothing,  I  mould  then  have  told  you, 

That  I  was  worfe  than  nothing.   For  indeed 

I  have  engag'd  my  felf  to  a  dear  friend  ; 

Engag'd  my  friend  to  his  meer  enemy, 

To  feed  my  means.    Here  is  a  letter,  lady, 

The  paper  is  the  body  of  my  friend, 

And  every  word  in  it  a  gaping  wound, 

Killing  life-blood.   But  is  it  true,  Salanio  ? 

Have  all  his  ventures  faiPd  ?  what,  not  one  hit 

From  Tripolis,  from  Mexico,  from  England, 

From  Lisbon,  Barbary,  and  India? 

And  not  one  veflel  'fcap'd  the  dreadful  touch 

Of  merchant-marring  rocks  ? 

Sal.  Not  one,  my  lord. 
Befides  it  mould  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  prefent  mony  to  difcharge  the  Jew, 
He  would  not  take  it.   Never  did  I  know 
A  creature  that  did  bear  the  fhape  of  man, 
So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  man. 
He  plies  the  Duke  at  morning  and  at  night. 
And  doth  impeach  the  freedom  of  the  ftate, 
If  they  deny  him  juftice.    Twenty  merchants, 
The  Duke  himfelf,  and  the  Magnificoes 
Of  greater!  port  have  all  perfuaded  with  him, 
But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  plea 
Of  forfeiture,  of  juftice,  and  his  bond. 

Jef.  When  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  him  fwear, 
To  Tuball  and  to  Chus  his  country-men, 
That  he  would  rather  have  Anthonio's  flefli, 
Than  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  fum 
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That  he  did  owe  him  j  and  I  know,  my  lord, 
If  law,  authority,  and  pow*r  deny  not, 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Anthonio. 

Por.  Is  it  your  dear  friend  that  is  thus  in  trouble? 

Bajf.  The  deareft  friend  to  me,  the  kindeft  man, 
The  beft  condition'd  and  unweary'd  fpirit 
In  doing  courtefies  $  and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  Roman  honour  more  appears 
Than  any  that  draws  breath  in  Italy  ? 

Por.  What  fum  owes  he  the  Jew  ? 

Bajf.  For  me  three  thoufand  ducats. 

Por.  What,  no  more? 
Pay  him  fix  thoufand,  and  deface  the  bond; 
Double  fix  thoufand,  and  then  treble  that, 
Before  a  friend  of  this  defcription 
Shall  lofe  a  hair  through  my  Bajfanio's  fault. 
Firft  go  with  me  to  church,  and  call  me  wife, 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  friend: 
For  never  (ball  you  lie  by  Portia's  fide 
With  an  unquiet  foul.    You  mall  have  gold 
To  pay  the  petty  debt  twenty  times  over. 
When  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  friend  along. 
My  maid  Nerijfa  and  my  (elf  mean  time 
Will  live  as  maids  and  widows :  come  away, 
For  you  {hall  hence  upon  your  wedding-day.  * 
But  let  me  hear  the  letter  of  your  friend. 

Bajf.  reads.  Q  Weet  Baffanio,  my  Jhips  have  all  mifcarry'd,  my 
O  creditors  grow  cruel,  my  ejlate  is  very  low,  my 
bond  to  the  Jew  is  forfeit  $  and  fmce  in  paying  it  it  is  impojflble  I 
Jhould  live,  all  debts  are  cleared  between  you  and  me,  if  I  might 

but 

♦——your  wedding-day. 

Bid  your  friends  welcome,  lhew  a  merry  cheer  j 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  will  love  you  dear. 
But  let  me  hear,  &c. 
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.but  fee  you  at  my  death;  notwhhftandmg  tife  your  pleafure:  if 
your  love  do  not  perfuade  you  to  come,  let  not  my  letter : 

Por.  O  love!  difpatch  all  bufmefs,  and  be  gone. 
Bajf.  Since  I  have  your  good  leave  to  go  away, 
I  will  make  hafte :  but  'till  I  come  a2ain% 
No  b>ed  fhall  e'er  be  guilty  of  my  flay, 

Nor  reft  be  interpofer  'twixt  us  twaine.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

Venice. 

Enter  Shylock,  Solarino,  Anthonio,  and  the  Goaler. 

Shy.  /^t  O  A  L  E  R,  look  to  him :  tell  not  me  of  mercy. 

vJ  This  is  the  fool  that  lent  out  mony  gratis. 
Goaler,  look  to  him. 

Ant.  Hear  me  yet,  good  Shylock. 

Shy.  I'll  have  my  bond,-  fpeak  not  againft  my  bond: 
I've  {worn  an  oath  that  I  will  have  my  bond. 
Thou  call'dft  me  dog  before  thou  hadft  a  caufe,- 
But  fince  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  fangs : 
The  Duke  mail  grant  me  juftice.    I  do  wonder, 
Thou  naughty  goaler,  that  thou  art  fb  fond 
To  come  abroad  with  him  at  his  requeft. 

Ant.  I  pray  thee  hear  me  fpeak. 

Shy.  I'll  have  my  bond:  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak; 
I'll  have  my  bond,-  and  therefore  fpeak  no  morej 
I'll  not  be  made  a  foft  and  dull-ey'd  fool, 
To  fhake  the  head,  relent,  and  figh  and  yield 
To  chriflian  interceffors.    Follow  not ; 

I'll  have  no  fpeaking  $  I  will  have  my  bond.  [Exit  Shylock. 

Sola.  It  is  the  moft  impenetrable  cur 
Vol.  II.  H  That 
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That  ever  kept  with  men. 

Ant.  Let  him  alone, 
I'll  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefs  pray'rs: 
He  feeks  my  life  ,•  his  reafbn  well  I  know  ,* 
I  oft  deliver'd  from  his  forfeitures 
Many  that  have  at  times  made  moan  to  me ; 
Therefore  he  hates  me. 

Sola.  I  am  fure  the  Duke 
Will  never  grant  this  forfeiture  to  hold. 

Ant.  The  Duke  cannot  deny  the  courfe  of  law  -y 
For  the  commodity  that  ftrangers  have 
With  us  in  Venice ,  if  it  be  deny'd, 
Will  much  impeach  the  juftice  of  the  ftate, 
Since  that  the  trade  and  profit  of  the  city 
Confifteth  of  all  nations.    Therefore  go-, 
Thefe  griefs  and  lofTes  have  fo  bated  me, 
That  I  mall  hardly  (pare  a  pound  of  flefh 
To-morrow  to  my  bloody  creditor. 
Well,  goaler,  on;  pray  God  Baffanio  come 
To  fee  me  pay  his  debt,  and  then  I  care  not !  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  V. 

Belmont. 

Enter  Portia,  Nerifla,  Lorenzo,  Jeflica,  and  a  fervant  of  Portia'j. 
Lor^K  TADAM,  although  I  (peak  it  in  your  prefence, 

LVX   You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  conceit 
Of  God-like  amity,  which  appears  ftrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  abfence  of  your  lord. 
But  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  fhew  this  honour, 
How  true  a  gentleman  you  fend  relief  to, 
How  dear  a  lover  of  my  lord  your  husband, 
I  know  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  work, 

Than 
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Than  cuftomary  bounty  can  enforce  you. 

Por.  I  never  did  repent  of  doing  good, 
And  mall  not  now  t  for  in  companions 
That  do  converfe  and  wafte  the  time  together, 
Whole  fbuls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love, 
There  muft  be  needs  a  like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  Ipirit,- 
Which  makes  me  think  that  this  Anthontoy 
Being  the  bofom-lover  of  my  lord, 
Muft  needs  be  like  my  lord.    If  it  be  fb, 
How  little  is  the  coft  I  have  bellowed 
In  purchafing  the  femblance  of  my  foul 
From  out  the  ftate  of  hellim  cruelty  ? 
This  comes  too  near  the  praifing  of  my  felf,- 
Therefore  no  more  of  it :  here  other  things, 
Lorenzo,  I  commit  into  your  hands, 
The  husbandry  and  manage  of  my  houfe, 
Until  my  lord's  return.    For  mine  own  part, 
I  have  tow'rd  heaven  breath'd  a  fecret  vow, 
To  live  in  prayer  and  contemplation, 
Only  attended  by  Nerijfa  here, 
Until  her  husband  and  my  lord's  return. 
There  is  a  monaftery  two  miles  off, 
And  there  we  will  abide.    I  do  defire  you 
Not  to  deny  this  imposition, 
The  which  my  love  and  fome  neceility 
Now  lays  upon  you. 

Lor.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart, 
I  mall  obey  you  in  all  fair  commands. 

Por.  My  people  do  already  know  my  mind, 
And  will  acknowledge  you  and  Jejfica 
In  place  of  lord  Baffamo  and  my  felf. 
So  fare  you  well  'till  we  (hall  meet  again. 

H  i 
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Lor.  Fair  thoughts  and  happy  hours  attend  on  you. 

Jef.  I  wi(h  your  ladyfhip  all  heart's  content. 

Por.  I  thank  you  for  your  wifh,  and  am  well  pleas'd 
To  wifti  it  back  on  you :  fare  you  well,  JeJJica.  [Exe.  Jef.  Lor. 
Now,  Balthazar, 

As  I  have  ever  found  thee  honeft,  true, 

So  let  me  find  thee  ftill :  take  this  fame  letter, 

And  ufe  thou  all  th'  endeavour  of  a  man, 

In  fpeed  to  Mantua  ->  fee  thou  render  this 

Into  my  coufin's  hand,  doctor  Bellario, 

And  look  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  give  thee, 

Bring  them,  I  pray  thee,  with  imagin'd  fpeed 

Unto  the  Traject,  to  the  common  ferry 

Which  trades  to  Vemce:  wafte  no  time  in  words, 

But  get  thee  gone  ,•  I  mall  be  there  before  thee. 

Bal.  Madam,  I  go  with  all  convenient  fpeed.  [Exit. 

Por.  Come  on,  Ner'ijfay  I  have  work  in  hand 
That  you  yet  know  not  of:  we'll  fee  our  husbands 
Before  they  think  of  us. 

Ner.  Shall  they  fee  us  ? 

Por.  They  mail,  Ner  'tffa ;  but  in  fuch  a  habit, 
That  they  mail  think  we  are  accomplifhed 
With  what  we  lack.   I'll  hold  thee  any  wager, 
When  we  are  both  apparell'd  like  young  men, 
I'll  prove  the  prettier  fellow  of  the  two, 
And  wear  my  dagger  with  the  braver  grace; 
'  And  (peak  between  the  change  of  man  and  boy, 
'  With  a  reed  voice;  and  turn  two  mincing  fteps 
'  Into  a  manly  ftride,  and  fpeak  of  frays 
'  Like  a  fine  bragging  youth,-  and  tell  quaint  lies, 

*  How  honourable  ladies  fbught  my  love, 

1  Which  I  denying,  they  fell  fick  and  dy'd, 

*  I  could  not  do  with  all :  then  Til  repent, 

<  And 
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f  And  wifh  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  kill'd  them. 
c  And  twenty  of  thefe  puny  lies  I'll  tell  • 
'  That  men  mall  fwear  I've  difcontinued  fchool 
c  ABove  a  twelve-month.    I  have  in  my  mind 
A  thoufand  raw  tricks  of  thefe  bragging  jacks. 
Which  I  Will  pra&ife. 

Ner.  Shall  we  turn  to  men  ? 

Por.  Fie,  what  a  queftion's  that, 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  interpreter  ? 
But  come,  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  whole  device 
When  I  am  in  my  coach,  which  ftays  for  us 
At  the  park  gate,-  and  therefore  bafte  away, 
For  we  muft  meafure  twenty  miles  to-day.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Launcelot  and  Jeflica. 

Laun.  Yes,  truly :  for  look  you,  the  fins  of  the  father  are  to 
be  laid  upon  the  children ;  therefore  I  promife  yon,  I  fear  you. 
I  was  always  plain  with  you  ;  and  fo  now  I  fpeak  my  agitation  of 
the  matter  :  therefore  be  of  good  cheer ;  for  truly  I  think  you  are 
damn'd:  there  is  but  one  hope  in  it  that  can  do  you  any  good, 
and  that  is  but  a  kind  of  baftard-hope  neither. 

Jef.  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pray  thee? 

Laun.  Marry  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  father  got  you 
not,  that  you  are  not  the  Jew's  daughter.  , 

Jef.  That  were  a  kind  of  baftard-hope  indeed ;  fo  the  Cms  of 
my  mother  mould  be  vifited  upon  me. 

Laun.  Truly  then  I  fear  you  are  damn'd  both  by  father  and 
mother ;  thus  when  you  fhun  Scylla,  your  father,  you  fall  into 
Charibdis,  your  mother:  well,  you  are  gone  both  ways. 

Jef.  I  mall  be  faved  by  my  husband;  he  hath  made  me  a 
chriftian. 

Laun.  Truly  the  more  to  blame  he;  we  were  chriflians  enough 

before, 
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before,  e'en  as  many  as  could  well  live  one  by  another:  this 
making  of  chriftians  will  raife  the  price  of  hogs ;  if  we  grow  all 
to  be  pork-eaters,  we  mall  not  fhortly  have  a  rafher  on  the  coals 
for  mony. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Jef.  I'll  tell  my  husband,  Launcelot,  what  you  fay :  here  he  comes. 

Lor.  I  fhall  grow  jealous  of  you  fhortly,  Launcelot,  if  you  thus 
get  my  wife  into  corners. 

Jef.  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us,  Lorenzo ;  Launcelot  and  I  are 
out  i  he  tells  me  flatly,  there  is  no  mercy  for  me  in  heav'n,  becaufe 
I  am  a  Jew's  daughter :  and  he  fays,  you  are  no  good  member  of 
the  common-wealth ;  for  in  converting  Jews  to  chriftians,  you 
raife  the  price  of  pork. 

Lor.  I  (hall  anfwer  that  better  to  the  common-wealth  than  you 
can  the  getting  up  of  the  negro's  belly :  the  Moor  is  with  child  by 
you,  Launcelot. 

Laun.  It  is  much  that  the  Moor  mould  be  more  than  reafbn  : 
but  if  fhe  be  lefs  than  an  honeft  woman,  fhe  is  indeed  more  than 
I  took  her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  fool  can  play  upon  the  word!  I  think  the  beft 
grace  of  wit  will  fhortly  turn  into  filence,  and  difcourfe  grow 
commendable  in  none  but  parrats.  Go  in,  firrah,  bid  them  prepare 

for  dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done,  Sir  $  they  have  all  ftomachs. 

Lor.  Good  lord,  what  a  wit-fnapper  are  you !  then  bid  them 
prepare  dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done  too,  Sir;  only  cover  is  the  word. 

Lor.  Will  you  cover  then,  Sir  ? 

Laun.  Not  fb,  Sir,  neither  j  I  know  my  duty. 

Lor.  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occafion!  wilt  thou  fhew  the 
whole  wealth  of  thy  wit  in  an  inftant?  I  pray  thee  underftand  a 
plain  man  in  his  plain  meaning:  go  to  thy  fellows,  bid  them  co- 
ver the  table,  ferve  in  the  meat,  and  we  will  come  in  to  dinner. 

Laun. 


.  b   7he  Merchant  ^/Venice,  63 

Ltfatf.  For  the  table,  Sir,  it  fhall  be  ferv'd  hi  for  the  meat, 
Sir,  it  mall  be  covered  for  your  coming  in  to  dinner,  Sir,  why 
let  it  be  as  humours  and  conceits  (hall  govern.  [Exit  Laun. 

Lor.  O  dear  difcretion,  how  his  words  are  fluted.' 
c  The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
f  An  army  of  good  words  ,•  and  I  do  know 
<  A  many  fools  that  ftand  in  better  place, 
*  Garnifh'd  like  him,  that  for  a  trickfie  word 
c  Defie  the  matter  :  how  far'ft  thou,  Jeffica  ? 
And  now,  good  fweet,  fay  thy  opinion, 
How  doft  thou  like  the  lord  Baffanio's  wife  ?  . 

Jef.  Paft  all  expreffing :  it  is  very  meet 
The  lord  Baffanio  live  an  upright  life. 
For  having  fuch  a  Bleffing  in  his  lady, 
He  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth : 
And  if  on  earth  he  do  not a  merit  it, 
b  In  reafon  he  mould  never  come  to  heav'n. 
Why,  if  two  Gods  mould  play  fome  heav'nly  match, 
And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women, 
And  Portia  one,  there  muft  be  fbmething  elfe 
Pawn'd  with  the  other  -}  for  the  poor  rude  world 
Hath  not  her  fellow. 

Lor.  Even  fuch  a  husband 
Haft  thou  of  me,  as  me  is  for  a  wife. 

Jef  Nay,  but  ask  my  opinion  too  of  that. 

Lor.  I  will  anon :  firft  let  us  go  to  dinner. 

Jef.  Nay,  let  me  praife  you  while  I  have  a  ftomach. 

Lor.  No,  pray  thee,  let  it  ferve  for  table-talk ; 
Then  howfoe'er  thou  fpeak'ft,  'mong  other  things, 
I  mail  digeft  it. 

Jef.  Well,  I'll  fct  you  forth.  [Exeunt. 

*  mean  it,  it  t>  Is  reafon 
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ACT    IV.    SCENE  I. 

V  E  N  I  C  E. 
Enter  the  Duke,  the  Senators,  Anthonio,  BafTanio,  and  Gratiano, 

Duke. 
HAT,  is  Anthonio  here ? 

Ant,  Ready,  Co  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Duke,   I'm  forry  for  thee,  thou  art  come  to 
anfwer 

A  ftony  adverfary,  an  inhuman  wretch 
Uncapable  of  pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

Ant.  I  have  heard 
Your  Grace  hath  ta'en  great  pains  to  qualifie 
His  rig'rous  courfe  -t  but  fince  he  ftands  obdurate, 
And  that  no  lawful  means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  his  envy's  reach,  I  do  oppofe 
My  patience  to  his  fury,  and  am  arm'd 
To  fuffer  with  a  quietneis  of  fpirit 
The  very  tyranny  and  rage  of  his. 

Duke.  Go  one,  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  court. 
Sal.  He's  ready  at  the  door:  he  comes,  my  lord. 

Enter  Shylock. 

Duke.  Make  room,  and  let  him  (land  before  our  facr. 
Shylock,  the  world  thinks,  and  I  think  fo  too, 
That  thou  but  lead'ft  this  fafhion  of  thy  malice 
To  the  lad  hour  of  ad,  and  then  'tis  thought 
Thou'lt  mew  thy  mercy  and  remorfe  more  ftrange 

3  Than 
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Than  is  thy  ftrange  apparent  cruelty. 

And  where  thou  now  exact'ft  the  penalty, 

Which  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  merchant's  flefh, 

Thou  wilt  not  only  lofe  the  forfeiture, 

But  touch'd  with  human  gentlenefs  and  love, 

Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal ; 

Glancing  an  eye  of  pity  on  his  lofTes 

That  have  of  late  Co  hudled  on  his  back; 

Enough  to  prefs  a  royal  merchant  down, 

And  pluck  commiferation  of  his  ftate 

From  brafTy  bofoms,  and  rough  hearts  of  flint, 

From  ftubborn  Turks  and  Tartars,  never  train'd 

To  offices  of  tender  courtefie. 

We  all  expect  a  gentle  anfwer,  Jew. 

Shy.  I  have  pofTefs'd  your  Grace  of  what  I  purpofe, 
And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  (worn 
To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 
If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  light 
Upon  your  charter,  and  your  city's  freedom. 
You'll  ask  me  why  I  rather  chufe  to  have 
A  weight  of  carrion  flefh,  than  to  receive 
Three  thoufand  ducats?  I'll  not  anfwer  that. 
But  fay  it  is  my  humour,  is  it  anfwered  ? 
What  if  my  houfe  be  troubled  with  a  rat, 
And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thoufand  ducats 
To  have  it  bane'd  ?  what,  are  you  anfwer'd  yet  ? 
Some  men  there  are,  love  not  a  gaping  pig, 
Some  that  are  mad  if  they  behold  a  cat, 
And  others,  when  the  bag-pipe  fings  i'  th5  nofe, 
Cannot  contain  their  urine  for  affection. 
Mafterlefs  paflion  fways  it  to  the  mood 
Of  what  it  likes  or  loaths.   Now  for  your  anfwer: 
As  there  is  no  firm  reafon  to  be  render'd 
Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gaping  pig, 
Vol.  II.  I 


66         7  he  Merchant  of  V  e  n  i  c  e. 

Why  he  a  harmlefs  neceffary  cat, 

Why  he  a  woollen  bag- pipe,  but  of  force 

Muft  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  fhame, 

As  to  offend,  himfclf  being  offended? 

So  can  I  give  no  reafon,  nor  I  will  not, 

More  than  a  lodg'd  hate  and  a  certain  loathing 

I  bear  Anthon'io,  that  I  follow  thus 

A  lofing  fuit  againft  him.    Are  you  anfwered  ? 

Ba[f.  This  is  no  anfwer,  thou  unfeeling  man, 
T5  excufe  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

Shy.  I  am  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  anfwer. 

Ba(f.  Do  all  men  kill  the  thing  they  do  not  love? 

Shy.  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill  ? 

Ba(f.  Ev'ry  offence  is  not  a  hate  at  firft. 

Shy.  What,  would'ft  thou  have  a  ferpent  fling  thee  twice? 

Ant.  I  pray  you  think  you  queftion  with  a  Jew. 
You  may  as  well  go  ftand  upon  the  beach, 
And  bid  the  main  flood  bate  his  ufual  height. 
a  You  may  as  well  ufe  queftion  with  the  wolf, 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  lamb  ? 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  no  noife 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gufts  of  heav'n. 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  mod  hard, 
As  feek  to  foften  that  (than  which  what's  harder?) 
His  Jewifh  heart.    Therefore  I  do  befeech  you, 
Make  no  more  offers,  ufe  no  farther  means, 
But  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency 
Let  me  have  judgment,  and  the  Jew  his  will. 

Ba[f.  For  thy  three  thoufand  ducats  here  is  fix. 

Shy.  If  ev'ry  ducat  in  fix  thoufand  ducats 
AVcre  in  fix  parts,  and  ev'ry  part  a  ducat, 

.1 
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I  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  my  bond. 

Duke,  Kow  fhalt  thou  hope  for  mercy,  rend'ring  none? 

Shy.  What  judgment  mail  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong  ? 
You  have  among  you  many  a  purchas'd  flave, 
Which,  like  your  afles  and  your  dogs  and  mules, 
You  u(e  in  abject  and  in  flavilli  parr, 
Becaufe  you  bought  them.    Shall  I  fay  to  you, 
Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heirs? 
Why  fweat  they  under  burdens  ?  let  their  beds 
Be  made  as  foft  as  yours,  and  let  their  pallats 
Be  feafon'd  with  fuch  viands :  you  will  anfwer, 
The  flaves  are  ours.   So  do  I  anfwer  you. 
The  pound  of  flefh  which  I  demand  of  him 
Is  dearly  bought,  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  it. 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  law, 
There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Veyiice: 
I  ftand  for  judgment;  anfwer ;  {hall  I  have  it? 

Duke.  Upon  my  pow'r  I  may  difmifs  this  court, 
Unlefs  Bellario,  a  learned  doctor, 
Whom  I  have  fent  for  to  determine  this, 
Come  here  to-day. 

Sal.  My  lord,  here  (lays  without 
A  meflenger  with  letters  from  the  doctor, 
New  come  from  Padua. 

Duke.  Bring  us  the  letters,  call  the  mefifengers. 

Bajf.  Good  cheer,  Anthomo ;  what  man,  courage  yet: 
The  Jew  fhall  have  my  fkfh,  blood,  bones,  and  all, 
Ere  thou  (halt  lofc  for  me  one  drop  of  blood. 

Ant.  I  am  a  tainted  a  rather  of  the  flock, 
Meeteft  for  death  :  the  weakelt  kind  of  fruit 
Drops  earliefl:  to  the  ground,  and  Co  let  me. 
You  cannot  better  be  empU  y'd,  Bojfcww, 
Than  to  live  (till,  and  wrju  mine  epitaph. 

1  1  Enier 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  NerifTa  drefid  like  a  Lawyer's  Clerh 

Duke.  Came  you  from  Padua ,  from  Bellario? 

Ner.  From  both :  my  lord  Bellario  greets  your  Grace. 

Ba(f.  Why  doft  thou  whet  thy  knife  fo  earneftly  ? 

Shy,  To  cut  the  forfeit  from  that  bankrupt  there. 

Gra.  Not  on  thy  foul!  but  on  thy  foul,  harm  Jewy 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  knife  keen    for  no  metal  can, 
No  not  the  hangman's  ax,  bear  half  the  keenneis 
Of  thy  {harp  envy.  Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee? 

Shy,  No,  none  that  thou  haft  wit  enough  to  make. 

Gra.  O  be  thou  damn'd,  inexorable  dog, 
And  for  thy  life  let  juftice  be  accus'd. 
Thou  almoft  mak'ft  me  waver  in  my  faith, 1 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras, 
That  fouls  of  animals  infufe  themfelves 
Into  the  trunks  of  men.    Thy  currifh  fpirit 
Govern'd  a  wolf,  who  hang'd  for  human  (laughter, 
Ev'n  from  the  gallows  did  his  fell  foul  fleet, 
And  whiPft  thou  lay'ft  in  thy  unhallow'd  dam, 
Infus'd  it  felf  in  thee:  for  thy  defires 
Are  wolfim,  bloody,  ftarv'd,  and  ravenous. 

Shy.  'Till  thou  canft  rail  the  feal  from  off  my  bond, 
Thou  but  offend'ft  thy  lungs  to  {peak  fo  loud. 
Repair  thy  wit,  good  youth,  or  it  will  fall 
To  carelefs  ruin.    I  ftand  here  for  law. 

Duke.  This  letter  from  Bellario  doth  commend 
A  young  and  learned  do&or  in  our  court. 
Where  is  he  ? 

Ner.  He  attendeth  here  hard  by 
To  know  your  anfwer,  whether  you'll  admit  him  ? 
Duke.  With  all  my  heart.    Some  three  or  four  of  you 
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Go,  give  him  courteous  conduct  to  this  place  : 
Mean  time  the  court  (hall  hear  Bellario's  letter. 

YO  UR  Grace  fhall  underftand,  that  at  the  receipt  of  your 
letter,  I  am  very  fick :  but  at  the  inflant  that  your  mejjen- 
ger  came j  in  loving  vifitation  was  with  me  a  young  doBor  o/Romt1, 
his  name  is  Balthafar :  /  acquainted  him  with  the  caufe  in  contro- 
fie  between  the  Jew  and  Anthonio  the  merchant.  We  turned  o'er 
many  booh  together :  he  is  furnifhed  with  my  opinion,  which  bet- 
tered with  his  own  learning,  (the  greatnefs  whereof  I  cannot  enough 
commend,}  comes  with  him  at  my  importunity,  to  fill  up  your  Grace's 
re  que  ft  in  my  fie  ad.  I  beftech  you,  let  his  lack  of  years  be  no  im- 
pediment to  let  him  lack  a  reverend  efiimation :  For  I  never  knew 
fo  young  a  body  with  fo  old  a  head.  I  leave  him  to  your  gracious 
acceptance,  whofe  tryal  fhall  better  publifh  his  commendation. 

Enter  Portia,  drefs'd  like  a  Dotlor  of  Laws. 

Duke.  You  hear  the  learn'd  Bellario  what  he  writes, 
And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  doctor  come : 
Give  me  your  hand.    Came  you  from  old  Bellario? 

Por.  I  did,  my  lord. 

Duke.  You're  welcome :  take  your  place. 
Are  you  acquainted  with  the  difference 
That  holds  this  prefent  queftion  in  the  court  ? 

Por.  I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  cafe. 
Which  is  the  merchant  here?  and  which  the  Jew? 

Duke.  Anthonio  and  old  Shy  lock,  both  ftand  forth. 

Por.  Is  your  name  Shylock  ? 

Shy.  Shylock  is  my  name. 

Por.  Of  a  ftrange  nature  is  the  fuit  you  follow, 
Yet  in  fuch  rule,  that  the  Venetian  law 
Cannot  impugn  you,  as  you  do  proceed. 

You  ftand  within  his  danger,  do  you  not  ?  [To  Anthonio. 

Ant. 
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AnU  Ay,  fo  he  fays. 

P<?r.  Do  you  confefs  the  bond  ? 

Ant.  I  do. 

Then  muft  the  Jew  be  merciful. 

Shy.  On  what  compullion  maft  I?  tell  me  that. 

'  For.  The  quality  of  mercy  is  notrftrain'd; 
1  It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  rain  fiom  heav'n 
c  Upon  the  place  beneath.    It  is  twice  blefs'd, 
(  It  blelTeth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 
c  'Tis  mightieft  in  the  mightieft,  it  becomes 
e  The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown: 
c  His  fcepter  fhews  the  force  of  temporal  pow'r, 
£  The  attribute  to  awe  and  majefly, 
c  Wherein  doth  fit  the  dread  and  fear  of  Kings  5 
f  But  mercy  is  above  this  fcepter'd  fway, 
(  It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  Kings, 
(  It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himfelf; 
'  And  earthly  pow'r  doth  then  (hew  likeft  God's, 
c  When  mercy  feafons  juftice.   Therefore,  Jew, 
Tho'  juftice  be  thy  plea,  confider  this, 
That  in  the  courfe  of  juftice  none  of  us 
Should  fee  falvation.    We  do  pray  for  mercy, 
And  that  fame  pray'r  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy.   I  have  fpoke  thus  much 
To  mitigate  the  juftice  of  thy  plea; 
Which  if  thou  follow,  this  ftricl:  court  of  Venice 
Muft  needs  give  fentence  'gainft  the  merchant  there. 

Shy.  My  d'  eds  upon  my  head.    I  crave  the  law, 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 

For.  Is  he  not  able  to  dXcharge  the  mony? 

Biff.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  court, 
Yea,  twice  the  fum;  if  that  will  not  fuflice, 
I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er, 
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On  forfeit  of  my  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 

If  this  will  not  fuffice,  it  muft  appear 

That  malice  bears  down  truth.    And  I  befeech  you 

Wrcd  once  the  law  to  your  authority. 

To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong, 

And  curb  this  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 

Por.  It  muft  not  be,  there  is  no  pow'r  in  Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  eftabli fried. 
'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent, 
And  many  an  error  by  the  fame  example 
Will  ru(h  into  the  ftate.    It  cannot  be. 

Shy.  A  Daniel  come  to  judgment!  yea,  a  Daniel. 
O  wife  young  judge,  how  do  1  honour  thee! 

Por.  I  pray  you  let  me  look  upon  the  bond. 

Shy.  Here  'tis,  mod  rev'rend  doctor,  here  it  is. 

Por.  Shylock,  there's  thrice  thy  mony  ofTer'd  thee. 

Shy.  An  oath,  an  oath,  I  have  an  oath  in  heav'n. 
Shall  I  lay  perjury  upon  my  foul  ? 
No,  not  for  Venice. 

Por.  Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit, 
And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
A  pound  of  flefh,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Neareft  the  merchant's  heart.    Be  merciful, 
Take  thrice  thy  mony,  bid  me  tear  the  bond. 

Shy.  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  tenure. 
It  doth  appear  you  are  a  worthy  judge,- 
You  know  the  law,  your  expohtion  , 
Hath  been  mod  found.   I  charge  you  by  the  law, 
Whereof  you  are  a  well-deferving  pillar, 
Proceed  to  judgment.    By  my  foul  I  fwear, 
There  is  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me.    I  (lay  here  on  my  bond. 

Ant.  Moft  heartily  I  do  befeech  the  court 
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To  give  the  judgment. 

Por.  Why  then  thus  it  is  : 
You  muft  prepare  your  bofom  for  his  knife. 

Shy.  O  noble  judge !  O  excellent  young  man  \ 

Por.  For  the  intent  and  purpofe  of  the  law 
Hath  full  relation  to  the  penalty, 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  bond. 

Shy.  'Tis  very  true.    O  wife  and  upright  judge, 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  looks! 

Por.  Therefore  lay  bare  your  bofbm. 

Shy.  Ay  his  breaft, 
So  fays  the  bond,  doth  it  not,  noble  judge  ? 
Neareit,  his  heart,  thofe  are  the  very  words. 

Por.  It  is  fo.  Are  there  fcales  to  weigh  the  flefli  ? 

Shy.  I  have  them  ready. 

Por.  Have  by  fome  furgeon,  Shy  lock,  on  your  charge, 
To  flop  his  wounds,  left  he  mould  bleed  to  death. 

Shy.  Is  it  fo  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

Por.  It  is  not  Co  exprefs'd  j  but  what  of  that  ? 
'Twere  good  you  do  fo  much  for  charity. 

Shy.  I  cannot  find  it,  'tis  not  in  the  bond. 

Por.  Come,  merchant,  have  you  any  thing  to  fay  ? 

Ant.  But  little :  I  am  arm'd  and  well  prepar'd. 
Give  me  your  hand,  Bajfanio,  fare  you  well. 
Grieve  not  that  I  am  fall'n  to  this  for  you: 
For  herein  fortune  mews  her  felf  more  kind 
Than  is  her  cuftom.    It  is  ftill  her  ufe 
To  let  the  wretched  man  out-live  his  wealth, 
To  view  with  hollow  eye  and  wrinkled  brow 
An  age  of  poverty.    From  which  ling'ring  penance 
Of  fuch  a  mifery  doth  me  cut  me  off. 
Commend  me  to  your  honourable  wife; 
Tell  her  the  procefs  of  Anthomo\  end,- 

Say 
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Say  how  I  lov'd  you ;  (peak  me  fair  in  death  : 
And  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge, 
Whether  Bajfamo  had  not  once  a  love. 
Repent  not  you  that  you  mail  lofe  your  friend, 
And  he  repents  not  that  he  pays  your  debt,- 
For  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 
I'll  pay  it  inftantly  with  all  my  heart. 

Bajf.  AnthontOy  I  am  married  to  a  wife 
Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  life  it  felfj 
But  life  it  felf,  my  wife,  and  all  the  world, 
Are  not  with  me  efteem'd  above  thy  life. 
I  would  lofe  all,  ay  facrifice  them  ail 
Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  you. 

Por.  Your  wife  would  give  you  little  thanks  for  that, 
If  (he  were  by  to  hear  you  make  the  offer. 

Gra.  I  have  a  wife  whom  I  proteft  I  love, 
I  would  fhe  were  in  heaven,  fb  fbe  could 
Intreat  fbme  pow'r  to  change  this  currifh  Jew. 

Ner.  'Tis  well  you  offer  it  behind  her  back, 
The  wifh  would  make  elfe  an  unquiet  houfe. 

Shy.  Thefe  be  the  chriftian  husbands.  I've  a  daughter, 
Would  any  of  the  flock  of  Barrabas 

Had  been  her  husband,  rather  than  a  chriftian!  \_Zlfide. 
'  We  trifle  time,  I  pray  thee  purlue  fentence. 

Por.  A  pound  of  that  fame  merchant's  flefh  is  thine, 
The  court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it. 

Shy.  Mod  rightful  judge ! 

Por.  And  you  mud  cut  this  flefh  from  off  his  breaft, 
The  law  allows  it,  and  the  court  awards  it. 

Shy.  Moft  learned  judge !  a  fentence:  come,  prepare. 

Por.  Tarry  a  little,  there  is  fomething  elfe. 
This  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood, 
The  words  exprefly  are  a  pound  of  flefh. 

Vol.  II.  K  Then 
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Then  take  thy  bond,  take  thou  thy  pound  of  flefh  ,• 

But  in  the  cutting  it  if  thou  doft  {hed 

One  drop  of  chriftian  blood,  thy  lands  and  goods 

Are  by  the  laws  of  Venice  confifcate 

Unto  the  ft  ate  of  Venice. 

Gra.  O  upright  judge !  mark  Jew,  O  learned  judge 

Shy.  Is  that  the  law  ? 

Por.  Thy  felf  (halt  fee  the  act : 
For  as  thou  urged  juftice,  be  alfur'd 
Thou  fhalt  have  juftice,  more  than  thou  defir'ft. 

Gra.  O  learned  judge !  mark  Jew,  a  learned  judge  ? 

Shy.  I  take  this  offer  then,  pay  the  bond  thrice, 
And  let  the  chriftian  go. 

Bajf.  Here  is  the  mony. 

Por.  The  Jew  fhall  have  all  juftice,  foft,  no  hafte, 
He  fhall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty, 

Gra.  O  Jew!  an  upright  judge,  a  learned  judge! 
Por.  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  flefh, 
Shed  thou  no  blood,  nor  cut  thou  lefs  nor  more 
But  juft  a  pound  of  flefh :  if  thou  tak'ft  more 
Or  lefs  than  a  juft  pound,  be't  but  fb  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heavy  in  the  fubftance, 
Or  the  divifion,  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  fcruple ;  nay,  if  the  fcale  turn 
But  in  the  eftimation  of  a  hair, 
Thou  dieft,  and  all  thy  goods  are  confifcate. 

Gra.  A  fecond  Daniel,  a  Daniel,  Jew. 
Now,  infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

Por.  Why  doth  the  Jew  paufe  ?  take  the  forfeiture. 
Shy.  Give  me  my  principal,  and  let  me  go. 
Bajf.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee    here  it  is. 
Por.  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  court ; 
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He  mall  have  meerly  juftice  and  his  bond. 

Gra.  A  Daniel  ftill  fay  I,  a  fecond  Daniel] 
I  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 

Shy.  Shall  I  not  barely  have  my  principal  ? 

Por.  Thou  malt  have  nothing  but  the  forfeiture, 
To  be  fb  taken  at  thy  peril,  Jew. 

Shy.  Why  then  the  devil  give  him  good  of  it; 
I'll  ftay  no  longer  queftion. 

Por.  Tarry,  Jew, 
The  law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you : 
It  is  enacted  in  the  laws  of  Venice, 
If  it  be  prov'd  againft  an  alien, 
That  by  direct  or  indirect  attempts 
He  feek  the  life  of  any  citizen, 
The  party  'gainft  the  which  he  doth  contrive 
Shall  feizeon  half  his  goods,  the  other  half 
Comes  to  the  privy  coffer  of  the  ftate  -> 
And  the  offender's  life  lyes  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  Duke  only,  'gainft  all  other  voice : 
In  which  predicament  I  fay  thou  ftand'ft. 
For  it  appears  by  manifeft  proceeding, 
That  indirectly,  and  directly  too, 
Thou  haft  contriv'd  againft  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant ;  and  thou  haft  incurr'd 
The  danger  formerly  by  me  rehears'd. 
Down  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  Duke. 

Gra.  Beg  that  thou  may'ft  have  leave  to  hang  thy  (elf,- 
And  yet  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  ftate, 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord, 
Therefore  thou  muft  be  hang'd  at  the  ftate's  charge. 

Duke.  That  thou  may'ft  fee  the  difference  of  our  fpirit, 
I  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  ask  it  : 
For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Anthonio'%  •> 

K  2 
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The  other  half  comes  to  the  general  (late, 
Which  humblenefs  may  drive  unto  a  fine. 
Por.  Ay  for  the  ft  ate,  not  for  Anthonio. 
Shy.  Nay  take  my  life  and  all,  pardon  not  that. 
You  take  my  houfe  when  you  do  take  the  prop 
That  doth  (uftain  my  houfe:  you  take  my  life 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 

Por.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  Anthomo? 

Gra.  A  halter  gratis,  nothing  el(e  for  God's  fake. 

Ant.  So  pleafe  my  lord  the  Duke,  and  all  the  court, 
To  quit  the  fine  for  one  half  of  his  goods, 
I  am  content  $  fo  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  ufe,  to  render  it 
Upon  his  death  unto  the  gentleman 
That  lately  ftole  his  daughter. 
Two  things  provided  more,  that  for  this  favour 
He  prefently  become  a  chriftian; 
The  ether,  that  he  do  record  a  gift 
Here  in  the  court,  of  all  he  dies  poflefs'd, 
Unto  his  (on  Lorenzo  and  his  daughter. 

Duke.  He  mall  do  this,  or  elfe  I  do  recant 
The  pardon  that  I  late  pronounced  here. 

Por.  Art  thou  contented,  Jew?  what  doft  thou  fay? 

Shy.  I  am  content. 

Por.  Clerk,  draw  a  deed  of  gift. 

Shy.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave  to  go  from  hence ; 
I  am  not  well  j  fend  the  deed  after  me, 
And  I  will  fign  it. 

Duke.  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it. 

Gra.  In  chrift'ning  thou  malt  have  two  godfathers. 
Had  I  been  judge,  thou  fhould'ft:  have  had  ten  more, 
To  bring  thee  to  the  gallows,  not  the  font.  [Exit  Shylock. 

Duke.  Sir,  I  intreat  you  home  with  me  to  dinner. 

Por. 
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Por.  I  humbly  do'defire  your  Grace  of  pardon  ; 
I  muft  away  this  night  toward  Padua, 
And  it  is  meet  I  prefentLy  fet  forth. 

Duke.  I'm  forry  that  your  leifare  ferves  you  not. 
Anthomo,  gratify  this  gentleman, 

For  in  my  mind  you  are  much  bound  to  him.  [Ex.  Duke  and  his  tram. 

SCENE  III. 

Bajf.  Moft  worthy  gentleman!  I  and  my  friend 
Have  by  your  wifclom  been  this  day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  penalties,  in  lieu  whereof 
Three  thoufand  ducats  due  unto  the  Jew 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  withal. 

Ant.  And  ftand  indebted  over  and  above 
In  love  and  fervice  to  you  evermore. 

Por.  He  is  well  paid  that  is  well  fatisfy'd, 
And  I  deliv'ring  you  am  fatisfy'd, 
And  therein  do  account  my  felf  well  paid  5 
My  mind  was  never  yet  more  mercenary. 
I  pray  you  know  me  when  we  meet  again, 
I  wifh  you  well,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Bajf.  Dear  Sir,  of  force  I  muft  attempt  you  further. 
Take  fbme  remembrance  of  us  for  a  tribute, 
Not  as  a  fee :  grant  me  two  things ;  I  pray  you 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

Por.  You  prefs  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yield. 
Give  me  your  gloves,  Til  wear  them  for  your  fake, 
And  for  your  love  I'll  take  this  ring  from  you. 
Do  not  draw  back  your  hand,  I'll  take  no  more, 
And  you  in  love  fhall  not  deny  me  this. 

Baff.  This  ring,  good  Sir,  alas  it  is  a  trifle  $ 
I  will  not  fhame  my  felf  to  give  you  this. 

Por. 
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Por.  I  will  have  nothing  elfe  bat  only  this, 
And  now  methinks  I  have  a  mind  to  it. 

Baffl  There's  more  than  this  depends  upo§  the  value. 
The  deareft  ring  in  Venice  will  I  give  you, 
And  find  it  out  by  proclamation 
Only  for  this  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

Por.  I  fee,  Sir,  you  are  liberal  in  offers,- 
You  taught  me  firft  to  beg,  and  now  methinks 
You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  mould  be  anfwer'd. 

Bajf.  Good  Sir,  this  ring  was  giv'n  me  by  my  wife  j 
And  when  fhe  put  it  on,  fhe  made  me  vow 
That  I  mould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  nor  lofe  it. 

Por.  That  'fcufe  ferves  many  men  to  fave  their  gifts  j 
And  if  your  wife  be  not  a  mad  woman, 
And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  the  ring, 
She  wou'd  not  hold  out  enmity  for  ever 

For  giving  it  to  me.   Well,  peace  be  with  you.  [Exit. 

Anth.  My  lord  Bajfanio,  let  him  have  the  ring. 
Let  his  defervings  and  my  love  withal 
Be  valu'd  'gainft  your  wife's  commandement. 

Ba(f.  Go,  Gratianoy  run  and  overtake  him, 
Give  him  the  ring,  and  bring  him  if  thou  can'fl: 
Unto  Anthontis  hoiife :  away,  make  hafte.  [Exit  Gra. 

Come,  you  and  I  will  thither  prefently, 
And  in  the  morning  early  will  we  both 

Fly  toward  Belmont  ,-  come,  Anthonio.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Portia  and  Nerilfa. 
Por.  Enquire  the  Jew's  houfe  out,  give  him  this  deed, 
And  let  him  fign  it;  we'll  away  to-night, 
And  be  a  day  before  our  husbands  home : 
This  deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo, 

Enter  Gratiano. 
Gra.  Fair  Sir,  you  are  well  o'erta'en  : 

My 
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My  lord  Bajfanio,  upon  more  advice, 

Hath  fent  you  here  this  ring,  and  doth  intreat 

Your  company  at  dinner. 

Por.  That  cannot  be. 
This  ring  I  do  accept  moil  thankfully, 
And  Co  I  pray  you  tell  him :  furthermore, 
I  pray  you  fhew  my  Youth  old  Shy  lock's  houfe. 

Gra.  That  will  I  do. 

e 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  (peak  with  you.  . 
I'll  fee  if  I  can  get  my  husband's  ring,  .   [To  Por. 

Which  I  did  make  him  fwear  to  keep  for  ever. 

Por.  Thou  may'ft  I  warrant.   We  {hall  have  old  fwearing, 
That  they  did  give  the  rings  away  to  men  ,• 
But  we'll  out-face  them  and  out-fwear  them  too : 
Away,  make  hafte,  thou  know'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 

Ner.  Come,  good  Sir,  will  you  fhew  me  to  this  houfe  ?    [Exe . 


A  C  T  V.  SCENE! 

BELMONT. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Jeflica. 

Lorenzo. 
HE  moon  fhines  bright:    In  fuch  a  night  as  this, 
When  the  fweet  wind  did  gently  kifs  the  trees, 
And  they  did  make  no  noife ;  in  fuch  a'night 
Troylm  methinks  mounted  the  Trojan  wall 
And  figh'd  his  foul  toward  the  Grecian  tents^ 
Where  Crejfeid  lay  that  night. 
Jef.  In  fuch  a  night, 
Did  Thhbe  fearfully  o'er-trip  the  dew, 

s  And 
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And  faw  the  lion's  fhadow  ere  himfelf, 
And  ran  dilmay'd  away. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night, 
Stood  Dido  with  a  willow  in  her  hand 
Upon  the  wild  fea-banks,  and  waft  her  love 
To  come  again  to  Carthage, ' 

Jef.  In  fiich  a  night, 
Medea  gather'd  the  inchanted  herbs 
That  did  renew  old  Aifon, 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night, 
Did  Jejfica  fteal  from  the  wealthy  Jew, 
And  with  an  unthrift  love  did  run  from  Venice, 
As  far  as  Belmont, 

Jef.  And  in  fiich  a  night, 
Did  young  Lorenzo  fwear  he  lov'd  her  well, 
Stealing  her  foul  with  many  vows  of  faith, 
And  ne'er  a  true  one. 

Lor,  And  in  fuch  a  night, 
Did  pretty  Jejfica  (like  a  little  fhrew) 
Slander  her  love,  and  he  forgave  it  her. 

Jef.  I  would  out-night  you  did  no  body  come: 
But  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  man. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Lor.  Who  comes  fo  faft  in  filence  of  the  night? 
Mef.  A  friend. 

Lor.  What  friend  ?  your  name,  I  pray  you,  friend 
Mef.  Stephano  is  my  name,  and  I  bring  word 
My  miftrefs  will  before  the  break  of  day 
Be  here  at  Belmont:  fhe  doth  ftray  about 
By  holy  crolfes,  where  fhe  kneels  and  prays 
For  happy  wedlock  hours. 
1    Lor.  Who  comes  with  her? 


The  Merchant  0/ Venice.  81 

Mef.  None  but  a  holy  hermit  and  her  maid. 
I  pray  you  is  my  mafter  yet  return'd  ? 

Lor.  He  is  not,  nor  have  we  yet  heard  from  him : 
But  go  we  in  I  pray  thee,  JeJJica, 
And  ceremonioufly  let  us  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  miftrefs  of  the  houfe. 

Enter  Launcelot. 

Laun.  Sola,  fbla,-  wo  ha,  ho,  fola,  fbla. 
Lor,  Who  calls  ? 

Laun.  Sola,  did  you  fee  mafter  Lorenzo  and  miftrefs  Lorenzo.? 
(bla,  fbla. 

Lor.  Leave  hollowing,  man :  here. 
Laun.  Sola,  where?  where? 
Lor.  Here. 

Laun.  Tell  him  there's  a  poft  come  from  my  mafter,  with  his 
horn  full  of  good  news.  My  mafter  will  be  here  ere  morning. 

Lor.  Sweet  love,  let's  in,  and  there  expert  their  coming. 
And  yet  no  matter :  why  fhould  we  go  in  ? 
My  friend  Stephano,  fignifie,  I  pray  you, 
Within  the  houfe  your  miftrefs  is  at  hand, 
And  bring  your  mufick  forth  into  the  air. 

*  How  fweet  the  moon-light  fleeps  upon  this  bank ; 
1  Here  will  we  fit,  and  let  the  founds  of  mufick 

*  Creep  in  our  ears  -}  (oft  ftilnefs,  and  the  night 
€  Become  the  touches  of  fweet  harmony. 

1  Sit,  JeJJica  ->  look  how  the  floor  of  heav'n 

*  Is  thick  inlay'd  with  patterns  of  bright  gold ; 

4  There's  not  the  fmalleft  orb  which  thou  behold'ft, 

c  But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  fings, 

'  Still  quiring  to  the  young-ey'd  cherubims  $ 

'  Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  fouls  $ 

Vol.  II.  L  <  But 
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1  But  whilft  this  muddy  vefture  of  decay 

*  Doth  grofly  clofe  us  in,  we  cannot  hear  it. 
Come  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymn, 
With  fweeteft  touches  pierce  your  miftrefs'  ear, 
And  draw  her  home  with  mufick. 

.  Jef.  I'm  never  merry  when  I  hear  fweet  mufick. 

©  .  - 

Mufick, 

c  Lor.  The  reafon  is,  your  fpirits  are  attentive  $ 
'  For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd, 

*  Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  colts, 

'  Fetching  mad  bounds,  bellowing  and  neighing  loud, 

*  (Which  is  the  hot  condition  of  their  blood) 

€  If  they  perchance  but  hear  a  trumpet  found, 
'  Or  any  air  of  mufick  touch  their  ears, 

*  You  fhall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  ftand ; 

*  Their  favage  eyes  turn'd  to  a  modeft  gaze 

'  By  the  fweet  power  of  mufick.   Thus  the  Poet 

c  Did  feign  that  Orpheus  drew  trees,  ftones,  and  floods  ; 

1  Since  nought  fo  ftockifli,  hard,  and  full  of  rage, 

c  But  mufick  for  the  time  doth  change  his  nature. 

c  The  man  that  hath  no  mufick  in  himfelf, 

c  And  is  not  mov'd  with  concord  of  fweet  (bunds, 

'  Is  fit  for  treafons,  ftratagems,  and  Ipoils  ; 

*  The  motions  of  his  fpiric  are  dull  as  night, 
(  And  his  affections  dark  as  Erebus: 

'  Let  no  iuch  man  be  trufted — Mark  the  mufick. 

Enter  Portia  and  Neriffa. 

For.  That  light  we  fee  is  burning  in  my  hall: 
How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams! 
So  mines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. 

Ner.  When  the  moon  flione  we  did  not  fee  the  candle. 
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Por.  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  lefs ; 
A  fubftitute  (bines  brightly  as  a  King 
Until  a  King  be  by  •>  and  then  his  ftate 
Empties  it  felf,  as  doth  an  inland  brook 

Into  the  main  of  waters.   Mufick,  hark !  [Mufick. 

Ner.  It  is  the  mufick,  madam,  of  your  houfe. 

Por.  Nothing  is  good,  1  fee,  without  relpect: 
Methinks  it  (bunds  much  fweeter  than  by  day. 

Ner.  Silence  beftows  the  virtue  on  it,  madam. 

Por.  The  crow  doth  fing  as  fweetly  as  the  lark, 
When  neither  is  attended j  and  I  think 
The  nightingale,  if  me  mould  fing  by  day, 
When  every  goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
No  better  a  mufician  than  the  wren. 
How  many  things  by  feafon  feafon'd  are 
To  their  right  praife  and  true  perfection  ? 
Peace !  how  the  moon  fleeps  with  Enchmtony 
And  would  not  be  awak'd ! 

Mufick  ceafes. 

Lor.  That  is  the  voice, 
Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  of  Portia. 

Por.  He  knows  me  as  the  blind  man  knows  the  cuckow^ 
By  the  bad  voice. 

Lor.  Dear  lady,  welcome  home. 

Por.  We  have  been  praying  for  our  husbands  healths, 
Which  fpeed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  words. 
Are  they  return'd  ? 

Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet; 
But  there  is  come  a  meflenger  before, 
To  fignifie  their  coming. 

Por.  Go  Nertffa> 
Give  order  to  my  fervants,  that  they  take 

L  2  No 
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No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence, 
Nor  you  Lorenzo,  Jeffica  nor  you. 

A  tucket  founds. 

Lor.  Your  husband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  trumpet: 
We  are  no  tell-tales,  madam,  fear  you  not. 

Por.  This  night  methinks  is  but  the  day-light  lick ; 
It  looks  a  little  paler  j  'tis  a  day, 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  fun  is  hid. 

Enter  BafTanio,  Anthonio,  Gratiano,  and  their  followers: 

Bajf.  We  mould  hold  day  with  the  Antipodes, 
If  you  would  walk  in  abfence  of  the  fun. 

Por.  Let  me  give  light,  but  let  me  not  be  light; 
For  a  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  husband, 
And  never  be  Baffamo  fo  from  me,- 
But  God  fort  all :  you're  welcome  home,  my  lord. 

Ba[f.  I  thank  you,  madam:  give  welcome  to  my  friend; 
This  is  the  man,  this  is  Anthonh, 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

Por.  You  mould  in  all  fenfe  be  much  bound  to  him; 
For  as  I  hear  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 
'  Ant.  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 

Por.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houfe ,• 
It  rauft  appear  in  other  ways  than  words  ,- 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  courtefie. 

Gra.  By  yonder  moon  I  fwear  you  do  me  wrong  ; 
In  faith  I  gave  it  to  the  judge's  clerk.  [To  NerifTa. 

Would  he  were  gelt  that  had  it  for  my  part, 
Since  you  do  take  it,  love,  fo  much  at  heart. 

Por.  A  quarrel,  hoe,  already!  what's  the  matter? 
Gra.  About  a  hoop  of  gold,  a  paltry  ring 
That  (he  did  give  me,  whofe  poelie  was 

For 
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For  all  the  world  like  cutler's  poetry 
Upon  a  knife ;  Love  me,  and  leave  me  not. 

Ner.  What  talk  you  of  the  poefie  or  the  value  ? 
You  fwore  to  me  when  I  did  give  it  you, 
That  you  would  wear  it  'till  your  hour  of  death, 
And  that  it  mould  lye  with  you  in  your  grave : 
Tho'  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  oaths, 
You  mould  have  been  refpe&ive,  and  have  kept  it. 
Gave  it  a  Judge's  clerk!  but  well  I  know 
The  clerk  will  ne'er  wear  hair  on's  face  that  had  it. 

Gra.  He  will,  an  if  he  live  to  be  a  man. 

Ner.  Ay,  if  a  woman  live  to  be  a  man. 

Gra.  Now  by  this  hand  I  gave  it  to  a  youth, 
A  kind  of  boy,  a  little  fcrubbed  boy, 
No  higher  than  thy  felf,  the  Judge's  clerk, 
A  prating  boy  that  begg'd  it  as  a  fee : 
I  could  not  for  my  heart  deny  it  him. 

Por.  You  were  to  blame,  I  muft:  be  plain  with  you 
To  part  fo  flightly  with  your  wife's  firft  gift, 
A  thing  ftuck  on  with  oaths  upon  your  finger, 
And  riveted  with  faith  unto  your  flefh. 
I  gave  my  love  a  ring,  and  made  him  fwear 
Never  to  part  with  it ;  and  here  he  ftands, 
I  dare  be  fworn  for  him,  he  would  not  leave  it, 
Nor  pluck  it  from  his  finger,  for  the  wealth 
That  the  world  matters.    Now  in  faith,  Grat'umo, 
You  give  your  wife  too  unkind  a  caufe  of  grief ; 
And  'twere  to  me  I  mould  be  mad  at  it. 

Bajf.  Why  I  were  beft  to  cut  my  left  hand  off, 
And  fwear  I  lofl:  the  ring  defending  it. 

Gra.  My  lord  Bajfan'to  gave  his  ring  away 
Unto  the  Judge  that  begg'd  it,  and  indeed 
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Deferv'd  it  too ;  and  then  'the  boy,  his  clerk, 
That  took  fome  pains  in  writing,  be  begg'd  mine, 
And  neither  man  nor  matter  would  take  ought 
But  the  two  rings. 

Por.  What  ring  gave  you,  my  lord  ? 
Not  that  I  hope  which  you  receiv'd  of  me. 

Ba(f.  If  I  could  add  a  lie  unto  a  fault, 
I  would  deny  it    but  you  fee  my  finger 
Hath  not  the  ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

Por.  Even  Co  void  is  your  falfe  heart  of  truth. 
By  heaven,  I  will  ne'er  come  in  your  bed 
Until  I  fee  the  ring. 

Ner.  Nor  I  in  yours  'till  I  again  fee  mine. 

Bajf.  Sweet  Portia, 
If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  ring, 
If  you  did  know  for  whom  I  gave  the  ring, 
And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  ring, 
And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  ring, 
When  nought  would  be  accepted  but  the  ring, 
You  would  abate  the  ftrength  of  your  difpleafure, 

Por.  If  you  had  known  the  virtue  of  the  ring, 
Or  half  her  worthinefs  that  gave  the  ring, 
Or  your  own  honour  to  retain  the  ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  ring. 
What  man  is  there  fo  much  unreafonable, 
If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  terms  of  zeal,  wanted  the  modefty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  ceremony  ? 
Neri(fa  teaches  me  what  to  believe ; 
III  die  for't,  but  fome  woman  had  the  ring. 

Bajf.  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam,  by  my  foul 
No  woman  had  it,  but  a  civil  doctor, 
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Who  did  refute  three  thoufand  ducats  of  me, 

And  begg'd  the  ring;  the  which  I  did  deny  him, 

And  faffer'd  hiirt  to  go  difpleas'd  away ; 

Ev'n  he  that  did  uphold  the  very  life 

Of  my  dear  friend.   What  mould  I  (ay,  fweet  lady  ? 

I  was  inforc'd  to  fend  it  after  him  ,• 

I  was  befet  with  fhame  and  courtefie ; 

My  honour  would  not  let  ingratitude 

So  much  belmear  it.   Pardon  me,  good  lady, 

And  by  thefe  blerTed  candles  of  the  night, 

Had  you  been  there,  I  think  you  would  have  begg'd 

The  ring  of  me,  to  give  the  worthy  doctor. 

Por.  Let  not  that  doctor  e'er  come  near  my  houfe, 
Since  he  hath  got  the  jewel  that  I  lov'd, 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me : 
I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you, 
I'll  not  deny  him  any  thing  I  have, 
No,  not  my  body,  nor  my  husband's  bed ; 
Know  him  I  (hall,  I  am  well  fare  of  it. 
Lye  not  a  night  from  home;  watch  me  like  Argus : 
If  you  do  not,  if  I  be  left  alone, 
Now  by  mine  honour,  which  is  yet  my  own, 
I'll  have  that  doctor  for  my  bedfellow. 

Ner.  And  I  his  clerk  ,•  therefore  be  well  advis'd 
How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  protection. 

Gra.  Well,  do  you  fo;  let  me  not  take  him  then; 
For  if  I  do,  I'll  mar  the  young  clerk's  pen. 

Ant.  I  am  th'  unhappy  fubject  of  thefe  quarrels. 

Por.  Sir,  grieve  not  you,  you  are  welcome  notwithftandin 

Bajf.  Portia,  forgive  me  this  enforced  wrong. 
And  in  the  hearing  of  thefe  many  friends, 
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I  fwear  to  thee,  ev'n  by  thine  own  fair  eyes, 

Wherein  I  fee  my  (elf  

Por.  Mark  you  but  that! 
In  both  mine  eyes  he  doubly  fees  himfelf, 
In  each  eye  one;  fwear  by  your  double  iel£ 
And  there's  an  oath  of  credit! 

Bajf.  Nay,  but  hear  me  : 
Pardon  this  fault,  and  by  my  foul  I  fwear, 
I  never  more  will  break  an  oath  with  thee. 

Ant.  I  once  did  lend  my  body  for  his  wealth, 
Which  but  for  him  that  had  your  husband's  ring  [To  Por. 

Had  quite  mifcarry'd.    I  dare  be  bound  again, 
My  foul  upon  the  forfeit,  that  your  lord 
Will  never  more  break  faith  advifedly. 

Por.  Then  you  (hall  be  his  furety  ,•  give  him  this, 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 

Ant.  Here  lord  Bajfanio,  fwear  to  keep  this  ring. 
Bajf.  By  heav'n  it  is  the  fame  I  gave  the  doctor. 
Por.  I  had  it  of  him:  pardon  me,  Baffanio; 
For  by  this  ring  the  doctor  lay  with  me. 

Ner.  And  pardon  me,  my  gentle  Gratiano, 
For  that  fame  fcrubbed  boy,  the  doctor's  clerk, 
In  lieu  of  this,  lad  night  did  lye  with  me. 

Gra.  Why,  this  is  like  the  mending  of  high-ways 
In  fummer,  where  the  ways  are  fair  enough  : 
What,  are  we  cuckolds  ere  we  have  defer v'd  it? 

Por.  Speak  not  fo  grofly ;  you  are  all  amaz'd ; 
Here  is  a  letter,  read  it  at  your  leifure ; 
It  comes  from  Padua  from  Bellarto : 
There  you  mail  find  that  Portia  was  the  doctor, 
Ner'tjfa  there  her  clerk.   Lorenzo  here, 
:Shall  witnefs.  I  fet  forth  as  foon  as  you, 

And 
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And  even  but  now  return'd:  I  have  not  yet 
Enterd  my  houfe.  Anthonio,  you  are  welcome, 
And  I  have  better  news  in  ftore  for  you 
Than  you  expect;  unfeal  this  letter  fbon, 
There  you  mail  find  three  of  your  Argofies 
Are  richly  come  to  harbour  fuddenly. 
You  fhall  not  know  by  what  ftrange  accident 
I  chanced  on  this  letter. 
Ant.  I  am  dumb. 

Bajf.  Were  you  the  doctor,  and  I  knew  you  not  ? 

Gra.  Were  you  the  clerk  that  is  to  make  me  cuckold 

Ner.  Ay,  but  the  clerk  that  never  means  to  do  it, 
Unlefs  he  live  until  he  be  a  man. 

Baff.  Sweet  doctor,  you  fhall  be  my  bedfellow; 
When  I  am  abfent,  then  lye  with  my  wife. 

Ant.  Sweet  lady,  you  have  giv'n  me  life  and  living ; 
For  here  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  fhips 
Are  fafely  come  to  road. 

Por.  How  now,  Lorenzo? 
My  clerk  hath  fome  good  comforts  too  for  you. 

Ner.  Ay,  and  I'll  give  them  him  without  a  fee. 
There  do  I  give  to  you  and  Jejfica, 
From  the  rich  Jewy  a  fpecial  deed  of  gift, 
After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  poffefs'd  of. 

Lor.  Fair  ladies,  you  drop  Manna  in  the  way 
Of  ftarved  people. 

Por.  It  is  almoft  morning, 
And  yet  I'm  fure  you  are  not  fatisfy'd 
Of  thefe  events  at  full.   Let  us  go  in, 
And  charge  us  there  on  interrogatories, 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithfully. 

Gra.  Let  it  be  fo :  the  firft  interrogatory 
Vol.  II.  M 
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That  my  Nerijfa  mall  be  fworn  on,  is, 

Whether  'till  the  next  night  fhe  had  rather  flay, 

Or  go  to  bed,  now  being  two  hours  to  day. 

But  were  the  day  come,  I  mould  wim  it  dark, 

'Till  I  were  couching  with  the  doctor's  clerk. 

Well,  while  I  live,  I'll  fear  no  other  thing 

So  fore,  as  keeping  fafe  Nerijfds  ring.  [Exeunt  ommu 
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FERDINAND,  King  of  Navarre. 
Biron,  ^ 

'^ongavillejV-  three  Lords  attending  upon  the  King  in  his  retirement. 
Dumain,  3 

M^rd  \  ^or^s  attendinS>  uPon  the  Trincefs  of  France. 

Don  Adriana  de  Armado,  a  fantafical  Spaniard. 
Nathaniel,  a  Curate. 
Dull,  a  Conjtable. 
Holofernes,  a  Schoolmafler. 
Joftard,  a  Clown. 

Moth,  "Page  to  "Don  Adriana  de  Armado. 

Prince fs  of  France. 
Aofaline,  ^ 

Maria,      >  Ladies  attending  on  the  Trincefs. 
Catherine,  3 

Jaquenetta,  a  Country  Wench. 


Officers  and  others  Attendants  upon  the  King  and  Prtncefs. 


SCENE    the  King  of  NavarreV  Palace^  and 

the  Country  near  it. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaville  and  Dumain. 

King. 

E  T  Fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  lives, 
Live  regiftred  upon  our  brazen  tombs  j  * 
When  fpight  of  cormorant  devouring  time, 
Th'  endeavour  of  his  prefent  breath  may  buy- 
That  honour  which  mail  bate  his  fythe's  keen 
edge, 

And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 

Therefore,  brave  conquerors,  for  fo  you  are, 

That  war  againft  your  own  affections, 

And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  defires, 

Our  late  edict  mail  ftrongly  ftand  in  force  $ 

Navarre  mall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world, 

Our  court  mall  be  a  little  academy, 

Still  and  contemplative  in  living  arts. 

You  three,  Biron,  Dumain  and  Longaville, 

Have  fworn  for  three  years  term  to  live  with  me, 

My  fellow-fcholars,  and  to  keep  thofe  ftatutes 

That  are  recorded  in  this  fchedule  here. 

Your 

*— i — brazen  tombs  > 

And  then  grace  us  in  the  difgrace  of  death : 

When  fpight  of  ($e. 
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Your  oaths  are  pad,  and  now  fubfcribe  your  names: 

That  his  own  hand  may  ftrike  his  honour  down, 

That  violates  the  fmalleft  branch  herein : 

If  you  are  arm'd  to  do  as  fworn  to  do, 

Subfcribe  to  your  deep  oaths,  and  keep  them  too. 

Long.  I  am  refolv'd  y  'tis  but  a  three  year's  faft : 
The  mind  (hall  banquet,  tho'  the  body  pinej 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates  ,•  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankrout  quite  the  wits. 

Dum.  My  loving  lord,  Dumain  is  mortify'd : 
The  grofler  manner  of  thefe  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  grofs  world's  bafer  flaves : 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die ; 
With  all  thefe  living  in  philofophy. 

Biron.  I  can  but  fay  their  proteftation  over, 
So  much  (dear  liege)  I  have  already  (worn, 
That  is,  to  live  and  ftudy  here  three  years : 
But  there  are  other  ftric"t,  obfervances ; 
As  not  to  fee  a  woman  in  that  term, 
Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food, 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  befide ; 
The  which  I  hope  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  then  to  deep  but  three  Hours  in  the  night, 
And  not  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  day,- 
When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night, 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day; 
Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  thefe  are  barren  tasks,  too  hard  to  keep,- 
Not  to  fee  ladies,  ftudy,  faft,  nor  fleep. 

King.  Your  oath  is  paft  to  pafs  away  from  thefe. 

Biron,  Let  me  fay  no,  my  liege,  and  if  you  pleafe,- 

I 
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I  only  fwore  to  ftudy  with  your  Grace, 

And  ftay  here  in  your  court  for  three  years  fpace. 

Long.  You  fwore  to  that,  Biron,  and  to  the  reft. 

Biron.  By  yea  and  nay  Sir,  then  I  fwore  in  jeft. 
What  is  the  end  of  ftudy?  let  me  know? 

King.  Why  that  to  know  which  elfe  we  mould  not  know. 

Biron.  Things  hid  and  barr'd  (you  mean)  from  common  fenfe. 

King.  Ay,  that  is  ftudy's  god-like  recompence. 

Biron.  Come  on  then,  I  will  fwear  to  ftudy  fb, 
To  know  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  know ; 
As  thus  j  to  ftudy  where  I  well  may  dine, 

When  I  to  faft  exprefly  am  forbid 
Or  ftudy  where  to  meet  fome  miftrefs  fine, 

When  miftrefTes  from  common  fenfe  are  hid : 
Or  having  fworn  too  hard  a  keeping  oath, 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
If  ftudy's  gain  be  this,  and  this  be  fb, 
Study  knows  that  which  yet  it  doth  not  know : 
Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne'er  fay  no. 

King.  Thefe  be  the  ftops  that  hinder  ftudy  quite, 
And  train  our  intelle&s  to  vain  delight. 

Biron.  Why  all  delights  are  vain,  but  that  moft  vain 
Which  with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain,- 
As  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book. 

To  feek  the  light  of  truth,  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falfly  blind  the  eye-fight  of  his  look: 

Light  feeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile  -y 
So  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darknefs  lies, 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  lofing  of  your  eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  pleafe  the  eye  indeed, 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye$ 
Who  dazling  fb,  that  eye  {hall  be  his  heed, 

And  give  him  light  that  it  was  blinded  by. 

3  Study 
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Study  is  like  the  Heaven's  glorious  Sun, 

That  will  not  be  deep  fearch'd  with  fawcy  looks 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won, 

Save  bafe  authority  from  others  books. 
Thefe  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  lights, 

That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  ftar, 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  mining  nights, 

Than  thofe  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 
Too  much  to  know,  is  to  know  nought  but  fame  $ 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name. 

King.  How  well  he's  read,  to  reafon  againft  reading. 

Dum.  Proceeded  well,  to  flop  all  good  proceeding. 

Long.  He  weeds  the  corn,  and  ftill  lets  grow  the  weeding. 

Biron.  The  fpring  is  near,  when  green  geefe  are  a  breeding. 

Dum.  How  follows  that? 

Biron.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 

Dum.  In  reafon  nothing. 

Biron.  Something  then  in  rhime. 

Long.  Biron  is  like  an  envious  ffneaping  froft, 
That  bites  the  firft-born  infants  of  the  Spring. 

Biron.  Well,  fay  I  am,-  why  mould  proud  fummer  boafl, 
Before  the  birds  have  any  caufe  to  fing  ? 
Why  mould  I  joy  in  an  abortive  birth  ? 
At  Chriflmas  I  no  more  defire  a  rofe, 
Than  wifh  a  mow  in  May's  new-fangled  mows : 
But  like  of  each  thing  that  in  feafon  grows. 
So  you,  to  ftudy  now  it  is  too  late, 
Climb  o'er  the  houfe  t'unlock  the  little  gate. 

King.  Well  fit  you  out.     Go  home,  Biron:  Adieu. 

Biron.  No,  my  good  lord,  I've  fworn  to  (lay  with  you. 
And  though  I  have  for  barbarifm  fpoke  more, 

Than  for  that  angel  knowledge  you  can  fay, 

Yet 

■f  /neaping,  checking. 
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Yet  confident  111  keep  what  I  have  fwore, 
And  bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years  day. 
Give  me  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  fame, 
And  to  the  ftri&'ft  decrees  I'll  write  my  name. 

King.  How  well  this  yielding  refcues  thee  from  (hame! 

Biron.  Item,  That  no  woman  fhall  come  within  a  mile  of 
my  court.  [reading. 
Hath  this  been  proclaimed? 

hong.  Four  days  ago. 

B'tron.  Let's  fee  the  penalty. 
On  pain  of  lofing  her  tongue !  [reading. 
Who  devis'd  this  penalty  ? 

Long.  Marry  that  did  I. 

Biron.  Sweet  lord,  and  why  ? 

Long.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  penalty; 
A  dangerous  law  againft  gentility. 

Item,  [reading.]  If  any  man  be  feen  to  talk  with  a  woman 
within  the  term  of  three  years,  he  fhall  endure  fuch  publick 
fhame  as  the  reft  of  the  court  can  poflibly  devife. 

Biron.  This  article,  my  liege,  your  felf  muft  break; 
For  well  you  know  here  comes  in  embaffy 
The  French  king's  daughter,  with  your  felf  to  fpeak, 

A  maid  of  grace  and  compleat  majefty, 
About  furrender  up  of  Aquitain  i 

To  her  decrepit,  fick,  and  bed-rid  father : 
Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain, 

Or  vainly  comes  th'  admired  princefs  hither. 

King.  What  fay  you,  lords  ?  why  this  was  quite  forgot. 

Biron.  So  ftudy  evermore  is  overfhot, 
While  it  doth  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would, 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  fhould : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moll, 
'Tis  won  as  towns  with  fire  5  fo  won,  fo  loft. 

Vol.  IT.  N  King. 


p8  LoveV  Labour's  lofi. 

King.  We  mud  of  force  difpence  with  this  decree, 
She  muft  lye  here  on  mere  necefitty. 

Biron.  Neceflity  will  make  us  all  forfworn 

Three  thoufand  times  within  this  three  year's  fpace: 
For  every  man  with  his  affects  is  born  : 

Not  by  might  mafter'd,  but  by  fpecial  grace. 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  fhall  fpeak  for  me, 
I  am  forfworn  on  meer  neceflity. 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  write  my  name, 

And  he  that  breaks  them  in  the  leaft  degree, 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  fhame. 

Suggeftions  are  to  others  as  to  me ; 
But  I  believe  although  I  feem  fo  loth, 
I  am  the  laft  that  will  lad  keep  his  oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted  ? 

King.  Ay  that  there  is ;  our  court  you  know  is  haunted 

With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain, 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  fafhions  planted, 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrafes  in  his  brain  : 
One  whom  the  mufick  of  his  own  vain  tongue, 

Doth  ravim  like  inchanting  harmony  : 
A  man  of  complements,  whom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chofe  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny. 
This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  hight, 

For  interim  to  our  ftudies,  fhall  relate 
In  high-born  words  the  worth  of  many  a  Knight: 

From  tawny  Spain  loft  in  the  world's  debate, 
How  you  delight  my  lords,  I  k  now  not,  I  ,• 
But  I  proteft  I  love  to  hear  him  lie, 
And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  minftrelfie. 

Biron.  Armado  is  a  mod  illuftrious  wight, 
K  man  of  fire-new  words,  fafhion's  own  Knight. 
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Long.  Cofiard  the  fwain,  and  he,  fhall  be  our  fport; 
And  fo  to  ftudy,  three  years  are  but  fhort. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Dull  and  Coftard  with  a  letter. 

Dull.  Which  is  the  Duke's  own  perfon  ? 
Biron.  This   fellow  j  what  wouldft  ? 

Dull.  I  my  felf  reprehend  his  own  perfon,  for  I  am  his 
Grace's  Tharborough  :  but  I  would  fee  his  own  perlbn  in  flefh 
and  blood. 

Biron.  This  is  he. 

Dull.  Signior  Artne,  Arme  commends  you.  There's  villany 
abroad  j  this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 

Cojl.  Sir,  the  contempts  thereof  are  as  touching  me. 

King.  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

Biron.  How  low  foever  the  matter,  I  hope  in  God  for  high 
words. 

Long.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  heav'n  j  God  grant  us  patience, 
Biron.  To  hear,  or  forbear  hearing  ? 

Long.  To  hear  meekly,  Sir,  to  laugh  moderately,  or  to 
forbear  both. 

Biron.  Well  Sir,  be  it  as  the  ftile  fhall  give  us  caufe  to  climb 
in  the  merrinefs. 

Cofi.  The  matter  is  to  me,  Sir,  as  concerning  Jaquenetta. 
The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  with  the  manner. 

Biron.  In  what  manner  ? 

Cofi.  In  manner  and  form,  following,  Sir,  all  thofe  three* 
I  was  feen  with  her  in  the  Manor-houfe,  fitting  with  her  up- 
on the  form,  and  taken  following  her  into  the  park  -y  which  put 
together,  is  in  manner  and  form  following.  Now  Sir,  for  the 
manner :  It  is  the  manner  of  a  man  to  fpeak  to  a  woman  ; 
tor  the  form,  in  fome  form. 

N  z  Biron, 
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Biron.  For  the  following,  Sir  ? 

Cofi.  As  it  (hall  follow  in  my  correction,  and  God  defend 
the  right. 

King.  Will  you  hear  the  letter  with  attention  ? 
Biron.  As  we  would  hear  an  oracle. 

Cofi.  Such  is  the  Simplicity  of  man  to  hearken  after  the  flefti. 

King,  Reat  deputy,  the  welkin's  vice-gerent,  and  file  do- 
reads.  VJ  minator  of  Navarre,  my  foul's  earth's  God,  and  bo- 
dy's fofiring  patron  

Cofi.  Not  a  word  of  Coflard  yet. 

King.  So  it  is  

Cofi.  It  may  be  fo ;  but  if  he  fay  it  is  fo,  he  is,  in  telling 
true ;  but  fo. 

King.  Peace  

Cofi.  Be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not  fight. 

King.  No  words. 

Cofi.  Of  other  men's  fecrets  I  befeech  you. 

King.  So  'it  is.  Befieged  with  fable-coloured  melancholy,  I 
did  commend  the  black  opprejfing  humour  to  the  mofi  wholefime 
phyfick  of  thy  health-giving  air ;  and  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  be- 
took my  felf  to  walk :  The  time  when  ?  about  the  fixth  hour,  when 
beafts  mofi  graze,  birds  befi  peck,  and  men  fit  down  to  that  nou- 
rifhment  which  is  call' d /upper :  fo  much  for  the  time  when.  Now 
for  the  ground  which  :  which  I  mean  I  walkt  upon ;  it  is  ycleped, 
thy  park.  Then  for  the  place  where,  where  I  mean  I  did  en- 
counter that  obfeene  and  mofi  prepnfierous  event  that  draweth  from 
my  fnow-white  pen  the  ebon- colour' d  ink,  which  here  thou  vieweft, 
beholdefl,  furveyefi,  or  feefi.  But  to  the  place  where,  It  ftandeth 
north  north  eafl  a7id  by  eafl  from  the  wefi  corner  of  thy  curious 
knotted  garden.  There  did  I  fee  that  low  fpirited  fwain,  that  bafe 
minow  of  thy  mirth,  {Cofi.  Me  >)  that  unletter'd  fmall-knowmg  foul, 
(Cofi.  Me : )  that  /hallow  vajfal,  (Cofi.  Still  me  ?)  which  as  I  re- 
member 
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member,  hight  Coftard,  (Cofi.  O  me! )  forted  and  confined  con- 
trary to  thy  eftablijhed  proclaimed  ediB  and  continent  canon:  which 

with  0  with  but  with  this  I  paffion  to  fay  wherewith : 

Cofi.  With  a  wench. 

King.  With  a  child  of  our  grandmother  Eve,  a  female  or  for 
thy  more  under '[landing,  a  woman ;  him,  I  (as  my  ever  efieem'd 
duty  pricks  me  on)  have  fent  to  thee,  to  receive  the  meed  of  punijh- 
ment  by  thy  Jweet  graced  officer,  Anthony  Dull,  a  man  of  good 
repute,  carriage,  bear  ing  and  efiimation. 

Dull.  Me,  an't  fhall  pleafe  you  ?  I  am  Anthony  Dull. 

King.  For  Jaquenetta  (fo  is  the  weaker  veffel  called)  which  I 
apprehended  with  the  aforefaid  fwain,  I  keep  her  as  a  veffel  of  thy 
law's  fury,  and  fhall  at  the  leaf  of  thy  fweet  notice  bring  her  to 
tryal.  Thine  in  all  complements  of  devoted  and  heart-burning  heat 
of  duty,  Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

Biron.  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I  look'd  for,  but  the  bed:  that  e- 
ver  I  heard. 

King.  Ay  the  beft  for  the  worft.  But  firrah,  what  fay  you 
to  this  ? 

Cofi.  Sir,  I  confels  the  wench. 

King.  Did  you  hear  the  proclamation  ? 

Cofl.  I  do  confels  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  little  of  the 
marking  of  it. 

King.  It  was  proclaim'd  a  year's  imprilbnment  to  be  taken 
with  a  wench. 

Cofi.  I  was  taken  with  none,  Sir,  I  was  taken  with  a  damo- 

fel. 

King.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  damofel. 
Cofl.  This  was  no  damofel  neither,  Sir,  fhe  was  a  virgin. 
King.  It  is  fo  varied  too,  for  it  was  proclaim'd  virgin. 
Cofi.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity :  I  was  taken  with  a 
maid.  6 

King. 
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King,  This  maid  will  not  ferve  your  turn,  Sir. 

Cofi.  This  maid  will  ferve  my  turn,  Sir. 

King.  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  fentence  ,•  you  mall  faft  a  week 
with  bran  and  water. 

Cofi.  I  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and  porridge. 

King.  And  Don  Armado  mall  be  your  keeper.    My  lord 
ron,  fee  him  deliver'd  o'er, 
And  go  we  lords  to  put  in  practice  that 

Which  each  to  other  hath  fb  ftrongly  fworn.  [Exeunt. 

Biron.  I'll  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  hat, 
Thefe  oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  fcorn. 
Sirrah,  come  on. 

Cofi.  I  fuffer  for  the  truth,  Sir :  for  true  it  is,  I  was  taken  with 
Jaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true  girl ;  and  therefore  wel- 
come the  four  cup  of  profperity :  affliction  may  one  day  fmile 
again,  and  until  then,  fit  thee  down,  fbrrow.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

Armado'^  Houfe. 

Enter  Armado  and  Moth. 

y^rw.TD  OY,  what  fign  is  it  when  a  man  of  great  fpirit  grows 
JD  melancholy. 
Moth.  A  great  fign,  Sir,  that  he  will  look  fad. 
Arm.  Why  fadnefs  is  one  and  the  felf-fame  thing,  dear  imp. 
Moth.  No,  no,  O  lord  Sir,  no. 

Arm.  How  canft  thou  part  fadnefs  and  melancholy,  my  ten- 
der Juvemle? 

Moth.  By  a  familiar  demonftration  of  the  working,  my  tough 
Signior. 

Arm.  Why  tough  Signior  ?  why  tough  Signior  ? 
Moth.  Why  tender  Juvenile  ?  why  tender  Juvenile? 

Arm. 
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Arm.  I  fpoke  it  tender  Juvenile,  as  a  congruent  epitheton, 
appertaining  to  thy  young  days,  which  we  may  nominate  tender. 

Moth.  And  I  tough  Signior,  as  an  appertinent  tide  to  your 
old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Arm.  Pretty  and  apt. 

Moth.  How  mean  you,  Sir,  I  pretty,  and  my  laying  apt  ?  or 
I  apt,  and  my  faying  pretty  ? 

Arm,  Thou  pretty,  becaufe  little. 

Moth.  Little  pretty,  becaufe  little  ,•  wherefore  apt  ? 

Arm.  And  therefore  apt,  becaufe  quick. 

Moth.  Speak  you  this  in  my  praife,  mafter? 

Arm.  In  thy  condign  praife. 

Moth.  I  will  praife  an  eel  with  the  fame  praife. 

Arm.  What?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious. 

Moth.  That  an  eel  is  quick. 

Arm.  I  do  fay  thou  art  quick  in  anfwers.  Thou  heat'ft  my 
blood. 

Moth.  I  am  anfwer'd,  Sir. 
Arm.  I  love  not  to  be  croft. 

Moth.  He  fpeaks  the  clean  contrary,  croffes  love  not  him. 
Arm.  I  have  promis'd  to  ftudy  three  years  with  the  Duke. 
Moth.  You  may  do  it  in  an  hour,  Sir. 
Arm.  Impomble. 

Moth.  How  many  is  one  thrice  told  ? 
Arm.  I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  it  fits  the  fpirit  of  a  tapfter. 
Moth.  You  are  a  gentleman  and  a  gamefter. 
Arm.  I  confeis  both,  they  are  both  the  varnifh  of  a  com- 
pleat  man. 

Moth.  Then  I  am  fure  you  know  how  much  the  grofs  fum 
of  deuce-ace  amounts  to. 

Arm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 
Moth.  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  call  three. 
Arm.  True. 

Mrh. 
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Moth.  Why  Sir,  is  this  fuch  a  piece  of  ftudy?  now  here's 
three  ftudied  ere  you'll  thrice  wink  and  how  eafie  it  is  to  put 
years  to  the  word  three,  and  ftudy  three  years  in  two  words,  the 
dancing-horfe  will  tell  you. 

Arm.  A  moft  fine  figure. 

Moth.  To  prove  you  a  cypher. 

Arm.  I  will  hereupon  confefs  I  am  in  love  5  and  as  it  is  bafe 
for  a  foldier  to  love,  fo  am  I  in  love  with  a  bafe  wench.  If 
drawing  my  fword  againft  the  humour  of  affection  would  deli- 
ver me  from  the  reprobate  thought  of  it,  I  would  take  de- 
fire  prifoner,  and  ranfbm  him  to  any  French  courtier  for  a  new 
devis'd  curt'fie.  I  think  it  fcorn  to  figh,  methinks  I  mould 
out-fwear  Cupid.  Comfort  me,  boy :  what  great  men  have  been 
in  love? 

Moth.  Hercules,  mafter. 

Arm.  Moft  fweet  Hercules  /  More  authority,  dear  boy,  name 
rnorej  and  fweet  my  child,  let  them  be  men  of  good  repute 

and  carriage. 

Moth.  Sampfon,  mafter,  he  was  a  man  of  good  carriage, 
great'  carriage  -y  for  he  carried  the  town  gates  on  his  back  like  a 
porter,  and  he  was  in  love. 

Arm.  O  well-knit  Sampfon,  ftrong-jointed  Sampfon  ■>  I  do  excel 
thee  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didft  me  in  carrying  gates. 
I  am  in  love  too.   Who  was  SampforCs  love,  my  dear  Moth  ! 

Moth.  A  woman,  mafter. 

Arm.  Of  what  completion  ? 

Moth>  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two,  or  one  of 
the  four. 

Arm.  Tell  me  precifely  of  what  completion  ? 
Moth.  Of  the  fea-water  green,  Sir. 
Arm.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  completions? 
Moth.  As  I  have  read,  Sir,  and  the  beft  of  them  too. 
Arm.  Green  indeed  is  the  colour  of  lovers  j  but  to  have  a 

love 
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love  of  that  colour,  methinks  Sampfon  had  fmall  reafbn  for  it. 
He  fiirely  affected  her  for  her  wit. 

Moth.  It  was  fo,  Sir,  for  (he  had  a  green  wit. 

Arm.  My  love  is  mod  immaculate  white  and  red. 

Moth.  Moft  maculate  thoughts,  mafter,  are  mask'd  under 
fuch  colours. 

Arm.  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 

Moth.  My  father's  wit  and  my  mother's  tongue  affift  me  \ 

Arm.  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child,  moft  pretty  and  patheti- 
cal! 

Moth.  If  fhe  be  made  of  white  and  red, 

Her  faults  will  ne'er  be  known  ,• 
For  blufhing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred, 

And  fears  by  pale-white  mown  $ 
Then  if  me  fear,  or  be  to  blame, 

By  this  you  {hall  not  know, 
For  {till  her  cheeks  poffefs  the  fame, 

Which  native  fhe  doth  owe. 
A  dangerous  rhime,  mafter,  againft  the  reafon  of  white  and 
red. 

Arm.  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  boy,  of  the  King  and  the  beg* 
gar  ? 

Moth.  The  world  was  guilty  of  fuch  a  ballad  fome  three  ages 
fince,  but  I  think  now  'tis  not  to  be  found  or  if  it  were,  it 
would  neither  ferve  for  the  writing,  nor  the  tune. 

Arm.  I  will  have  that  fubject  newly  writ  o'er,  that  I  may  ex- 
ample my  digreflion  by  fbme  mighty  prefident.  Boy,  I  do  love 
that  country  girl  that  I  took  in  the  park  with  the  rational  hind 
Coflard'^  fhe  deferves  well  

Moth.  To  be  whipp'd ;  and  yet  a  better  love  than  my  ma- 
fter. 

Arm.  Sing  boy,  my  fpirit  grows  heavy  in  love. 
Moth.  And  that's  great  marvel,  loving  a  light  wench. 
Vol.  II.  O  Arm. 
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Arm.  I  fay  fing. 

Moth.  Forbear,  'till  this  company  be  pad. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Coftard,  Dull,  Jaquenetta  and  Maid. 

Dull.  Sir,  the  Duke's  pleafure  is,  that  you  keep  Cofiard  fafe, 
and  you  muft  let  him  take  no  delight,  nor  no  penance -y  but  he 
muft  faft  three  days  a  week.  For  this  damfel,  I  muft  keep  her 
at  the  park,  fhe  is  allow'd  for  the  day- woman.  Fare  you  well. 

[Exit. 

Arm.  I  do  betray  my  felf  with  blufhing :  maid. 
Jaq.  Man. 

Arm.  I  will  vifit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Jaq.  That's  here  by. 

Arm.  I  know  where  it  is  fituate. 

Jaq,  Lord  how  wife  you  are ! 

Arm.  I  will  tell  thee  wonders. 

Jaq.  With  that  face? 

Arm.  I  love  thee. 

Jaq.  So  I  heard  you  fay. 

Arm.  And  fb  farewel. 

Maid.  Fair  weather  after  you.  Come  Jaquenettay  away. 

[Exeunt. 

Arm.  Villain  thou  malt  faft  for  thy  offence  ere  thou  be  par- 
doned. 

Co  ft.  Well  Sir,  I  hope  when  I  do  it,  I  mall  do  it  on  a  full 
ftomach. 

Arm.  Thou  fhalt  be  heavily  punifh'd. 
Cojl.  I  am  more  bound  to  you  than  your  fellows,  for  they 
are  but  lightly  rewarded. 

Arm.  Take  away  this  villain,  fhut  him  up. 
Moth.  Come  you  tranfgreffing  (lave,  away. 

Coll. 
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Cofi.  Let  me  not  be  pent  up,  Sir,  I  will  be  fait  being  loofe. 
Moth.  No,  Sir,  that  were  faft  and  loofe ,  thou  fhalt  to  pri- 
Ton. 

Cofi.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  days  of  defolation  that 

I  have  feen,  fome  (hall  fee  

Moth.  What  fhall  fome  fee  ? 

Cofi,  Nay  nothing,  mafter  Moth,  but  what  they  look  upon. 
It  is  not  for  prilbners  to  be  filent  in  their  words,  and  therefore 
I  will  fay  nothing  ,•  I  thank  God,  I  have  as  little  patience  as  a- 
nother  man,  and  therefore  I  can  be  quiet. 

[Ex.  Moth  with  Coftard. 

Arm.  I  do  affect  the  very  ground  (which  is  bafe)  where  her 
fhoe  (which  is  bafer)  guided  by  her  foot  (which  is  bafeft)  doth 
tread.  I  fhall  be  forfworn,  which  is  a  great  argument  of  fal- 
fhood,  if  I  love.  And  how  can  that  be  true  love,  which  is 
falfly  attempted  ?  love  is  a  familiar,  love  is  a  devil }  there  is  no 
evil  angel  but  love,  yet  Sampfon  was  fo  tempted,  and  he  had 
an  excellent  ftrength  ;  yet  was  Solomon  fo  feduced,  and  he  had 
a  very  good  wit.  Cupid's  but-fhaft  is  too  hard  for  Hercules'  club, 
and  therefore  too  much  odds  for  a  Spaniard's  rapier  the  fir  ft 
and  fecond  caufe  will  not  ferve  my  turn  ->  the  Pajfado  he  re- 
flects not,  the  Duello  he  regards  not;  his  difgrace  is  to  be 
call'd  boy;  but  his  glory  is  to  fubdue  men.  Adieu  valour,  ruft 
rapier,  be  ftill  drum,  for  your  manager  is  in  love ;  yea,  he  lo- 
veth.  Aflift  me  fome  extemporal  God  of  rhime,  for  I  am 
fure  I  fhall  turn  fonnet.  Devife  wit,  write  pen,  for  I  am  for 
whole  volumes  in  folio.  [Ex. 
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ACT   II.   SCENE  I. 

Before  the  King  of  Navarre's  palace. 

Enter  the  Princefs  of  France,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catherine, 
Boyet,  Lords  and  other  attendants. 

B  o  Y  E  T. 

OW,  madam,  fummon  up  your  deareft  fpirits. 
Confider  whom  the  King  your  father  fends  ,• 
To  whom  he  fends,  and  what's  his  embalfy. 
Your  felf,  held  precious  in  the  world's  efteem, 
To  parky  with  the  fole  inheritor 
Of  all  perfections  that  a  man  may  owe, 
Matchlels  Navarre ;  the  plea  of  no  lefs  weight 
Than  Aqmtain^  a  dowry  for  a  Queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace, 
As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear, 
When  {he  did  ftarve  the  general  world  belide, 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

Prin.  Good  lord  Boyet,  my  beauty  though  but  mean, 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourifh  of  your  praife ; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Not  utter'd  by  bafe  fale  of  chapmen's  tongues. 
I  am  lels  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth, 
Than  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife, 
In  lpending  thus  your  wit  in  praife  of  mine. 
But  now  to  task  the  tasker ;  good  Boyet, 
You  are  not  ignorant,  all-telling  fame 
Doth  noife  abroad,  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow, 
'Till  painful  ftudy  fhall  out-wear  three  years, 

No 
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No  woman  may  approach  his  filent  court ; 

Therefore  to  us  Teems  it  a  needful  courfe, 

Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates, 

To  know  his  pleafure;  and  in  that  behalf, 

Bold  of  your  worthinefs,  we  fingle  you 

As  our  beffc  moving  fair  follicitor. 

Tell  him  the  daughter  of  the  King  of  France, 

On  ferious  bufinefs,  craving  quick  dijfpatch, 

Importunes  perfonal  conference  with  his  Grace. 

Hade,  fignifie  fo  much,  while  we  attend, 

Like  humble-vifag'd  futors,  his  high  will. 

Boyet.  Proud  of  imployment,  willingly  I  go.  [Exit. 

Prm.  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  fo  ^ 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords, 
That  are  vow-fellows  with  this  virtuous  Duke  ? 

Lord.  hongaville  is  one. 

Prm.  Know  you  the  man  ? 

Mar.  I  knew  him,  madam,  at  a  marriage  feahV, 
Between  lord  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaqtdes  Faulconbr'idge  fblemnized. 
In  Normandy  faw  I  this  Longavdle, 
A  man  of  fovereign  parts  he  is  efteem'd 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms, 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill  that  he  would  well. 
The  only  foil  of  his  fair  virtue's  glofs, 
(If  virtue's  glofs  will  ftain  with  any  foil,) 
Is  a  {harp  wit  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  will  ; 
Whofe  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whofe  will  ftill  wills 
It  mould  fpare  none  that  come  within  his  power. 

Prm.  Some  merry-mocking  lord  belike,  is't  fb  ? 

Mar.  They  fay  fo  moft,  that  mod  his  humours  know. 

Prm.  Such  fhort-liv'd  wits  do  wither  as  they  grow. 
Who  are  the  reft  ? 

Cath% 
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Cath.  The  young  Dumain,  a  well-accomplifh'd  youth, 
Of  all  that  virtue  love,  for  virtue  lov'd. 
Mod  power  to  do  mod  harm,  lead  knowing  ill  •> 
For  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  fhape  good, 
And  lhape  to  win  grace,  tho'  he  had  no  wit. 
I  faw  him  at  the  Duke  Alanzorts  once, 
And  much  too  little  of  that  good  I  faw, 
Is  my  report  to  his  great  worthinefs. 

Rofa.  Another  of  thefe  ftudents  at  that  time 
Was  there  with  him,  as  I  have  heard  a  truth  ,• 
Biron  they  call  him :  but  a  merrier  man, 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  fpent  an  hour's  talk  withal. 
His  eye  begets  occafion  for  his  wit- 
For  every  object  that  the  one  doth  catch, 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jeft, 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expofitor) 
Delivers  in  {uch  apt  and  gracious  words, 
That  aged  ears  play  truant  at  his  tales, 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravimed; 
So  fweet  and  voluble  is  his  difcourfe. 

Prm.  God  ble/s  my  ladies,  are  they  all  in  love, 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnimed 
With  fuch  bedecking  ornaments  of  praife? 

Mar.  Here  comes  Boyet. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Pr'm,  Now,  what  admittance,  Lord? 

Boyet.  Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  approach  $ 
And  he  and  his  competitors  in  oath 
Were  all  addreft  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady, 
Before  I  came :  marry,  thus  much  I've  learnt, 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  field, 

Like 
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Like  one  that  comes  here  to  befiege  his  court, 
Than  feek  a  difpenfation  for  his  oath, 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  houfe. 
Here  comes  Navarre, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  the  King,  Longaville,  Dumain,  Biron,  and  Attendants. 

King.  Fair  Princeefs,  welcome  to  the  court  of  Navarre. 

Prin.  Fair  I  give  you  back  again,  and  welcome  I  have  not 
yet:  the  roof  of  this  court  is  too  high  to  be  yours,  and  wel- 
come to  the  wide  fields  too  bafe  to  be  mine. 

King.  You  (hall  be  welcome,  Madam,  to  my  court. 

Prin.  I  will  be  welcome  then  -y  conduct  me  thither. 

King.  Hear  me,  dear  Lady,  I  have  fworn  an  oath. 

Prin.  Our  Lady  help  my  lord,  he'll  be  forfworn. 

King.  Not  for  the  world,  fair  Madam,  by  my  will. 

Prin.  Why,  will  {hall  break  its  will,  and  nothing  elfe. 

King.  Your  ladyfhip  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

Prin.  Were  my  Lord  fb,  his  ignorance  were  wife, 
Where  now  his  knowledge  muft  prove  ignorance. 
I  hear  your  Grace  hath  fworn  out  houfe-keeping : 
JTis  deadly  fin  to  keep  that  oath,  my  Lord ; 
And  fin  to  break  it. 
But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  fudden  bold : 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  befeemeth  me. 
Vouchfafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  coming, 
And  fuddenly  refolve  me  in  my  fuit. 

King.  Madam,  I  will,  if  fuddenly  I  may. 

Prin.  You  will  the  fooner  that  I  were  away, 
For  you'll  prove  perjur'd  if  you  make  me  ftay. 

Biron.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once? 

Rof.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once? 

Biron. 
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Biron.  I  know  you  did. 

Rof  How  needlefs  was  it  then  to  ask  the  queftion  ? 
Biro  ft.  You  mud  not  be  fo  quick. 

Rof.  5Tis  long  of  you  that  fpur  me  with  fuch  queitions. 

Biron.  Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  fpeeds  too  faft,  'twill  tire. 

Rof.  Not  'till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 

Biron.  What  time  a  day? 

Rofa.  The  hour  that  fools  mould  ask. 

Btron.  Now  fair  befall  your  mask. 

Rofa.  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers. 

Biron.  And  fend  you  many  lovers. 

Rofa.  Amen,  fo  you  be  none. 

Biron.  Nay  then  will  I  be  gone. 

King.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thoufand  crowns ; 
Being  but  th'  one  half  of  an  intire  fum, 
Disburfed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  fay  that  he,  or  we,  as  neither  have, 
Receiv'd  that  fum ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thoufand  more  5  in  furety  of  the  which, 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us, 
Although  not  valu'd  to  the  money's  worth : 
If  then  the  King  your  father  will  reftore 
But  that  one  half  which  is  unfatisfy'd, 
We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitainy 
And  hold  fair  friendfhip  with  his  majefty: 
But  that  it  feems  he  little  purpofeth, 
For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid 
An  hundred  thoufand  crowns,  and  not  "demands 
One  payment  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns, 
To  have  his  title  live  in  Aquitain  y- 
Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal, 
And  have  the  mony  by  our  father  lent, 

Than 
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Than  Aquitain  fo  gelded  as  it  is. 
Dear  Princefs,  were  not  his  requefts  fo  far 
From  reafon's  yielding,  your  fair  felf  mould  make 
A  yielding  'gainft  fbme  reafon  in  my  breaft, 
And  go  well  fatisfied  to  France  again. 

Prin.  You  do  the  King  my  father  too  much  wrong, 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name, 
In  fo  unfeeming  to  confefs  receipt 
Of  that  which  hath  fo  faithfully  been  paid. 

Ktng.  I  do  proteft  I  never  heard  of  it; 
And  if  you  prove  it,  I'll  repay  it  back, 
Or  yield  up  Aquitain. 

Prin.  We  arreft  your  word  : 
Boyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances 
For  fuch  a  lum,  from  ipecial  officers 
Of  Charles  his  father. 

King.  Satisfie  me  fo. 

Boyet.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  packet  is  not  come, 
Where  that  and  other  fpecialties  are  bound : 
To-morrow  you  mail  have  a  fight  of  them. 

King.  It  fhall  fuffice  me;  at  which  interview, 
All  liberal  reafon  I  will  yield  unto  : 
Mean  time  receive  fuch  welcome  at  my  hand, 
As  honour  without  breach  of  honour  may 
Make  tender  of,  to  thy  true  worthinefs. 
You  may  not  come,  fair  Princefs,  in  my  gates, 
But  here  without  you  {hall  be  Co  receiv'd, 
As  you  (hall  deem  your  felf  lodg'd  in  my  heart, 
Tho'  fo  deny'd  b  fair  harbour  in  my  houfe : 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excufe  me,  and  farewel ; 
To-morrow  we  fhall  vifit  you  again. 

Prm.  Sweet  health  and  fair  defires  comfort  your  Grace. 

King.  Thy  own  wifh,  wim  I  thee,  in  every  place.  [Exit. 

Vol.  II.  P  Btron* 
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Biron.  Lady,  I  will  commend  you  to  my  own  heart. 
Rofa.  I  pray  you  do  my  commendations  y 
would  be  glad  to  fee  it. 

Biron.  I  would  you  heard  it  groan.  *  [Exit. 

Dum.  Sir,  I  pray  you  a  word :  what  lady  is  that  fame  ? 

Boyet.  The  heir  of  Alanfon,  Rof aline  her  name. 

Dum.  A  gallant  lady ;  Monfieur  fare  you  well.  [Exit* 

Long.  I  befeech  you  a  word  :  what  is  (he  in  white  ?  * 

Boyet.  She  is  an  heir  of  Faulconbridge.  * 

Long.  She  is  a  moft  fweet  lady. 

Boyet.  Not  unlike  Sir,  that  may  be.*  [Exit  Long. 

If 

#—— heard  it  groan. 
Rofa.  Is  the  \  fool  fick  ? 
Biron.  Sick  at  the  heart. 
Rofa.  Alack,  let  it  blood. 
Biron.  Would  that  do  it  good? 
Rofa.  My  phyfick  fays  ay. 
Biron.  Will  you  prick't  with  your  eye. 
Rofa.  No  poynty  with  my  knife. 
Biron.  Now  God  fave  thy  life. 
Rofa.  And  yours  from  long  living. 

Biron.  I  cannot  ftay  thankfgiving.  [Exit. 
Dum.  Sir,  &c. 

*•      fhe  in  white? 

Boyet.  A  woman  fometimes,  if  you  faw  her  in  the  light. 

Long.  Perchance  light  in  the  light :  I  defire  her  name. 

Boyet.  She  hath  but  one  for  her  felfj  to  defire  that  were  a  fliame. 

Long.  Pray  you  Sir,  whofe  daughter? 

Boyet.  Her  mother's,  I  have  heard. 

Long.  God's  blefling  on  your  beard. 

Boyet.  Good  Sir  be  not  offended. 
She  is  an,  &c. 

*  Faulconbridge. 

Long.  Nay,  my  choller  is  ended  : 
She  is,  &c. 

*  that  may  be. 

Biron.  What's  her  name  in  the  cap? 
Boyet.  Katherine  by  good  hap. 
Biron.  Is  fhe  wedded  or  no  ? 
Boyet.  To  her  will,  Sir,  or  fo. 
Biron.  You  are  welcome  Sir:  adieu. 

Boyet.  Farewel  to  me  Sir,  and  welcome  to  you.  [Exit  Biron. 

Mar. 
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If  my  obfervation  (which  very  feldom  lyes, 

By  the  heart's  ftill  rhetorick,  difclofed  with  eyes) 

Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infected.  * 

Rofa.  Thou  art  an  old  love-monger,  and  fpeakefl  skilfully. 

Mar.  That  laft  is  Biron,  the  merry  mad-cap  lord} 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  jell. 

Boyet.  And  every  jeft  but  a  word. 

Prin.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his  word, 

Boyet.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple  as  he  was  to  board. 

Mar.  Two  hot  fheeps,  marry.  > 

Boyet.  And  wherefore  not  fliips? 
No  flieep  (fweet  lamb)  unlefs  we  feed  on  your  lips. 

Mar.  You  fheep,  and  I  pafture  >  (hall  that  finifh  the  jeft  ? 

Boyet.  So  you  grant  paflure  for  me. 

Mar.  Not  fo,  gentle  beaft  > 
My  lips  are  no  common,  though  feveral  they  be. 

Boyet.  Belonging  to  whom  ? 

Mar.  To  my  fortunes  and  me. 

Prin.  Good  wits  will  be  jangling ;  but  gentles  agree. 
This  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  us'd 
On  Navarre  and  his  book-men    for  here  'tis  abus'd. 

Boyet.  If  my,  &c. 

*  is  infe&ed. 

Prin.  With  what? 

Boyet.  With  that  which  we  lovers  intitle  affected. 
Prin.  Your  reafon  ? 

Boyet.  Why  all  his  behaviours  did  make  their  retire 
To  the  court  of  his  eye,  peeping  thorough  defire: 
His  heart  like  an  agat  with  your  print  impreffed  j 
Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  exprefTed : 
His  tongue  all  impatient  to  fpeak  and  not  fee, 
Did  ftumble  with  hafte  in  his  eye-fight  to  be : 
All  fenfes  to  that  fenfe  did  make  their  repair, 
To  feel  only  looking  on  faireft  of  fair ; 
Methought  all  his  fenfes  were  lock'd  in  his  eye, 
As  jewels  in  chryftal  for  fome  Prince  to  buy } 
Who  tendring  their  own  worth  from  whence  they  were  glaft, 
Did  point  out  to  buy  them,  along  as  you  part. 
His  face's  own  margent  did  quote  fuch  amazes, 
That  all  eyes  faw  his  eyes  inchanted  with  gazes  : 
I'll  give  you  Aquitain^  and  all  that  is  his, 
And  you  give  him  for  ray  fake  but  one  loving  kifs. 

Prin.  Come  to  our  pavilion,  Boyet  is  difpos'd. 

Boyet.  But  to  fpeak  that  in  words  which  his  eye  hath  difclos'dj  ' 
I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye, 
By  adding  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 

Rofa.  Thou  art, 

P  z  Marl 
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Mar.  He  is  Cupid's  grandfather,  and  learns  news  of  him. 
Rofa.  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother,  for  her  father  is 
but  grim. 

Boyet.  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  wenches  ? 
Mar.  No. 

Boyet.  What  then,  do  you  fee? 
Rofa.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 

Boyet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   III.    SCENE  I 

the  PARK. 
Enter  Armado  tfWMoth. 
SONG. 

Armado. 

A  R  B  L  E  child,  make  paffionate  my  fenfe  of 
hearing. 
Moth.  Concolinel.  

Arm.  Sweet  air  $  go  tendernefs  of  years  take 
this  key,  give  inlargement  to  the  fwain ;  bring 
him  feftinately  hither  :  I  muft  imploy  him  in  a 
letter  to  my  love. 

Moth.  Mafter,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a  French  brawl  ? 
Arm.  How  mean'ft  thou,  brawling  in  French? 
Moth.  No  my  compleat  mafter,  but  to  jig  off  a  tune  at  the 
tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  with  your  feet,  humour  it  with  turn- 
ing up  your  eyelids ;  figh  a  note  and  fing  a  note,  fbmetimes 
through  the  throat:  if  you  fwallow'd  love  with  finging,  love 
fometime  through  the  nofe,  as  if  you  fnuft  up  love  by  fmelling 

6  love, 
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love,  with  your  hat  penthoufe-like  o'er  the  mop  of  your  eyes, 
with  your  arms  croft  on  your  thinbelly  doublet,  (like  a  rabbet 
on  a  lpit)  or  your  hands  in  your  pocket,  like  a  man  after  the 
old  painting,  and  keep  not  too  long  in  one  tune,  but  a  fnip 
and  away :  thele  are  complements,  thefe  are  humours,  thefe  be- 
tray nice  wenches  that  would  be  betray'd  without  thefe,  and 
make  them  men  of  note :  do  you  note  men  that  moft  are  af- 
fe&ed  to  thefe  ? 

Arm.  How  haft  thou  purchas'd  this  experience  ? 

Moth.  By  my  pen  of  obfervation. 

Arm.  But  O,  but  O  

Moth.  The  hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 

Arm.  Call'ft  thou  my  love  hobby-horfe  ? 

Moth.  No  m after,  the  hobby-hofe  is  but  a  colt,  and  your 
love  perhaps  a  hackney  :  but  have  you  forgot  your  love? 

Arm.  Almoft  I  had. 

Moth.  Negligent  ftudent,  learn  her  by  heart. 
Arm.  By  heart,  and  in  heart  boy. 

Moth.  And  out  of  heart,  mafter :  all  thofe  three  I  will  prove. 
Arm.  What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 

Moth.  A  man,  if  I  live.  (And  this)  by>  in,  and  out  of:  up- 
on the  inftant :  hy  heart  you  love  her,  becaufe  your  heart  can- 
not come  by  her  -y  m  heart  you  love  her,  becaufe  your  heart  is 
in  love  with  her  ,•  and  out  of  heart  you  love  her,  being  out  of 
heart  that  you  cannot  enjoy  her. 

Arm.  I  am  all  thefe  three. 

Moth.  And  three  times  as  much  more;  and  yet  nothing  at  all. 
Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  fwain,  he  muft  carry  me  a  letter. 
Moth.  A  melfage  well  fympathiz'd  $  a  horfe  to  be  embafla- 
dor  for  an  afs. 

Arm.  Ha,  ha  ;  what  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Moth.  Marry  Sir,  you  muft  fend  the  afs  upon  the  horfe,  for 
he  is  very  flow  gated :  but  I  go. 

Arm. 
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Arm.  The  way  is  but  fliort ;  away. 

Moth.  As  fwift  as  lead,  Sir. 

Arm.  Thy  meaning,  pretty  ingenious  ? 
Is  not  lead  a  metal  heavy,  dull  and  flow? 

Moth.  Minime  honeft  mafter,  or  rather  mafter  no. 

Arm.  I  fay  lead  is  flow. 

Moth.  You  are  too  fwift  Sir,  to  fay  fo. 
Is  that  lead  flow,  Sir,  which  is  fir'd  from  a  gun  ? 

Arm.  Sweet  fmoak  of  rhetorick  ? 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon,  and  the  bullet  that's  he : 
I  fhoot  thee  at  the  fwain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  fly.  [Exit* 
Arm.  A  mod  acute  Juvenile ,  voluble  and  free  of  grace 
By  thy  favour,  fweet  welkin,  I  muft  figh  in  thy  face. 
Moft  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place. 
My  herald  is  return'd. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Moth  and  Coftard.  * 

Arm. 

* —  and  Coftard. 

Moth.  A  wonder,  mafter,  here's  a  Coftard  broken  in  a  ftiin. 

Arm.  Some  enigma,  fome  riddle,  come,  thy  Venvoy  begin. 

Coft.  No  egma,  no  riddle,  no  Venvoy,  no  falve,  in  the  male,  Sir.  O  Sir,  plan- 
tan,  a  plain  plantan  >  no  V envoy,  no  Venvoy,  or  falve,  Sir,  but  plantan. 

Arm.  By  vertue  thou  inforceft  laughter,  thy  filly  thought,  my  fpleen,  the  hea- 
ving of  my  lungs  provokes  me  to  ridiculous  fmiling :  O  pardon  me  my  ftars,  doth 
the  inconfiderate  take  falve  for  V envoy,  and  the  word  V envoy  for  a  falve  ? 

Moth.  Do  the  wife  think  them  other,  is  not  V envoy  a  falve? 

Arm.  No  page,  it  is  an  epilogue  or  difcourfe,  to  make  plain, 
Some  obfcure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  fain.  * 
I  will  example  it.  Now  will  I  begin  your  moral,  and  do  you  follow  with  my 
V  envoy. 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  ftill  at  odds,  being  but  three. 
There's  the  moral,  now  the  Venvoy. 

Moth.  I  will  add  the  Venvoy ,  fay  the  moral  again. 

Armad.  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  ftill  at  odds,  being  but  three. 


Moth. 
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Arm.  I  give  thee  thy  liberty,  fet  thee  from  durance,  and  in 
lieu  thereof  impofe  on  thee  nothing  but  this  ->  bear  this  figni- 
ficant  to  the  country-maid  Jaquenetta  j  there  is  remuneration, 
for  the  bed  ward  of  mine  honours  is  rewarding  my  dependants. 
Moth,  follow.   [Exit. 

Moth.  Like  the  fequel  I.    Signior  Cojlard  adieu.  [Exit. 

Coft.  My  fweet  ounce  of  man's  flefh,  my  in-cony  Jew :  now 
will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.  Remuneration,  O,  that's  the 
latin  word  for  three  farthings :  three  farthings  remuneration  : 
What's  the  price  of  this  incle  ?  a  penny.  No,  I'll  give  you  a  re- 
muneration :  why  ?  it  carries  its  remuneration  :  why  ?  it  is  a  fai- 
rer name  than  a  French-crown.  I  will  never  buy  and  fell  out  of 
this  word. 

Moth.  Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door, 
And  ftay'd  the  odds  by  adding  four. 

A  good  Venvoy,  ending  in  the  goofe  >  would  you  defire  more  ? 

Coft.  The  boy  hath  fold  him  a  bargain  j  a  goofe,  that's  flat  j 
Sir,  your  penny-worth  is  good,  an  your  goofe  be  fat. 
To  fell  a  bargain  well  is  as  cunning  as  fait  and  loofe. 
Let  me  fee  a  fat  Venvoy^  I  that's  a  fat  goofe. 

Arm  Come  hither,  come  hither  > 
How  did  this  argument  begin? 

Moth.  By  faying  that  a  Coftard  was  broken  in  a  Ihin. 
Then  call'd  you  fur  a  Venvoy. 

Coft.  True,  and  I  for  a  plantanj 
Thus  came  your  argument  in  j 

Then  the  boy's  fat  Venvoy,  the  goofe  that  you  bought, 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

Arm.  But  tell  me  j  how  was  there  a  Coftard  broken  in  a  fhin  ? 

Moth.  I  will  tell  you  fenfibly. 

Coft.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it,  Moth, 
I  will  fpeak  that  Venvoy. 
I  Coftard  running  out,  that  was  fafely  within, 
Fell  over  the  threlhold,  and  broke  my  fhin. 

Arm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 

Coft.  'Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  fliin. 

Arm.  Sirrah,  Coftard,  I  will  infranchife  thee. 

Coft.  O  marry  me  to  one  Francis,  I  fmell  fome  Venvoy,  fome  goofe  in  this. 
Arm.  By  my  fweet  foul  I  mean  fetting  thee  at  liberty.   Enfreedoming  thy  per- 
fon-,  thou  wert  immur'd,  reftrained,  captivated,  bound. 

Coft.  True,  true,  and  now  you  will  be  my  purgation,  and  let  me  loofe. 
Arm.  I  give,  &?f. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Biron., 

Biron.  O  my  good  knave  Coflard,  exceedingly  well  met. 

Cofi.  Pray  you  Sir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon  may  a  man 
buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

Biron.  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Coft.  Marry  Sir,  half-penny  farthing. 

Biron.  O,  why  then  three  farthings  worth  of  filk. 

Coft.  I  thank  your  wormip,  God  be  with  you. 

Biron.  O  (lay  (lave,  I  rauft  employ  thee : 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  my  good  knave, 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  (hall  intreat. 

Coft.  When  would  you  have  it  done,  Sir  ? 

Biron.  O  this  afternoon. 

Coft.  Well,  I  will  do  it  Sir :  fare  you  well. 

Biron.  O  thou  knoweft  not  what  it  is. 

Coft.  I  mail  know,  Sir,  when  I  have  done  it. 

Biron.  Why  villain,  thou  rauft  know  firft. 

Coft.  I  will  come  to  your  worfliip  to-morrow  morning. 

Biron.  It  muft  be  done  this  afternoon. 
Hark  flave,  it  is  but  this  : 
The  Princefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park  : 
And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady  ,• 
When  tongues  fpeak  fweetly,  then  they  name  her  name, 
And  Rofaline  they  call  her  ,•  ask  for  her, 
And  to  her  white  hand  fee  thou  do  commend 
This  feal'd  up  counfel.    There's  thy  guerdon  ;  go. 

Coft.  Guerdon,  O  fweet  guerdon,  better  than  remuneration, 
eleven  pence  farthing  better :  mod  fweet  guerdon.  I  will  do  it, 
Sir,  in  print.  Guerdon,  remuneration.  [Exit. 

Biron.  O!  and  I  forfcoth  in  love, 
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I  that  have  been  love's  whip  ,• 

A  very  beadle  to  a  humorous  figh : 

A  critick  ,•  nay,  a  night-watch  con  liable^ 

A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy, 

Than  whom  no  mortal  more  magnificent. 

This  whimpled,  whining,  purblind  wayward  boy, 

This  Signior  Junto,  giant  dwarf,  Dan  Cuptdy 

Regent  of  love-rimes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 

Th'  anointed  Soveraign  of  fighs  and  groans : 

Leige  of  all  loyterers  and  malecontents : 

Dread  Prince  of  plackets,  King  of  codpieces. 

Sole  imperator,  and  great  general 

Of  trotting  parators  (O  my  little  heart 

And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  field, 

And  wear  his  colours  like  a  tumbler's  hoop ! 

What  ?  I  love !  I  fue  ?  I  feek  a  wife, 

A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  clock, 

Still  a  repairing  }-  ever  out  of  frame, 

And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch, 

But  being  watch'd,  that  it  may  ftill  go  right. 

Nay  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worft  of  all  : 

And  among  three,  to  love  the  worft  of  all, 

A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow, 

With  two  pitch  balls  ftuck  in  her  face  for  eyes, 

Ay,  and  by  heav'n,  one  that  will  do  the  deed, 

Tho1  Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard  j 

And  I  to  figh  for  her !  to  watch  for  her ! 

To  pray  for  her !  go  too  :  it  is  a  plague 

That  Cupid  will  impofe  for  my  neglect 

Of  his  almighty,  dreadful,  little,  might. 

Well  I  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,  fue  and  groan 

Some  men  mud  love  my  lady,  and  fome  Joan. 
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ACT  IV.   SCENE  t 

A  Pavilion  m  the  Park  near  the  Palace. 

Enter  the  Przncefs,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catherine,  Lords,  At* 
tendants,  and  a  For  eft  er. 

Princess. 

Kit  A  S  that  the  King  that  fpur'd  his  horfe  fo  hard 
Againft  the  fteep  uprifing  of  the  hill  ? 
Boyet.  I  know  not,  but  I  think  it  was  not  he. 
Prm.  Who  e'er  he  was,  he  fhew'd  a  mounting 
mind. 

Well  lords,  to-day  we  fhall  have  our  difpatch, 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. 
Then  Forefter,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bum 
That  we  muft  ftand  and  play  the  murtherer  in  ? 

For.  Hereby  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice, 
A  ftand  where  you  may  make  the  faireft  moot.  * 


F/ntcr 


#i  the  faireft  fhoot. 

Prin.  I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair  that  fhoot, 
And  thereupon  thou  fpeak'ft  the  faireft  fhoot. 

For.  Pardon  me,  madam,  for  I  meant  not  fo. 

Prin.  What,  what?  firft  praife  me,  then  again  lay  no, 
O  fliort-liv'd  pride!  not. lair?  alack  for  wo! 

For.  Yes  madam,  fair. 

Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now, 
Where  fair  is  not,  praife  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here,  good  my  glals,  take  this  for  telling  true* 
Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 

For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  you  inherit. 

Prin.  See,  fee,  my  beauty  will  be  fav'd  by  merit. 
O  herefie  in  fair,  fit  for  thefe  days, 
A  giv  ing  hand,  though  foul,  fhall  have  fair  praife. 
But  come,  the  bow  j  now  mercy  goes  to  kill, 
And  Ihooting  well,  is  then  accounted  ill. 


Thus 
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Enter  Coftard. 
Boyct.  Here  comes  a  member  of  the  common-wealth.* 
Cofi.  I  have  a  letter  from  Monfieur  Biron,  to  one  lady  Rofaline.- 


3Y  heaven,  that  thou  art  fair,  is  moft  infallible  ,•  true  that 
thou  art  beauteous  truth  it  felf  that  thou  art  lovely  5  more 

Thus  will  I  fave  my  credit  in  the  moot, 

Not  wounding,  pity  would  not  let  me  do't : 

If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  Ihew  my  skill, 

That  more  for  praife  than  purpofe  meant  to  kill. 

And  out  of  queftion,  fo  it  is  fometimes, 

Glory  grows  guilty  of  detefted  crimes, 

When  for  fame's  fake,  for  praife,  an  outward  part, 

We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart. 

As  I  for  praife  alone  now  feek  to  fpill 

The  poor  deer's  blood,  that  my  heart  means  no  ill. 

Boyet.  Do  not  curft  wives  hold  that  felf-foveraignty 
Only  for  praife  fake,  when  they  ftrive  to  be 
Lords  o'er  their  lords  ? 

Prin.  Only  for  praife,  and  praife  we  may  afford 
To  any  lady  that  fubdues  her  lord. 
Enter  Coftard. 

*  ■  common- wealth. 

Cofi.  God  dig-you-den  all,  pray  you  which  is  the  head  lady? 
Prin.  Thou  malt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  reft  that  have  no  heads. 
Cofi.  Which  is  the  greateft  lady,  the  higheft? 
Prin.  The  thickeft  and  the  talleft. 
Cofi.  The  thickeft  and  the  talleft?  it  is  fo,  truth  is  truth. 
An  your  wafte,  miftrefs,  were  as  (lender  as  my  wit, 
One  a  thefe  maids  girdles  for  your  wafte  mould  be  fit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman  ?  you  are  the  thickeft  here. 


Prin.  We  will  read  it,  I  fwear. 
Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  ear. 


fairer 


1^4  LoveV  Labour's  loft. 

fairer  than  fair,  beautiful  than  beauteous,  truer  than  truth  it 
felf;  have  commiferation  on  thy  heroical  vaflal.  The  magna- 
nimous and  moft  illuftrate  King  Cophetua  fet  eye  upon  the  per- 
nicious and  indubitate  beggar  Zenelophon-,  and  he  it  was  that 
might  rightly  fay,  veni,  vidi,  vici;  which  to  anatomize  in  the 
vulgar,  (O  bafe  and  obfcure  vulgar !)  videlicet,  he  came,  faw  and 
overcame ;  he  came  one,  faw  two,  overcame  three.  Who  came  ? 
the  King.  Why  did  he  come  ?  to  fee.  Why  did  he  fee  ?  to  over- 
come. To  whom  came  he?  to  the  beggar.  What  faw  he?  the 
beggar.  Who  overcame  he?  the  beggar.  The  conclufion  is 
vi&ory  •  on  whofe  fide?  the  King's;  the  captive  is  inrich'd: 
on  whofe  fide  ?  the  beggar's.  The  cataftrophe  is  a  nuptial :  on 
whole  fide  ?  the  King's  ?  no,  on  both  in  one,  or  one  in  both  : 
I  am  the  King,  (for  lb  ftands  the  comparifon)  thou  the  beg- 
gar, for  fo  witneffeth  thy  lowlinels.  Shall  I  command  thy  love  ? 
I  may.  Shall  I  enforce  thy  love  ?  I  could.  Shall  I  entreat  thy 
love  ?  I  will.  What  malt  thou  exchange  for  rags  ?  robes  •>  for 
tittles  ?  titles  for  thy  felf  ?  me.  Thus  expecting  thy  reply,  I 
prophane  my  lips  on  thy  foot,  my  eyes  on  thy  picture,  and 
my  heart  on  thy  every  part. 

Thine  in  the  dearefi  defign  of  induftry, 

Don  Adriana  de  Armado, 

Thus  dolt  thou  hear  the  Nemean  lion  roar 

'Gainft  thee  thou  lamb,  that  rtandeft  as  his  prey  ? 
Submirnve  fall  his  princely  feet  before, 

And  he  from  forage  will  incline  to  play. 
But  if  thou  ftrive  (poor  foul)  what  art  thou  then  ? 
Food  for  his  rage,  repafture  for  his  den. 

Prin.  What  plume  of  feathers  is  he  that  indited  this  letter? 
What  vane?  what  weathercock?  did  you  ever  hear  better? 

Boyet.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the  ftile. 

Prin.  Elfe  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  ere  while. 

Boyet. 
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Boyet.  This  Armado  is  a  Spaniard  that  keeps  here  in  court, 
A  phantafme,  a  monarcho,  and  one  that  makes  fport 
To  the  Prince  and  his  book-mates. 

Prin.  Thou  fellow,  a  word. 
Who  gave  thee  this  letter  ? 

Coft.  I  told  you,  my  lord. 

Prin.  To  whom  fhould'ft  thou  give  it  ? 

Coft.  From  my  lord  to  my  lady. 

Prin.  From  which  lord  to  which  lady? 

Coft.  From  my  lord  Berown,  a  good  matter  of  mine. 
To  a  lady  of  France  that  he  call'd  Rofaline. 

Prin.  Thou  haft  miftaken  his  letter.    Come  lords  away. 
Here  fweet,  put  up  this,  'twill  be  thine  another  day.  *  [Exe. 

SCENE 

*  —  another  day. 

Boyet.  Who  is  the  mooter?  who  is  the  fhooter? 

Rofa.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know? 

Boyet.  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 

Rofa.  Why  fhe  that  bears  the  bow.   Finely  put  off. 

Boyet.  My  lady  goes  to  kill  horns,  but  if  thou  marry, 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  mifcarry. 
Finely  put  on. 

Rofa.  Well  then,  I  am  the  mooter. 

Boyet.  And  who  is  your  Deer  ? 

Rofa.  If  we  chufe  by  horns,  your  felfj  come  not  near. 
Finely  put  on  indeed. 

Mar.  You  ftill  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet,  and  me  ftrikes  at  the  brow. 

Boyet.  But  me  her  felf  is  hit  lower.    Have  I  hit  her  now  ? 

Rofa.  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  faying,  that  was  a  man  when  King 
Pippin  of  France  was  a  little  boy,  as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Boyet.  So  I  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  as  old,  that  was  a  woman  when  Queen 
Guinover  of  Britain  was  a  little  wench,  as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Rofa.  Thou  can'ft  not  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it. 
Thou  can'ft  not  hit  it,  my  good  man. 

Boyet.  I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot. 
And  I  cannot,  another  can.  [Exit  Rofa. 

#0/?.  By  my  troth  moft  pleafant,  how  both  did  fit  it. 

Mar.  A  mark  marvellous  well  lhot  y  for  they  both  did  hit  it. 

Boyet.  A  mark,  O  mark  but  that  mark !  a  mark,  fays  my  lady. 
Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  in't,  to  meet  at,  if  it  may  be. 

Mar.  Wide  o'th'  bow  hand,  i'faith  your  hand  is  out. 

Coji.  Indeed  a'  muft  moot  nearer,  or  he'll  ne'er  hit  the  clout. 

Boyet.  And  if  my  hand  be  out,  then  belike  your  hand  is  in. 

Coft.  Then  will  Ihe  get  the  upmot  by  cleaving  the  pin. 

Mar.  Come,  come,  you  talk  greafily,  your  lips  grow  foul. 

Ccfi. 
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SCENE  II. 

[Shoot  within.  ] 

Enter  Dull,  Holofernes,  and  Nathaniel. 

Nath.  T7ERY  reverent  fport  truly,  and  done  in  the  tefti- 
r  mony  of  a  good  confeience. 
Hoi.  The  deer  was  (as  you  know)  fanguis  in  blood,  ripe  as 
a  pomwater,  who  now  hangeth  like  a  jewel  in  the  ear  of  Coelo 
the  sky, '  the  welkin,  the  heav'n,  and  anon  falleth  like  a  crab 
on  the  face  of  Terra,  the  foil,  the  land,  the  earth. 

Nath.,  Truly  mailer  Holofernes,  the  epithets  are  fweetly  va- 
ried like  a  fcholar  at  the  lead :  but,  Sir,  I  affure  ye,  it  was  a 
buck  of  the  firft  head. 

Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel,  hand  credo. 
Dull.  'Twas  not  a  haud  credo,  'twas  a  pricket. 
Hoi.  Moft  barbarous  intimation ;  yet  a  kind  of  infinuation, 
as  it  were  in  via,  in  way  of  explication  facere,  as  it  were  repli- 
cation, or  rather  oftentare,  to  mow  as  it  were  his  inclination 
after  his  undreffed,  unpolimed,  uneducated,  unpruned,  untrain- 
ed, or  rather  unlettered,  or  rathereft  unconfirmed  famion,  to 
infert  again  my  haud  credo  for  a  deer. 

Dull.  I  faid  the  deer  was  not  a  haud  credo,  'twas  a  pricket. 
Hoi.  Twice  fod  fimplicity,  bis  coBus  •  O  thou  monfter  ig- 
norance, how  deformed  doft  thou  look  ? 

Nath. 

Coft.  She's  too  hard  for  you  at  pricks,  Sir,  challenge  her  to  bowl, 

Boyet.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing  j  good  night,  my  good  owl. 

Coft.  By  my  foul  a  fwain,  a  moft  fimple  clown.  * 

Lord,  Lord !  how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down. 

O'  my  troth  moft  fweet  jefts,  moft  incony  vulgar  wit, 

When  it  comes  fo  fmoothly  off,  fo  obfeenely,  as  it  were,  fo  flfc: 

Jlrmado  o'th'  one  fide,  O  a  moft  dainty  man. 

To  Ice  him  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  fan. 

To  fee  him  kifs  his  hand,  and  how  moft  fweetly  he  will  fwear: 

And  his  page  o'  t'other  fide,  that  handful  of  wit, 

Ah  heav'ns!  it  is  a  moft  pathetical  nit. 

Sowla,  fowla!  [ExeunL 
SCENE  II. 
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Nath.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  on  the  dainties  that  are  bred 
in  a  book.  He  hath  not  eat  paper  as  it  were  j  he  hath  not 
drunk  ink.  His  intellect  is  not  replenished.  He  is  only  an  ani- 
mal, only  fenfible  in  the  duller  parts ;  and  fuch  barren  plants 
are  fet  before  us,  that  we  thankful  lhould  be ;  which  we  tafte, 
and  feeling,  are  for  thofe  parts  that  do  fructifie  in  us  more 
than  he. 

For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indifcrcet,  or  a  fool  • 
So  were  there  a  patch  fet  on  learning,  to  fee  him  in  a  fchool. 
But  omne  bene  fay  I,  being  of  an  old  father's  mind, 
Manv  can  brook  the  weather,  that  love  not  the  wind. 

Dull.  You  two  are  book-men;  can  you  tell  by  your  wit, 
What  was  a  month  old  at  Cam's  birth,  that's  not  five  weeks  old 
as  yet  ? 

HoL  D'iBtnna  good-man  Dull,  D  'tB'mna  good-man  Dull, 
Dull.  What  is  D'iBmna  1 

Nath.  A  title  to  Phebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  Moon. 

Hoi.  The  moon  was  a  month  old  when  Adam  was  no  more. 
And  rought  not  to  five  weeks  when  he  came  to  fivefcore. 
Th'allufion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  5Tis  true  indeed,  the  collufion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

Hoi.  God  comfort  thy  capacity,  I  fay  the  allufion  holds  in 
the  exchange. 

Dull.  And  I  fay  the  pollution  holds  in  the  exchange,-  for 
the  moon  is  never  but  a  month  old ;  and  I  fay  befide  that  'twas 
a  pricket  that  the  Princefs  kill'd. 

HoL  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  you  hear  an  extemporal  epitaph  on 
the  death  of  the  deer,  and  to  humour  the  ignorant,  I  have 
call'd  the  deer  the  Prince/s  kill'd,  a  pricket. 

Nath.  Perge  good  matter  H ok  femes,  perge,  fo  it  {hall  pleafe 
you  to  abrogate  fcurrility. 

Hoi.  I  will  fomething  affect  the  letter,  for  it  argues  facility. 

The 
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The praifeful  Pr'mcefs pierced  and  prich 

A  pretty  pleafing  pricket. 
Some  fay  a  fore,  but  not  a  fore, 

'Till  now  made  fore  with  /hooting. 
The  dogs  did  yell,  put  L  to  fire, 

Then  fireljumpt  from  thicket  ; 
Or  pricket-fore,  or  elfe  for  el, 

The  people  fall  a  hooting. 
If  fore  be  fore,  then  L  to  fore, 

Makes  fifty  fores,  0  for  el  f 
Of  one  fore  I  an  hundred  make, 

By  adding  but  one  more  L. 

Nath,  A  rare  talent! 

Dull  If  a  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claws  him  with  a 

talent. 

HoL  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  fimple,  fimple,-  a  foolifh 
extravagant  fpirit,  full  of  forms,  figures,  Ihapes,  obje&s,  ideas, 
apprehenfions,  motions,  revolutions.  Thefe  are  begot  in  the 
ventricle  of  memory,  nourifh'd  in  the  womb  of  pia  mater,  and 
deliver'd  upon  the  mellowing  of  occafion ;  but  the  gift  is  good 
in  thofe  in  whom  it  is  acute,  and  I  am  thankful  for  it. 

Nath.  Sir,  I  praife  the  lord  for  you,  and  fo  may  my  parifhi- 
oners,  for  their  fons  are  well  tutor'd  by  you,  and  their  daugh- 
ters profit  very  greatly  under  you  you  are  a  good  member  of 
the  common-wealth. 

HoL  Mehercle,  if  their  fons  be  ingenuous,  they  mail  want 
no  inftrudion  :  if  their  daughters  be  capable,  I  will  put  it  to 
them.  But  vir  fapit,  qui  pane  a  loquitur  $  a  foul  feminine  falu- 
teth  us. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Jaquenetta  and  Coflrard. 

Jaq.  God  give  you  good  morrow,  mafter  par  fori.  * 
Good  mafter  parfon  be  fo  good  as  read  me  this  letter ;  it  was 
given  me  by  Coftard,  and  fent  me  from  Don  Armatho.    I  be- 
feech  you  read  it. 

Nath.  Faufte  pre  cor  gelida  quando  pecus  omne  fub  umbra  ru- 
niinat^  and  lb  forth.  Ah  good  old  Mantuan,  I  may  fpeak  of 
thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Venice  ;  Venechi,  venache  a,  qui 
non  te  vide,  i  non  te  piaech.  Old  Mantuan,  old  Mantuan. 
Who  underftandeth  thee  not,  loves  thee  not.  ut  re  fol  la  mi  fa. 

Hoi.  Under  pardon  Sir,  what  are  the  contents  ?  or  rather, 
as  Horace  fays  in  his :  What !  my  foul  /  verfes  I 

Nath.  Ay  Sir,  and  very  learned. 

Hoi.  Let  me  hear  a  ftaff,  a  ftanza,  a  verfe  $  Lege  Domine. 
Nath.  If  love  make  me  forfworn,  how  fhall  I  fwear  to  love  ? 

Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vow'd  ,• 
Though  to  my  felf  forfworn,  to  thee  I'll  faithful  prove, 

Thofe  thoughts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like  ofiers 
bow'd. 

Study  his  biafs  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes ; 

Where  all  thofe  pleafures  live,  that  art  would  comprehend : 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  mall  fuffice, 

Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee  commend. 

*— — v  mafter  parfon. 

Hoi.  Mafter  parfon,  quafi  perfon.    And  if  one  fhould  be  pierc'd,  which  is  the 
one? 

Coft.  Marry  mafter  fchool-  mafter,  he  that  is  likeft  to  a  hogfliead. 
Hoi.  Of  piercing  a  hogfhead,  a  good  clufter  of  conceit  in  a  turf  of  earth,  fire 
enough  for  a  flint,  pearl  enough  for  a  fwine :  'Tis  pretty,  it  is  well. 
Jaq.  Good  mafter,  &c. 
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All  ignorant  that  Soul,  that  fees  thee  without  wonder : 

Which  is  to  me  fbme  praife,  that  I  thy  parts  admire,* 
Thy  eye  Jove's  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  is  dreadful  thun- 
der ; 

Which  not  to  anger  bent,  is  mufick,  and  fweet  fire. 

Celeftial  as  thou  art,  Oh  pardon,  love,  this  wrong, 

That  lings  heav'ns  praife  with  fiich  an  earthly  tongue. 

HoL  You  find  not  the  Apofirophes,  and  fo  mifi  the  accent. 
Let  me  fupervife  the  cangenet. 

Nath.  Here  are  only  numbers  ratify'd,  but  for  the  elegancy, 
facility,  and  golden  cadence  of  poefie  caret :  Ovidms  Nafo  was 
the  man.  And  why  indeed  Nafoy  but  for  fmelling  out  the 
odoriferous  flowers  of  fancy  ?  the  jerks  of  invention  imitary  is 
nothing :  fo  doth  the  hound  his  mafter,  the  ape  his  keeper, 
the  tir'd  horfe  his  rider :  But  Damo fella  Virgin,  was  this  direct- 
ed to  you? 

Jaq.  Ay  Sir,  from  one  Monfieur  Biron,  one  of  the  ftrange 
Queen's  lords. 

Nath.  I  will  overglance  the  fuperfcript.  To  the  fnow-white 
hand  of  the  mofl  beauteous  lady  Rofaline.  I  will  look  again  on 
the  intellect  of  the  letter,  for  the  nomination  of  the  party 
writing,  to  the  perfbn  written  unto. 

Tour  Ladyfhip's  m  all  defir'd  employment,  Biron. 

Dull.  Sir  Holofernes,  this  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries  with 
the  King,  and  here  he  hath  fram'd  a  letter  to  a  fequent  of 
the  ftranger  Queen's,  which  accidentally  or  by  the  way  of 
progreflion  hath  mifcarry'd.  Trip  and  go  my  fweet;  deliver 
this  paper  into  the  hand  of  the  King  j  it  may  concern  much 
(by  not  thy  complement ;  I  forgive  thy  duty :  adieu. 

Jaq.  Good  Cofiard  go  with  me.     Sir,  God  fave  your  life. 

Cofi.  Have  with  thee,  my  girl.  [Exe.  Coll.  and  Jaq. 

•  Nath. 


LoveV  Labour's  loft.  131 

Nath.  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God,  very  re- 
ligioufly :  and  as  a  certain  father  faith  

Hoi.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  do  fear  colourable 
colours.  But  to  return  to  the  verfes :  did  they  pleafe  you,  Sir 
Nathaniel? 

Nath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

Hoi.  I  do  dine  to-day  at  the  father's  of  a  certain  pupil  of 
mine ;  where  if  (being  repaft)  it  lhall  pleafe  you  to  gratifie  the 
table  with  a  grace :  I  will  on  my  privilege  I  have  with  the  pa- 
rents of  the  aforefaid  child  or  pupil,  undertake  your  ben  venuto, 
where  will  I  prove  thofe  verfes  to  be  very  unlearned,  neither 
favouring  of  poetry,  wit  or  invention.    I  befeech  your  fociety. 

Nath.  And  thank  you  too :  for  fociety  (faith  the  text)  is  the 
happinefs  of  life. 

Hoi.  And  certes  the  text  moll  infallibly  concludes  it.  Sir, 
I  do  invite  you  too ;  you  fhall  not  fay  me  nay :  Pauca  verba. 
Away,  the  gentles  are  at  their  game,  and  we  will  to  our  re- 
creation. [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Biron  with  a  paper  in  bis  hand,  alone. 

Biron.  The  King  is  hunting  the  deer,  I  am  courfing  my 
felf.  They  have  pitcht  a  toil,  I  am  toiling  in  a  pitch  ,  pitch, 
that  defiles ;  defile,  a  foul  word :  well,  fet  thee  down  forrow ;  for 
fo  they  fay  the  fool  faid,  and  fo  fay  I,  and  I  the  fool.  Well 
prov'd  wit.  By  the  Lord  this  love  is  as  mad  as  Ajax,  it  kills 
fheep,  it  kills  me,  I  a  fheep.  Well  prov'd  again  on  my  fide. 
I  will  not  love  j  if  I  do,  hang  me ;  i'  faith  I  will  not.  O  but 
her  eye:  by  this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would  not  love,-  yes, 
for  her  two  eyes.  Well  I  do  nothing  in  the  world  but  lie, 
and  lie  in  my  throat.  By  heaven  I  do  love,  and  it  hath  taught 
me  to  rhime,  and  to  be  melancholy  ,•  and  here  is  part  of  my 

R  2  rhime, 
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rhime,  and  here  my  melancholy.  Well  (he  hath  one  o'  my 
fonnets  already ;  the  clown  bore  it,  the  fool  fent  it,  and  the 
lady  hath  it :  fweet  clown,  fweeter  fool,  fweeteft  lady !  by  the 
world,  I  would  not  care  a  pin  if  the  other  three  were  in. 
Here  comes  one  with  a  paper,  God  give  him  grace  to  groan. 

[he  fiands  afide* 

Enter  the  King, 

King.  Ay  me ! 

Biron.  Shot,  by  heav'n!  proceed,  fweet  Cupid ;  thou  haft 
thumpt  him  with  thy  bird-bolt  under  the  left  pap :  in  faith 

fecrets. 

King.  So  fweet  a  kifs  the  golden  fun  gives  not 
To  thofe  frefh  morning  drops  upon  the  rofe, 
As  thy  eye-beams,  when  their  frefh  rays  have  fmote 

The  night  of  dew  that  on  my  cheeks  down  flows  $ 
Nor  mines  the  filver  moon  one  half  io  bright, 

Through  the  tranfparent  bofcm  of  the  deep, 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light  $ 

Thou  Ihin'ft  in  every  tear  that  I  do  weep  5 
No  drop,  but  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee, 

So  rideft  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe. 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  fwell  in  me, 

And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  will  mew ; 
But  do  not  love  thy  felf,  then  thou  wilt  keep 
My  tears  for  glafles,  and  ftill  make  me  weep. 
O  Queen  of  Queens,  how  far  doft  thou  excel! 
No  thought  can  think,  nor  tongue  of  mortal  tell. 
How  mall  me  know  my  griefs  ?  I'll  drop  the  paper  $ 
Sweet  leaves  made  folly.    Who  is  he  comes  here? 

[the  King  fieps  aftde* 

Enter  Longaville. 
What!  Longaville  \  and  reading!  liften  ear. 

Biron.  Now  in  thy  likenefs  one  more  fool  appears. 

Long. 
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Long,  Ay  me,  I  am  forfworn. 

Biron.  Why  he  comes  in  like  a  perjur'd,  wearing  papers. 

King,  In  love  I  hope,  fweet  fellow/hip  in  fhame. 

Biron.  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name. 

Long.  Am  I  the  firft  that  have  been  perjur'd  fo  ? 

Biron.  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort :  not  by  two  that  I  know  f 
Thou  mak'ft  the  triumviry,  the  three  corner-cap  of  fociety, 
The  fhape  of  love's  Tyburn,  that  hangs  up  simplicity. 

Long.  I  fear  thefe  ftubborn  lines  lack  power  to  move : 
O  fweet  Maria,  Emprefs  of  my  love. 
Thefe  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  prole. 

Biron.  O  rhimes  are  guards  on  wanton  Cupid's  hole : 
Disfigure  not  his  mop. 

Long.  This  fame  mail  go.  [he  reads  the  fonnet. 

Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetor'tck  of  thine  eye, 

('Gainfi  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument) 
Perfwade  my  heart  to  this  falfe  perjury  ? 

Vows  for  thee  broke  deferve  not  punifhment : 
A  woman  I  for/wore,  but  I  will  prove, 

Thou  being  a  goddefs,  I  for/wore  not  thee. 
My  vow  was  earthy,  thou  a  heavenly  love : 

Thy  grace  being  gained,  cures  all  dif grace  in  me. 
Vows  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is : 

Then  thou  fair  fun,  which  on  my  earth  dofi  Jhine, 
Exhal'fi  this  vapour-vow ;  in  thee  it  is ; 

If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine  $ 
.  If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  fo  wife 
To  lofe  an  oath  to  win  a  paradife  ? 

Biron.  This  is  the  liver-vein,  which  makes  flefh  a  deity : 
A  green  goofe  a  goddefs :  pure,  pure  idolatry. 
God  amend  us,  God  amend,  we  are  much  out  o'th'  way, 

Enter 
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Enter  Dumain. 

Long.  By  whom  mall  I  fend  this!  (company?)  ftay. 

Biron.  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play  ; 
Like  a  demy  God,  here  fit  I  in  the  sky  : 
And  wretched  fools  fecrets  headfully  o'er-eye : 
More  facks  to  the  mill !  O  heav'ns  I  have  my  wifli, 
Dumain  transform' d ;  four  woodcocks  in  a  dim. 

Dum.  O  mod  divine  Kate  / 

Biron.  O  moft  prophane  coxcomb!  [afidet 

Dum.  By  heav'n  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye ! 

Biron.  By  earth  me  is  not ;  corporal,  there  you  lie.  [aftde. 

Dum.  Her  amber  hairs  for  foul  have  amber  coted. 

Biron.  An  amber-colour'd  raven  was  well  noted.  \afide. 

Dum.  As  upright  as  the  cedar. 

Biron.  Stoop  I  fay,  her  moulder  is  with  child.  [afide. 
Dum.  As  fair  as  day. 

Biron.  Ay  as  fome  days ;  but  then  no  fan  muft  mine,  [afide. 
Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  wifh ! 

Long.  And  I  had  mine.  [aftde. 

King.  And  mine  too,  good  Lord.  [afide. 

Biron.  Amen,  fo  I  had  mine.  Is  not  that  a  good  word  ?  [a/ide. 

Dum.  I  would  forget  her,  but  a  fever  me 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remembred  be. 

Biron.  A  fever  in  your  blood!  why  then  incifion 
Would  let  her  out  in  fawcers,  fweet  mifprifion.  [afide. 

Dum.  Once  more  I'll  read  the  ode  that  I  have  writ. 

Biron.  Once  more  I'll  mark  how  love  can  vary  wit.  [afide. 

Dumain  reads  his  fonnet. 

On  a  day,  alack  the  day/ 
Love,  whofe  month  is  ever  May, 
Spy'd  a  blojfom  pajfingfair, 
Playing  in  the  wanton  air: 

Through 
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Through  the  velvet  leaves,  the  wind, 

All  unfeen,  can  paffage  find. 

That  the  lover  fick  to  death, 

Wijtid  himfelf  the  heav'n's  breath. 

Atr  (quoth  he)  thy  cheeks  may  blow, 

Air,  would  I  might  triumph  fo. 

But  alack  my  hand  is  /worn, 

Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn : 

Vow  alack  for  youth  unmeet, 

Youth  fo  apt  to  pluck  a  fweet. 

Do  not  call  it  fin  in  me, 

That  I  am  forfworn  for  thee. 

Thou  for  whom  ev*n  Jove  would  fwtar 

Juno  but  an  Ethiope  were, 

And  deny  himfelf  for  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. 

This  will  I  fend,  and  fbmething  elfe  more  plain, 

That  {hall  exprefs  my  true  love's  fafting  pain : 

O  would  the  Kmg,  Biron  and  Longaville, 

Were  lovers  too :  ill  to  example  ill 

Would  from  my  forehead  wipe  a  perjur'd  note : 

For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  do  dote. 

Long.  Dumain,  thy  love  is  far  from  charity, 
That  in  love's  grief  defir'ft  fociety  :  [coming  forward. 

You  may  look  pale,  but  I  mould  blufh  I  know, 
To  be  o'er-heard,  and  taken  napping  fo. 

King.  Come,  Sir,  you  blufh;  as  his,  your  cafe  is  fuch, 

[coming  forward. 

You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much. 
You  do  not  love  Maria?  Longaville 
Did  never  fonnet  for  her  fake  compile, 

Nor 
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Nor  never  lay'd  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 
His  loving  bofom,  to  keep  down  his  heart  ? 
I  have  been  clofely  fhrowded  in  this  bum 
And  markt  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blufh. 
I  heard  your  guilty  rhimes,  obferv'd  your  fafhion  -y 
Saw  flghs  reek  from  you,  noted  well  your  paflion. 
Ay  me !  fays  one  ,•  O  Jove  f  the  other  cries  $ 
Her  hairs  were  gold,  chryftal  the  other's  eyes. 
You  would  for  paradife  break  faith  and  troth, 
And  Jove  for  your  love  would  infringe  an  oath. 
What  will  Biron  fay,  when  that  he  fhall  hear 
A  faith  infringed,  which  fuch  zeal  did  fwear? 
How  will  he  fcorn  ?  how  will  he  fpend  his  wit? 
How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it  ? 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  fee, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  fb  much  by  me. 
Biron.  Now  ftep  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrifie. 

Ah  good  my  Liege,  I  pray  thee  pardon  me.    \Commg  forward. 

Good  heart,  what  grace  haft  thou  thus  to  reprove 

Thefe  worms  for  loving,  that  art  moft  in  love  ? 

Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  in  your  tears, 

There  is  no  certain  Princefs  that  appears  ? 

You'll  not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hateful  thing; 

Turn  j  none  but  minftrels  like  of  fbnnetting. 

But  are  you  not  aftiam'd  ?  nay,  are  you  not 

All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'er-fhot  ? 

You  found  his  mote,  the  King  your  mote  did  fee : 

But  I  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 

O  what  a  Icene  of  fool'ry  have  I  feen, 

Of  fighs,  of  groans,  of  forrow,  and  of  teen  ? 

O  me,  with  what  ftricl:  patience  have  I  fat, 

To  fee  a  King  transformed  to  a  gnat? 

To 
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To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gigg, 
And  profound  Solomon  tuning  a jygg? 
And  Neftor  play  at  pufh-pin  with  the  boys, 
And  Critick  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toys. 
Where  lyes  thy  grief?  O  tell  me  good  Dumain ; 
And  gentle  Longaville,  where  lyes  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  Liege's  I  all  about  the  bread. 
A  caudle  hoa! 

King.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jeft. 
Are  we  betray'd  thus  to  thy  over-view  ? 

Biron.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betray'd  to  you. 
I  that  am  honeft,  I  that  hold  it  fin 
To  break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in. 
I  am  betray'd  by  keeping  company 
With  men,  like  men  of  ftrange  inconftancy. 
When  (hall  you  fee  me  write  a  thing  in  rhime? 
Or  groan  for  Joan  ?  or  fpend  a  minute's  time 
In  pruning  me  ?  when  (hall  you  hear  that  I 
Will  praife  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  an  eye, 
A  gate,  a  ftate,  a  brow,  a  bread,  a  wafte, 
A  leg,  a  limb  ? 

King.  Soft,  whither  away  fo  faft? 
A  true  man  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  fo. 

Biron.  I  poft  from  love,  good  lover  let  me  go. 

Enter  Jaquenetta  and  Coftard. 

Jaq.  God  blefs  the  King. 
King.  What  prefent  haft  thou  there  ? 
Cofi.  Some  certain  treafbn. 
King.  What  makes  treafon  here  ? 
Cofi.  Nay  it  makes  nothing,  Sir. 
King.  If  it  mar  nothing  neither, 
The  treafon  and  you  go  in  peace  away  together. 
Vol.  II.  S 
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Jaq.  I  befeech  your  Grace,  let  this  letter  be  read, 
Our  parfon  mifdoubts  it :  it  was  treafon,  he  faid. 

King.  Biron,    read  it  over.  [He  reads  the  letter. 

Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 

Jaq.  Of  Cofiard. 

King.  Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 

Coft.  Of  Dun  Adramadio,  Dun  Adramadio. 

Ktng.  How  now,  what  is  in  you?  why  doft  thou  tear  it? 

Biron.  A  toy,  my  Liege,  a  toy :  your  Grace  needs  not  fear  it. 

Long.  It  did  move  him  to  paflion,  and  therefore  let's  hear  it. 

Dum.  It  is  Biron's  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 

Biron.  Ah  you  whorefbn  loggerhead,  you  were  born  to  do 
me  fhame. 

Guilty  my  lord,  guilty :  I  confefs,  I  confels. 
King.  What? 

Biron.  That  you  three  fools  lackt  me  fool  to  make  up  the 
mefs. 

He,  he  and  you  :  and  you  my  Liege,  and  I 
Are  pick-purfes  in  love,  and  we  deferve  to  die. 
O  difmifs  this  audience,  and  I  mall  tell  you  more. 

Dum.  Now  the  number  is  even. 

Biron.  True,  true,  we  are  four : 
Will  thefe  turtles  be  gone  ? 

King.  Hence  Sirs,  away. 

Coft.  Walk  afide  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  traitors  ftay. 
Biron.  Sweet  lords,  fvveet  lovers,  O  let  us  imbrace : 
As  true  we  are  as  flefh  and  blood  can  be. 
The  fea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heav'n  will  mew  his  face  : 

Young  blood  doth  not  obey  an  old  decree. 
We  cannot  crofs  the  caufe  why  we  were  born : 
Therefore  of  all  hands  mud  we  be  forfworn. 

King.  What,  did  thefe  rent  lines  mew  fome  love  of  thine? 
Biron.  Did  they,  quoth  you  ?  who  fees  the  heavenly  Ro- 
falme,  z  That 
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That  (like  a  rude  and  favage  man  of  Inde) 

At  the  firft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  eaft, 
Bows  not  his  vaflal  head,  and  ftrucken  blind, 

Kiffes  the  bafe  ground  with  obedient  breaft  ? 
What  peremptory  eagle-fighted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow, 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  Majefty? 

King.  What  zeal,  what  fury  hath  infpir'd  thee  now 
My  love  (her  miftrefs)  is  a  gracious  moon, 

She  fan  attending  ftar)  fcarce  feen  a  light. 
Biron.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Biron. 

O  but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night. 
Of  all  complexions  the  cull'd  Soveraignty, 

Do  meet  as  at  a  fair  in  her  fair  cheek ; 
Where  feveral  worthies  make  one  dignity, 

Where  nothing  wants  that  want  it  felf  doth  feek 
Lend  me  the  flourifli  of  all  gentle  tongues  ,• 

Fie  painted  rhetorick,  O  Ihe  needs  it  not : 
To  things  of  fale,  a  feller's  praife  belongs : 

She  paffes  praife,  then  praife  too  fhort  doth  blot. 
A  wither'd  hermite,  fivefcore  winters  worn, 

Might  make  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye : 
Beauty  doth  varnifh  age,  as  if  new  born, 

And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle's  infancy, 
O  'tis  the  fun  that  maketh  all  things  mine. 

King.  By  heaven  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony. 
Biron.  Is  ebony  like  her  ?  O  word  divine  ! 

A  wife  of  fuch  wood  were  felicity. 
O  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book  ? 

That  I  may  fwear  beauty  doth  beauty  lack, 
If  that  (he  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look : 

No  face  is  fair  that  is  not  full  fo  black. 

S  2 
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King.  O  paradox,  black  is  the  badge  of  hell ; 
The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  fchool  of  night  ,• 
And  beauty's  creft  becomes  the  heavens  well. 

Biron.  Devils  fooneft  tempt,   refembling  fpirits  of  light: 
O,  if  in  black  my  lady's  brow  be  deckt : 

It  mourns,  that  painting  and  ufurping  hair 
Should  ravilli  doters  with  a  falfe  aipect ; 

And  therefore  is  {he  born  to  make  black  fair, 
Her  favour  turns  the  fafhion  of  the  days, 

For  native  blood  is  counted  painting  now  ; 
And  therefore  red  that  would  avoid  difpraife, 
Paints  it  felf  black  to  imitate  her  brow. 
Dum.  To  look  like  her  are  chimney-fweepers  black. 

Long.  And  fince  her  time,  are  colliers  counted  bright. 
King.  And  Ethiops  of  their  fweet  complexion  crack. 

Dum.  Dark  needs  no  candles  now,  for  dark  is  lirfit. 
Biron.  Your  miftrenes  dare  never  come  in  rain, 

For  fear  their  colours  mould  be  wafht  away. 
King.  'Twere  good  yours  did :  for,  Sir,  to  tell  you  plain, 

I'll  find  a  fairer  face  not  wafht  to-day. 
B'iron.  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  'till  dooms-day  here. 

King.  No  devil  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  me. 
Dum.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  fturT  fb  dear. 

Long.  Look,  here's  thy  love,  my  foot  and  her  face  fee, 
Biron.  O  if  the  ftreets  were  paved  with  thine  eyes, 

Her  feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  fuch  tread. 
Dum.  O  vile !  then  as  me  goes,  what  upward  lyes 

The  ftreet  mould  fee  as  fhe  walk'd  over  head. 
King.  But  what  of  this,  are  we  not  all  in  love  ? 

Biron.  Nothing  fo  fure,  and  thereby  all  forfvvorn. 
King.  Then  leave  this  chat,  and  good  Biron  now  prove 
Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 

Dum, 
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Dum.  Ay  marry  there,  fome  flattery  for  this  evil. 

Long.  O  fbme  authority  how  to  proceed, 
Some  tricks,  fome  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  devil. 

Dum.  Some  falve  for  perjury. 

Biron.  O  'tis  more  than  need. 
Have  at  you  then  affections.    Men  at  arms, 
Confider  what  vou  firft  did  Iwear  unto  : 
To  faft,  to  ftudy,  and  to  fee  no  woman  ; 
Flat  treafon  'gainft  the  kingly  ftate  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  faft  ?  your  ftomachs  are  too  young  : 
And  abftinence  ingenders  maladies. 
And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  ftudy  (Lords) 
In  that  each  of  you  hath  forfworn  his  book. 
Can  you  ftill  dream  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  when  would  you,  my  Lord,  or  you,  or  you, 
Have  found  the  ground  of  ftudy's  excellence, 
Without  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face  ? 
From  womens  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive; 
They  are  the  ground,  the  book,  the  academies, 
From  whence  doth  fpring  the  true  Promethean  fire: 
Why,  univerfal  plodding  poifons  up 
The  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries  ; 
As  motion  and  long  during  action  tires 
The  finewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 
Now  for  not  looking  on  a  woman's  face, 
You  have  in  that  forfworn  the  ufe  of  eyes : 
And  ftudy  too,  the  caurer  of  your  vow. 
For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world, 
Teaches  luch  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye  ? 
Learning  is  but  an  adjunct  to  our  felf, 
And  where  we  are,  our  learning  likewife  is. 
Then  when  our  felves  we  fee  in  ladies  eyes, 
Do  we  not  likewife  fee  our  learning  there? 
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O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  ftudy.  lords, 

And  in  that  vow  we  have  fbrfworn  our  books : 

For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you, 

In  leaden  contemplation  have  found  out 

Such  fiery  numbers  as  the  prompting  eyes 

Of  beauty's  tutors  have  enrich'd  you  with  ? 

Other  flow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain  ; 

And  therefore  rinding  barren  pra&ifers, 

Scarce  {hew  a  harveft  of  their  heavy  toil. 

'  But  love  firft  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes, 

c  Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain  : 

c  But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements, 

1  Courfes  as  fwift  as  thought  in  every  power, 

c  And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power, 

c  Above  their  functions  and  their  offices. 

c  It  adds  a  precious  feeing  to  the  eye  : 

c  A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind! 

c  A  lover's  ear  will  hear  the  loweft  found, 

c  When  the  fufpicious  head  of  theft  is  ftopt. 

c  Love's  feeling  is  more  foft  and  fenfible, 

c  Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  fnails. 

Love's  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  grofs  in  tafte,- 

For  valour,  is  not  love  a  Hercules? 

Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hefper'ides. 

Subtle  as  Sphinx as  fweet  and  muficai 

As  bright  Apoltis  lute,  ftrung  with  his  hair: 

And  when  love  fpeaks,  the  voice  of  all  the  Gods, 

Make  heaven  drowfie  with  the  harmony. 

Never  durft  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write, 

Until  his  ink  were  temper'd  with  love's  fighs  ; 

O  then  his  lines  would  ravifh  favage  ears, 

And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility, 

From 
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From  womens  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive: 
They  fparkle  dill  the  right  Promethean  fire, 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academes, 
That  (hew,  contain,  and  nourifh  all  the  world; 
Elfe  none  at  all  in  ought  proves  excellent. 
Then  fools  you  were,  thefe  women  to  forfwear : 
Or  keeping  what  is  fworn,  you  will  prove  fools. 
For  wifdom's  fake  (a  word  that  all  men  love) 
Or  for  love's  fake,  a  word  that  loves  all  men ; 
Or  for  mens  fake,  the  author  of  thefe  women ; 
Or  womens  fake,  by  whom  we  men  are  men ; 
Let  us  once  lofe  our  oaths,  to  find  our  felves ; 
Or  elfe  we  lofe  our  felves,  to  keep  our  oaths. 
It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forfworn, 
For  charity  it  felf  fulfills  the  law  ,• 
And  who  can  fever  love  from  charity  ? 

King.  Saint  Cupid  then,  and  foldiers  to  the  field ! 

Biron.  Advance  your  ftandards,  and  upon  them,  Lords 
Pell  mell,  down  with  them  :  but  be  firfb  advis'd, 
In  conflict  that  you  get  the  fun  of  them. 

Long.  Now  to  plain-dealing,  lay  thefe  gloffes  by, 
Shall  we  refolve  to  woo  thefe  girls  of  France} 

King.  And  win  them  too;  therefore  let  us  devife 
Some  entertainment  for  them  in  their  tents. 

Biron.  Firft  from  the  park  let  us  conduct  them  thither^ 
Then  homeward  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  miftrefs ;  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  fome  ftrange  paftime  folace  them, 
Such  as  the  fhortnefs  of  the  time  can  fhape : 
For  revels,  dances,  masks,  and  merry  hours, 
Forerun  fair  love,  ftrewing  her  way  with  flowers. 

King.  Away,  away,  no  time  mail  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted, 
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B'tron.  Alone,  alone  Towed  cockrel,  reap'd  no  corn, 
And  juftice  always  whirls  in  equal  meafure : 

Light  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forfworn ; 
If  fo,  our  copper  buys  no  better  treafure.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   V.   SCENE  I. 

Enter  Holofernes,  Nathaniel  and  Dull. 

HOLOFERNES. 

Ath  quod  fufficlt. 

Nath.  I  praife  God  for  you,  Sir,  your  reafbns 
at  dinner  have  been  fharp  and  fententious,-  plea- 
fant  without  fcurrility,  witty  without  affectation, 
audacious  without  impudency,  learned  without 
opinion,  and  ftrange  without  herefie:  I  did  converfe  this  quon- 
dam-day  with  a  companion  of  the  King's,  who  is  intituled, 
nominated,  or  called,  Don  Adr'iano  de  Armado. 

Hoi.  Novi  hominem  tanquam  te.  His  humour  is  lofty,  his 
difcourfe  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed,  his  eye  ambitious,  his 
gate  majeftical,  and  his  general  behaviour  vain,  ridiculous,  and 
thrafonical.  He  is  too  picked,  too  fpruce,  too  affected,  too 
odd,  as  it  were,  too  peregrinate,  as  I  may  call  it. 
Nat.  A  moft  fingular  and  choice  epithet. 

[draws  out  Ms  table-book. 
Hoi.  He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbofity  finer  than 
the  ftaple  of  his  argument.  I  abhor  fuch  phanatical  phantafms, 
fuch  infociable  and  point-devife  companions,  fuch  rackers  of  or- 
thography,.  as  do  fpeak  dout  fine,  when  he  mould  fay  doubt  ; 
det,  when  he  mould  pronounce  debt,-  d,  e, b,  t>  not  d,  e,  t:  he 
clepeth  a  calf,  cauf :  hal£  hauf :   neighbour  vocatur  nebour  ,• 

neigh 
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neigh  abbreviated  ne :  this  is  abominable,  which  we  would  call 
abhominable :  it  infinuateth  me  of  infamy :  Ne  tntelligzs  Domine, 
to  make  frantick,  lunatick  ? 
Nath.  Laus  deo,  bene  intell'tgo. 

Hoi.  Borne  boon  for  boon  pre/dan-,  a  little  (cratch,  'twill 
ferve. 

ttt        SCENE  II. 

Enter  Armado,  Moth  and  Coftard. 

Nath.  Vides  ne  quh  ven'tt  ? 
Hoi.  Video,  &  gaudeo. 
Arm.  Chirra. 

Hoi.  §)uare  Chirra,  not  Sirra  ? 
Arm.  Men  of  peace,  well  encountred. 
Hoi.  Mod  military  Sir,  falutation. 

Moth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  feaft  of  languages,  and 
ftole  the  fcraps. 

Cofi.  O  they  have  liv'd  long  on  the  Alms-basket  of  words. 
I  marvel  thy  matter  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a  word,  for  thou 
art  not  (6  long  by  the  head  as  hononficabilttudin'itattbus :  thou 
art  eafier  fwallow'd  than  a  flap-dragon. 

Moth.  Peace,  the  peal  begins. 

Arm.  Monfieur,  are  you  not  letter'd  ? 

Moth.  Yes,  yes,  he  teaches  boys  the  horn-book: 
What  is  A  B  lpelt  backward  with  the  horn  on  his  head  ? 

Hoi.  Ba,  pueritia,  with  a  horn  added. 

Moth.  Ba,  moft  filly  meep  with  a  horn.  You  hear  his 
learning. 

Hoi.  Quis,  quiSy  thou  confonant  ? 

Moth.  The  laft  of  the  five  vowels,  if  you  repeat  them,  or 
the  fifth  if  I. 

Hoi.  I  w  ill  repeat  them,  a  e  I  

Vol.  II.  T  Moth. 
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Moth.  The  fheep  j  the  other  two  concludes  it  out. 

Arm.  Now  by  the  fait  wave  of  the  Mediteraneumy  a  fweet 
touch,  a  quick  renew  of  wit ;  fnip,  fnap,  quick  and  home ; 
it  rejoiceth  my  intellect;  true  wit. 

Moth.  Offer  d  by  a  child  to  an  old  man:  which  is  wit-old. 

Hoi.  What  is  the  figure  ?  what  is  the  figure  ? 

M^th.  Horns. 

Hoi.    Thou  difputeft  like  an  infant;  go,  whip  thy  gigg. 

Moth.  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I  will  whip 
about  vour  infamy  unum  cita,  a  gigg  of  a  cuckold's  horn. 

Coft.  And  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world,  thou  fhould'ft 
have  it  to  buy  ginger-bread ;  hold,  there  is  the  very  remunera- 
tion I  had  of  thy  mafter,  thou  half-penny  purfe  of  wit,  thou 
pidgeon-egg  of  difcretion.  O,  and  the  heav'ns  were  fo  pleafed 
that  thou  wert  but  my  baftard !  what  a  joyful  father  wouldft 
thou  make  me?  go  too,  thou  haft  it  ad  Aunghil,  at  the  fin- 
ger's ends,  as  they  fav. 

Hoi.  Oh,  I  fmell  falfe  latin,   dunghil  for  uvguem. 

Arm.  Arts-man  preambula ;  we  will  be  fingled  from  the  bar- 
barous. Do  you  not  educate  youth  at  the  charge-houfe  on  the 
top  of  the  mountain  ! 

Hoi.  Or  Mom  the  hill. 

Arm.  At  vour  fweet  pleafure,  for  the  mountain. 
Hoi.  I  do  fans  que  ft  ton. 

Arm.  Sir,  it  is  the  King's  moft  fweet  pleafure  and  affedion, 
to  congratulate  the  princefs  at  her  pavilion,  in  the  pofler'tors  of 
this  day,  which  the  rude  multitude  call  the  afternoon. 

Hoi.  The  poftenor  of  the  dav,  moft  generous  Sir,  is  liable, 
congruent,  and  meafurable  for  the  afternoon:  the  word  is  well 
cull  d,  choice,  fweet,  and  apt,  I  do  affure  you  Sir,  I  do  afTure. 

Arm.  Sir,  the  King  is  a  noble  gentleman,  and  my  familiar, 
I  do  afture  ye,  my  very  good  friend;  for  what  is  inward  be- 
tween us,  let  it  pafs  1  do  befeech  thee,  remember  thy  cur- 

tefie — 
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telle  1  befeech  thee  apparel  thy  head,  and  among  other  im- 
portunate and  mod  ferious  defigns,  and  of  great  import  indeed 

too  but  let  that  pafs,  for  I  muft  tell  thee  it  will  pleafe  his 

Grace  (by  the  world)  fometime  to  lean  upon  my  poor  moul- 
der, and  with  his  royal  finger  thus  dally  with  my  excrement, 
with  my  muftachio  but,  fweet  heart,  let  that  pals.  By  the 
world  I  recount  no  fable ;  fome  certain  fpecial  honours  it  plea- 
feth  his  greatnefs  to  impart  to  Armado  a  foldier,  a  man  of 

travel,  that  hath  feen  the  world  ,•  but  let  that  pafs  the  very 

all  of  all  is  but  fweet  heart,  I  do  implore    fecrecy  that 

the  King  would  have  me  prefent  the  princefs  (fweet  chuck) 
with  fbme  delightful  oftentation,  or  mow,  or  pageant,  or  an- 
tick,  or  fire-work.  Now  underftanding  that  the  curate  and 
your  fweet  felf  are  good  at  luch  eruptions,  and  fiidden  breaking 
out  of  mirth  (as  it  were)  I  have  acquainted  you  withal,  to  the 
end  to  crave  your  affiftance. 

Hoi.  Sir,  you  fhall  prefent  before  her  the  nine  worthies. 
Sir,  as  concerning  fbme  entertainment  of  time,  fbme  mow  in 
the  poflerior  of  this  day,  to  be  rendred  by  our  affiftants  at  the 
king's  command,  and  this  mod  gallant,  illuftrate  and  learned 
gentleman,  before  the  princefs :  I  fay  none  fo  fit  as  to  prefent 
the  nine  worthies. 

Nath.  Where  will  you  find  men  worthy  enough  to  prefent 
them  ? 

Hoi.  Jofhua,  your  felf,  this  gallant  gentleman  Judas  Macha- 
beus,  this  fwain  (becaufe  of  his  great  limb  or  joint)  mail  pafs 
Pompey  the  great,  and  the  page  Hercules. 

Arm.  Pardon,  Sir,  error :  he  is  not  quantity  enough  for  that 
worthy's  thumb ;  he  is  not  Co  big  as  the  end  of  his  club. 

Hoi.  Shall  I  have  audience  ?  he  mall  prefent  Hercules  in  mi- 
nority :  his  Enter  and  Exit  mall  be  ftrangling  a  fnake ;  and  I 
will  have  an  apology  for  that  purpofe. 

Moth.  An  excellent  device :  fb  if  any  of  the  audience  hifs, 

T  2  you 
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you  may  cry  $  well  done,  Hercules,  now  thou  crumeft  the  fnake  • 
that  is  the  way  to  make  an  offence  gracious,  tho'  few  have  the 
grace  to  do  it. 

Arm.  For  the  reft  of  the  worthies  ? 

Hoi.  I  will  play  three  my  felf. 

Moth.  Thrice  worthy  gentleman. 

Arm.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing  ? 

Hoi.  We  attend. 

Arm.  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  antique.  I  befeech 
you  follow. 

Hoi.  Via  good-man  Dull,  thou  haft  fpoken  no  word  all  this 
while. 

Dull.  Nor  nnderftood  none  neither,  Sir. 
Hoi.  Allons,  we  will  employ  thee. 

Dull.  I'll  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  fb :  or  I  will  play  on  the 
taber  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them  dance  the  hay. 

Hoi.  Moft  Dull,  honeft  Dull,  to  our  (port  away.  [Exe. 


SCENE  III. 

fff  Enter  Pr'mcefs,   and  Ladles. 

Prin.  CJ  W  E  E  T  hearts,  we  fhall  be  rich  ere  we  depart, 

O   If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in. 
A  lady  wall'd  about  with  diamonds ! 
Look  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  King. 

Rofa.  Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  along  with  that? 

Prin.  Nothing  but  this  ?  yes,  as  much  love  in  rhime, 
As  would  be  cram'd  up  in  a  meet  of  paper, 
Writ  on  both  fides  the  leaf,  margent  and  all, 
That  he  was  fain  to  feal  on  Cupid's  name. 

Rofa.  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  god-head  wax, 
For  he  hath  been  five  thoufand  years  a  boy. 

Kath. 
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Kath.  Ay,  and  a  ihrewd  unhappy  gallows  too. 

Rofa.  You'll  ne'er  be  friends  with  him,  he  kill'd  your  filler. 

Kath.  He  made  her  melancholy,  fad  and  heavy, 
And  Co  {he  died  -y  had  (he  been  light  like  you, 
Of  fuch  a  merry,  nimble,  ftirring  fpirit, 
She  might  have  been  a  grandam  ere  fhe  dy'd, 
And  fo  may  you  ;  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

Rofa.  What's  your  dark  meaning,  moufe,  of  this  light  word  ? 

Kath.  A  light  condition,  in  a  beauty  dark. 

Rofa.  We  need  more  light  to  find  your  meaning  out. 

Kath.  You'll  marr  the  light  by  taking  it  in  fnurT: 
Therefore  I'll  darkly  end  the  argument. 

Rofa.  Look  what  you  do,  you  do  it  (till  i'th5  dark. 

Kath.  So  do  not  you,  for  you  are  a  light  wench. 

Rofa.  Indeed  1  veigh  not  you,  and  therefore  light. 

Kath.  You  weigh  me  not,  O  that's,  you  care  not  for  me. 

Rofa.  Great  reafbn ;  for  paft  care  is  ftill  paft  cure. 

Prm.  Well  bandied  both  ;  a  fet  of  wit  well  play'd. 
But  Rofal'me,  you  have  a  favour  too  ? 
Who  fent  it  ?  and  what  is  it  ? 

Rofa.  I  would  you  knew. 
And  if  my  face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours, 
My  favour  were  as  great,  be  witnefs  this. 
Na^,  I  have  veries  too,  I  thank  Biron. 
The  numbers  true  -y  and  were  the  numbring  too, 
I  were  the  faireft  goddefs  on  the  ground. 
I  am  compar'd  to  twenty  thoufand  a  fairs. 
O  he  hath  drawn  my  picture  in  his  letter. 

Prm.  Any  thing  like? 

Rofa.  Much  in  the  letters,  nothing  in  the  praife. 
Prm.  Beauteous  as  ink;  a  good  conclusion. 
Kath.  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy-book. 

Rofa. 

*  fairies. 
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Rofa.  Ware  pencils.  How  ?  let  me  not  die  your  debter, 
My  red  dominical,  my  golden  letter. 
O  that  your  face  were  not  Co  full  of  Oes. 

Prin.  Pox  of  that  j  eft,  and  I  befhrew  all  fhrews: 
But  Katherine,  what  was  fent  to  you 
From  fair  Dumainl 

Kath.  Madam,  this  glove. 

Prin.  Did  he  not  fend  you  twain  ? 

Kath.  Yes,  madam;  and  moreover, 
Some  thoufand  verfes  of  a  faithful  lover. 
A  huge  tranflation  of  hypocrifie, 
Vildly  compil'd,  profound  fimplicity. 

Mar.  This,  and  thefe  pearls,  to  me  fent  Longaville. 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Prin.  I  think  no  lels,-  doft  thou  not  wifh  in  heart 
The  chain  were  longer,  and  the  letter  fhort  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  thefe  hands  might  never  part. 

Prtn.  We  are  wife  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  fo. 

Rofa.  They  are  worfe  fools  to  purchafe  mocking  fo. 
That  fame  Biron  I'll  torture  ere  I  go. 
O  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  th'  week, 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  feek, 
And  wait  the  feafon,  and  obferve  the  times, 
And  fpend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootlefs  rhimes, 
And  fhape  his  fervice  all  to  my  behefts, 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  with  jefts, 
So  pertaunt  like  would  I  o'erfway  his  ftate, 
That  he  mould  be  my  fool,  and  I  his  fate. 

Prtn.  None  are  fb  lurely  caught,  when  they  are  catch'd, 
As  wit  turn'd  fool  ,•  folly  in  wifdom  hatch'd 
Hath  wifdom's  warrant,  and  the  help  of  fchool, 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fool. 
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Rofa.  Tke  blood  of  youth  burns  not  in  fuch  excefs, 
As  gravities  revolt  to  wantonne/s. 

Mar.  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  fb  ftrong  a  note, 
As  fool'ry  in  the  wife,  when  wit  doth  dote : 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply, 
To  prove  by  wit,  worth  in  fimplicity. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Prm.  Here  comes  Boyet,  and  mirth  is  in  his  face. 

Boyet.  O,  I  am  ftab'd  with  laughter,  where's  her  Grace  ? 

Prm.  Thy  news,  Boyet? 

Boyet.  Prepare,  madam,  prepare. 
Arm,  wenches,  arm,  incounters  mounted  are 
Againft  your  peace,  love  doth  approach  difguis'd, 
Armed  in  arguments,  you'll  be  furpriz'd. 
Mufter  your  wits,  ftand  in  your  own  defence, 
Or  hide  your  heads  like  cowards,  and  fly  hence. 

Prm.  Saint  Dennis,  to  faint  Cupid-,  what  are  they 
That  charge  their  breath  againft  us  ?  fay,  fcout,  fay. 

Boyet,  Under  the  cool  fhade  of  a  lycamore, 
I  thought  to  clofe  mine  eyes  fome  half  an  hour  ; 
When  lo  to  interrupt  my  purpos'd  reft, 
Toward  that  (hade,  I  might  behold,  addreft 
The  King  and  his  companions ;  warily 
I  ftole  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by, 
And  over-heard,  what  you  {hall  over-hear : 
That  by  and  by  difguis'd  they  will  be  here. 
Their  herald  is  a  pretty  knavim  page, 
That  well  by  heart  hath  conn'd  his  embaflage. 
Action  and  accent  did  they  teach  him  there  ; 
Thus  muft  thou  fpeak,  and  thus  thy  body  bear  5 

And 
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And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt, 

Prefence  majeftical  would  put  him  out  : 

For,  quoth  the  King,  an  angel  fhalt  thou  fee, 

Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  fpeak  audacioufly. 

The  boy  reply'd,  an  angel  is  not  evil  ,• 

I  fhould  have  fear'd  her,  had  (he  been  a  devil. 

With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  clap'd  him  on  the  moulder, 

Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praifes  bolder. 

One  rubb'd  his  elbow  thus,  and  fleer'd,  and  fwore, 

A  better  lpeech  was  never  fpoke  before. 

Another  with  his  ringer  and  his  thumb, 

Cry'd  via,  we  will  do't,  come  what  will  come. 

The  third  he  caper'd  and  cry'd,  all  goes  well  : 

The  fourth  turn'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fell. 

With  that  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground, 

With  fuch  a  zealous  laughter,  fb  profound, 

That  in  this  fpleen  ridiculous  appears, 

To  check  their  folly,  paflions,  fblemn  tears. 

Pr  'm.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  us  ? 

Boyet.  They  do,  they  do  ,•  and  are  apparel'd  thus, 
Like  Mufcovites,  or  Ruffians,  as  I  guefs. 
Their  purpofe  is  to  parley,  court  and  dance, 
And  every  one  his  love-feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  feveral  miftrefs,-  which  they'll  know 
By  favours  fev'ral,  which  they  did  beftow. 

Prin.  And  will  they  fo  ?  the  gallants  fhall  be  taskt 
For,  ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  maskt : 
And  not  a  man  of  them  fhall  have  the  grace, 
Defpight  of  fute,  to  fee  a  lady's  face. 
Hold  Rofaline,  this  favour  thou  fhalt  wear, 
And  then  the  King  will  court  thee  for  his  dear  : 
Hold,  take  thou  this  my  fweet,  and  give  me  thine, 
So  fhall  Biron  take  me  for  RofaTme% 

And 
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And  change  your  favours  too,  fo  (hall  your  loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceiv'd  by  thefe  removes. 

Rofa.  Come  on  then,  wear  the  favours  mod  in  fight. 

Kath.  But  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  ? 

Prin.  The  effect  of  my  intent  is  to  crols  theirs ; 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment, 
And  mock  for  mock  is  only  my  intent. 
Their  feveral  councils  they  unbofom  mall 
To  loves  miftook,  and  fo  be  mockt  withal, 
Upon  the  next  occafion  that  we  meet 
With  vifages  difplay'd  to  talk  and  greet. 

Rofa.  But  fhall  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  to't  ? 

Prin.  No,  to  the  death  we  will  not  move  a  foot, 
Nor  to  their  pen'd  fpeech  render  we  no  grace : 
But  while  'tis  fpoke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Boyet.  Why  that b  contempt  will  kill  the  c  fpeaker's  heart, 
And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  part. 

Prm.  Therefore  I  do  it,  and  I  make  no  doubt 
The  reft  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  fuch  Iport,  as  (port  by  iport  o'erthrown  -y 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own ; 
So  fhall  we  ftay  mocking  intended  game, 
And  they  well  mockt,  depart  away  with  fhame.  [Sound. 

Boyet.  The  trumpet  founds,  be  maskt,  the  maskers  come. 

ttt         SCENE  V. 

Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaville,  Dumain,  and  attendants ,  dip* 
guts' d  like  Mufcovites.  Moth  with  Mu/ick,  as  for  amafquerade. 

Moth.  All  hail  the  richefi  beauties  on  the  earth. 
Biron.  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  taffata. 
Moth.  A  holy  parcel  of  the  fair  eft  dames  that  ever  turned  their 
backs  to  mortal  views.         [The  ladies  turn  their  backs  to  him. 
Vol.  II.  U  Biron, 

b  attempt.  c  keeper's. 
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B'it'on.  Their  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 

Moth.  That  ever  turned  their  eyes  to  mortal  views.  Out  

Biron.  True  -y  out  indeed. 

Moth.  Out  of  your  favours,  heavenly  fpirity  vouch fafe  not  to  be- 
hold. 

Biron.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 

Moth.  Once  to  behold  with  your  fun-beamed  eyes  

W tth  your  fun-beamed  eyes  

Biron.  They  will  not  anfwer  to  that  epithete,* 
You  were  bell  call  it  daughter-beamed  eyes. 

Moth.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me  out. 

Biron.  Is  this  your  perfectnefs  ?  be  gone,  you  rogue. 

Rofa.  What  would  thefe  ftrangers  ?  know  their  minds,  Boyet. 
If  they  do  fpeak  our  language,  'tis  our  will 
That  fome  plain  man  recount  their  purpofes. 
Know  what  they  would. 

Boyet.  What  would  you  with  the  Princefs  ? 

Biron.  Nothing  but  peace  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Rofa.  What  would  they,  fay  they  ? 

Boyet.  Nothing  but  peace  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Rofa.  Why  that  they  have,  and  bid  them  fo  be  gone. 

Boyet.  She  fays  you  have  it,  and  you  may  be  gone. 

King.  Say  to  her,  we  have  meafur'd  many  miles, 
To  tread  a  meafure  with  her  on  the  grafs. 

Boyet.  They  fay  they  have  meafur'd  many  a  mile, 
To  tread  a  meafure  with  you  on  the  grafs. 

Rofa.  It  is  not  fo.   Ask  them  how  many  inches 
Is  in  one  mile :  if  they  have  meafur'd  many, 
The  meafure  then  of  one  is  eafily  told. 

Boyet.  If  to  come  hither  you  have  meafur'd  miles, 
And  many  miles ;  the  Princefs  bids  you  tell, 
How  many  inches  doth  fill  up  one  mite? 

Biron. 
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Biron.  Tell  her  we  meafure  them  by  weary  fteps. 

Boyet.  She  hears  her  felf. 

Rofa.  How  many  weary  fteps 
Of  many  weary  miles  you  have  o'ergone, 
Are  number'd  in  the  travel  of  one  mile  t 

Biron.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpend  for  you, 
Our  duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite, 
That  we  may  do  it  ftill  without  accompt. 
Vouchfafe  to  mew  the  funfhine  of  your  face, 
That  we  (like  favages)  may  worfhip  it. 

Rofa.  My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 

King.  Bleffed  are  clouds,  to  do  as  fuch  clouds  do. 
Vouchfafe,  bright  moon,  on  thefe  thy  ftars  to  mine 
(Thofe  clouds  remov'd)  upon  our  watery  eyne. 

Rofa.  O  vain  petitioner,  beg  a  greater  matter; 
Thou  now  requefts  but  moon-fhine  in  the  water. 

King.  Then  in  our  meafure,  vouchfafe  but  one  change,- 
Thou  bid'ft  me  beg,  this  begging  is  not  ftrange. 

Rofa.  Play  mufick  then  ;  nay  you  mull:  do  it  fbon. 
Not  yet  ?  no  dance  ?  thus  change  I  like  the  moon. 

King.  Will  you  not  dance  ?  how  come  you  thus  eftrang'd  ? 

Rofa.  You  took  the  moon  at  full,  but  now  {he's  chang'd. 

King.  Yet  ftill  (he  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  man. 

Rofa.  The  mufick  plays,  vouchfafe  fome  motion  to  it : 
Our  ears  vouchfafe  it. 

King.  But  your  legs  fhould  do  it. 

Rofa.  Since  you  are  ftrangers,  and  come  here  by  chance, 
We'll  not  be  nice,  take  hands,  we  will  not  dance. 

King.  Why  take  you  hands  then  f 

Rofa.  Only  to  part  friends. 
Curt'fie,  fweet  hearts,  and  fo  the  meafure  ends. 

King.  More  meafure  of  this  meafure  ,•  be  not  nice. 

Rofa.  We  can  afford  no  more  at  fuch  a  price. 

U  z  King. 
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King.  Prize  your  felves  then ;  what  buys  your  company  ? 
Rofa.  Your  abfence  only. 
King.  That  can  never  be. 

Rofa.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought ,•  and  To  adieu  j 
Twice  to  your  vifor,  and  half  once  to  you. 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  chat. 

Rofa.  In  private  then. 

King.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  with  that. 

Biron.  White-handed  miftrefs,  one  fweet  word  with  thee. 

Prin.  Honey,  and  milk,  and  fugar  -y  there  is  three. 

Biron.  Nay  then  two  treys  j  and  if  you  grow  fo  nice, 
Methegline,  wort,  and  malmfey  $  well  run,  dice : 
There's  half  a  dozen  fweets. 

Prin.  Seventh  fweet  adieu, 
Since  you  can  cog,  111  play  no  more  with  you. 

Biron.  One  word  in  jfecret. 

Prin.  Let  it  not  be  fweet. 

Biron.  Thou  griev'ft  my  gall. 

Prin.  Gall,  bitter. 

Biron.  Therefore  meet. 

Dum.  Will  you  vouchfafe  with  me  to  change  a  word  ? 

Mar.  Name  it. 

Dum.  Fair  lady. 

Mar.  Say  you  fo  ?  fair  lord : 
Take  that  for  your  fair  lady. 

Dum.  Pleafe  it  you ; 
As  much  in  private,  and  I'll  bid  adieu. 

Kath.  What,  was  your  vizard  made  without  a  tongue? 
Long.  I  know  the  reafon,  lady,  why  you  ask. 

Kath.  O  for  your  reafon,  quickly  Sir,  I  long. 
Long.  You  have  a  double  tongue  within  your  mask, 
And  would  afford  my  fpeechlefs  vizard  half. 

Kath.  Veal,  quoth  the  Dutch  man  j  is  not  veal  a  calf? 

Long.  A  calf,  fair  lady  ?  Kath. 


LoveV  Labour's  loft.  jjj 

Kath.  No,  a  fair  lord  calf. 

Long,  Let's  part  the  word. 

Kath,  No,  Hi  not  be  your  half ; 
Take  all  and  wean  it ;  it  may  prove  an  ox. 

Long.  Look  how  you  butt  your  felf  in  thefe  fhatp  mocks! 
Will  you  give  horns,  chafte  lady  ?  do  not  fb. 

Kath.  Then  die  a  calf  before  your  horns  do  grow. 

Long.  One  word  in  private  with  you  ere  I  die. 

Kath.  Bleat  foftly  then,  the  butcher  hears  you  cry. 

Boyet.  The  tongue  of  mocking  wenches  are  as  keen 
As  is  the  razor's  edge  invifible, 
Cutting  a  fmaller  hair  than  may  be  feen, 

Above  the  fenfe  of  fenfe,  fb  fenfible 
Seemeth  their  conference,  their  conceits  have  wings, 
Fleeter  than  arrows,  bullets,  wind,  thought,  fwifter  things. 

Rofa.  Not  one  word  more,  my  maids  -}  break  off,  break  off. 

Biron.  By  heav'n  all  dry  beaten  with  pure  feoff. 

King.  Farewell,  mad  wenches,  you  have  fimple  wits. 

\  Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Pr'm.  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Mufcovites. 
Are  thefe  the  breed  of  wits  fb  wondred  at? 

Boyet.  Tapers  they  are,  with  your  fweet  breaths  puft  out. 

Rofa.  Well-liking  wits  they  have,  grofs,  grofs,  fat,  fat, 

Prin.  O  poverty  in  wit,  kingly  poor  flout: 
Will  they  not  (think  you)  hang  themfelves  to-night  ? 

Or  ever  but  in  vizards  fhew  their  faces  ? 
This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  count'nance  quite. 

Rofa.  O!  they  were  all  in  lamentable  r \xs. 
The  King  was  weeping-ripe  for  a  good  word. 

Prin.  Biron  did  fwear  himfelf  out  of  all  fuit. 

Mar.  Duma'in  was  at  my  fervice,  and  his  fword : 

No 
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No  point,  quoth  I  -y  my  fervant  ftrait  was  mute. 

Kath.  Lord  Longav'ille  laid,  I  came  o'er  his  heart  ; 
And  trow  you  what  he  call'd  me ! 

Prm.  Qualm,  perhaps. 

Kath.  Yes,  in  good  faith. 

Prm.  Go,  ficknefs  as  thou  art. 

Rofa.  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  ftatute  caps. 
But  will  you  hear  $  the  King  is  my  love  fworn. 

Prm.  And  quick  Biron  hath  plighted  faith  to  me. 

Kath.  And  Longav'ille  was  for  my  fervice  born. 

Mar.  Dumam  is  mine  as  fiire  as  bark  on  tree. 

Boyet.  Madam,  and  pretty  miftreffes,  give  ear: 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  {hapes    for  it  can  never  be, 
They  will  digeft  this  harm  indignity. 

Prm.  Will  they  return  ? 

Boyet.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows 
And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blows: 
Therefore  change  favours,  and  when  they  repair, 
Blow  like  fweet  roles  in  this  rummer  air. 

Prm.  How  blow  ?   how  blow  ?  fpeak  to  be  underftood. 

Boyet.  Fair  ladies  maskt,  are  rofes  in  their  bud : 
Difmaskt,  their  damask  fweet  commixture  fhown, 
Are  angels  vailing  clouds,  or  rofes  blown. 

Prm.  Avaunt  perplexity!  what  mall  we  do, 
If  they  return  in  their  own  fhapes  to  woor 

Rof.  Good  Madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advis'd, 
Let's  mock  them  ftill  as  well  known  as  di/guis'd, 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Dilguis'd  like  Mqfcovites  in  fhapclefs  gear; 
And  wonder  what  they  were,  and  to  what  end 
Their  mallow  (hows,  and  prologue  vildly  pen'd, 
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And  their  rough  carriage  Co  ridiculous, 
Should  be  prefented  at  our  tent  to  us. 

Boyet.  Ladies,  withdraw,  the  gallants  are  at  hand. 

Prin.  Whip  to  our  tents,  as  roes  run  o'er  the  land.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaville,  and  Dumain,  in  their 

own  habits. 

King.  Fair  Sir,  G  jd  fave  you.    Where's  the  Princefs? 

Boyet.  Gone  to  her  tent, 
Pleafe  it  your  Majefty  command  me  any  fervice  to  her  ? 

King.  That  fhe  vouchfafe  me  audience  for  one  word. 

Boyet.  I  will,  and  fb  will  fhe,  I  know,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Biron.  This  fellow  picks  up  wit  as  pigeons  peas, 
And  utters  it  again,  when  Jove  doth  pleafe : 
He  is  wit's  pedlar,  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes  and  waflals,  meetings,  markets,  fairs  : 
And  we  that  fell  by  grofs,  the  Lord  doth  know, 
Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  fuch  mow. 
This  gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  his  fleeve,- 
Had  he  been  Adam  he  had  tempted  Eve. 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lilp :  why  this  is  he, 
That  kift  away  his  hand  in  courtefie. 
This  is  the  ape  of d  form,  Monfieur  the  nice, 
That  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms :  nay  he  can  fing 
A  mean  mod  e  mainly,  and  in  ufhering 
Mend  him  who  can     the  ladies  call  him  fweet  j 
The  flairs  as  he  treads  on  them  kifs  his  feet. 
This  is  the  flower  that  fmiles  on  every  one, 
To  fhew  his  teeth  as  white  as  whale  his  bone. 

And 

d  fortune       e  manly 
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And  consciences  that  will  not  die  in  debt, 
Pay  him  the  f  due  of  honey-tongu'd  Boyet. 

King.  A  blifter  on  his  fweet  tongue  with  my  heart, 
That  put  Armado's  page  out  of  his  part. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  the  Princefs,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Katherine,  and  attendants.  * 

King.  We  come  to  vifit  you,  and  purpofe  now 

To  lead  you  to  our  court,  vouchfafe  it  then. 
Prin.  This  field  fhall  hold  me,  and  fb  hold  your  vow : 

Nor  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjur'd  men. 
King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  provoke  -y 

The  vertue  of  your  eye  muft  break  my  oath. 
Prin.  You  nick-name  virtue  :  vice  you  mould  have  (poke : 
For  virtue's  office  never  breaks  mens  troth. 
Now,  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unfully'd  lilly,  I  proteft, 
A  world  of  torments  though  I  mould  endure> 

I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  houfe's  guefl : 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking  caufe  to  be 
Of  heav'nly  oaths,  vow'd  with  integrity. 

King.  O  you  have  liv'd  in  defolation  here, 
Unfeen,  unvifited,  much  to  our  fhame. 
Prin.  Not  fb  my  lord,  it  is  not  To  I  fwear, 

We  have  had  paftimes  here,  and  pleafant  game. 
A  mefs  of  Ruffians  left  us  but  of  late. 
King.  How,  madam?  Ruffians? 
Prin.  Ay  in  truth,  my  lord j 

Trim 

*  — —  attendants. 

Biron.  See  where  it  comes,  behaviour  what  wert  thou, 
'Till  this  mad-man  fhew'd  thee?  and  what  art  thou  now? 
King.  All  hail,  fweet  madam,  and  fair  time  of  day. 

Prin.  Fair  in  all  hail  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
King.  Conltrue  my  fpeeches  better  if  you  may. 

Prin.  Then  wifh  me  better,  I  will  give  you  leave. 
King.  We  came,  &t.  <s  f  duty. 
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Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtfhip,  and  of  date. 

Rofa.  Madam,  fpeak  true.    It  is  not  fo,  my  lord  : 
My  lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  days) 
In  courtefie  gives  undeferving  praife. 
We  four  indeed  confronted  were  with  four, 
In  Ruffian  habit :  here  they  ftay'd  an  hour, 
And  talk'd  apace,  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord, 
They  did  not  blefs  us  with  one  happy  word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  fools ;  but  this  I  think, 
When  they  are  thirfty,  fools  would  fain  have  drink. 

Biron.  This  jeft  is  dry  to  me.   Fair,  gentle,  fweet, 
Your  wit  makes  wife  things  foolifh  ->  when  we  greet 
With  eyes  bed  feeing  heaven's  fiery  eye, 
By  light  we  lofe  light ;  your  capacity 
Is  of  that  nature,  as  to  your  huge  ftore, 
Wife  things  feem  foolifti,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 

Rofa.  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich  $  for  in  my  eye — - 

Biron.  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 

Rofa.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong, 
It  were  a  fault  to  fnatch  words  from  my  tongue. 

Biron.  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  I  poflefs. 

Rofa.  All  the  fool  mine? 

Biron.  I  cannot  give  you  lefs. 

Rofa.  Which  of  the  vizards  was  it  that  you  wore? 

Biron.  Where  ?  when  ?  what  vizard  ?  why  demand  you  this  ? 

Rofa.  There,  then,  that  vizard,  that  fuperfluous  cafe, 
That  hid  the  worfe,  and  fhew'd  the  better  face. 

King.  We  are  defcried,  they'll  mock  us  now  downright. 

Dum.  Let  us  confefs,  and  turn  it  to  a  jeft. 

Prin.  Amaz'd,  my  lord  ?  why  looks  your  highnefs  fad  ? 

Rofa.  Help,  hold  his  brows,  he'll  fwoon :  why  look  you 
pale? 

Vol.  II.  X  Sea- 
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Sea-fick  I  think,  coming  from  Mufcovy. 

Biron.  Thus  pour  the  flars  down  plagues  for  perjury. 

Can  any  face  of  brafs  hold  longer  out  ? 
Here  ftand  I,  lady,  dart  thy  skill  at  me, 

Bruife  me  with  fcorn,  confound  me  with  a  flout, 
Thruft  thy  (harp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance  $ 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit ; 
And  I  will  wifh  thee  never  more  to  dance, 

Nor  never  more  in  Ruffian  habit  wait. 
O !  never  will  I  truft  to  fpeeches  pen'd, 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  fchool-boy's  tongue, 
Nor  never  come  in  vizard  to  my  friend, 

Nor  woo  in  rhime  like  a  blind  harper's  fong  $ 
Taffata  phrales,  filken  terms  precife, 

Three-pil'd  hyperboles,  fpruce  affectation, 
Figures  pedantical,  thefe  fummer  flies, 

Have  blown  me  full  of  maggot  oftentation. 
I  do  forfwear  them,  and  I  here  proteft, 

By  this  white  glove  (how  white  the  hand  God  knows) 
Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  fhall  be  expreft 

In  ruffet  yeas,  and  honeft  kerfie  noes : 
And  to  begin,  wench,  lb  God  help  me  law, 
My  love  to  thee  is  found,  fans  crack  or  flaw. 
Rofa.  Sam,  fans,  I  pray  you. 
Biron.  Yet  I  have  a  trick 
Of  the  old  rage  :  bear  with  me,  I  am  lick. 
I'll  leave  it  by  degrees :  foft,  let  us  fee, 
Write  Lord  have  mercy  on  usy  and  thofe  three, 
They  are  infected,  in  their  hearts  it  lyes, 
They  have  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes  : 
Thefe  lords  are  vifited,  you  are  not  free  i 
For  the  lord's  tokens  on  you  both  I  fee. 
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Prin.  No,  they  are  free  that  gave  thefe  tokens  to  us, 

Biron.  Our  ftates  are  forfeit,  feek  not  to  undo  us, 

Rofa.  It  is  not  fo ;  for  how  can  this  be  true, 
That  you  (land  forfeit,  being  thofe  that  Cue. 

Biron.  Peace,  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Rofa.  Nor  fhall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

Biron.  Speak  for  your  felves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 

King.  Teach  us,  fweet  madam,  for  our  rude  tran/greffion 
Some  fair  excufe. 

Prin.  The  faireft  is  confeflion. 
Were  you  not  here  but  even  now  difguis'd  ? 

King.  Madam,  I  was. 

Prin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ? 

King.  I  was,  fair  madam. 

Prin.  When  you  then  were  here, 
What  did  you  whiiper  in  your  lady's  ear  ? 

King.  That  more  than  all  the  world  I  did  refpecl:  her. 

Prin.  When  me  mall  challenge  this,  you  will  rejed  her. 

King.  Upon  mine  honour  no. 

Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear: 
Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forfwear. 

King.  Defpife  me  when  I  break  this  oath  of  mine. 

Prin.  I  will,  and  therefore  keep  it.  Rofalme, 
What  did  the  Ruffian  whiiper  in  your  ear  ? 

Rofa.  Madam,  be  fwore  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
As  precious  eye-fight,  and  did  value  me 
Above  this  world,-  adding  thereto  moreover, 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  lover. 

Prin.  God  give  thee  joy  of  him  ,•  the  noble  lord 
Mod  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word. 

King.  What  mean  you,  madam  ?  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  never  fwore  this  lady  fuch  an  oath. 

X  z  Rofa. 
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Rofa.  By  heav'n  you  did •  and  to  confirm  it  plain, 
You  gave  me  this :  but  take  it,  Sir,  again. 

King.  My  faith  and  this,  to  th'  Princefs  I  did  give,* 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  fleeve. 

Prin.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  this  jewel  did  (he  wear : 
And  lord  Biron,  I  thank  him,  is  my  dear. 
What?  will  you  have  me?  or  your  pearl  again? 

Biron.  Neither  of  either  :  I  remit  both  twain. 
I  fee  the  trick  on't  j  here  was  a  confent, 
(Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment) 
To  difh  it  like  a  Chrifimas  comedy. 
Some  carry-tale,  fome  pleafe-man,  fbme  flight  zany, 
Some  mumble-news,  fome  trencher-knight,  fbme  Dick 
That  fmiies  his  cheek  in  years,  and  knows  the  trick 
To  make  my  lady  laugh,  when  fhe's  difpos'd, 
Told  our  intents  before    which  once  difclos'd, 
The  ladies  did  change  favours,  and  then  we 
Following  the  figns,  woo'd  but  the  fign  of  (he : 
Now  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror, 
We  are  again  forlworn  in  will  and  error. 

Much  upon  this  it  is.    And  might  not  you  [To  Boyet. 

Foreftal  our  fport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 
Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  th' g  fquier, 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye, 
And  fland  between  her  back,  Sir,  and  the  fire, 

Holding  a  trencher,  jelling  merrily  ? 
You  put  our  page  out :  go,  you  are  allow'd, 
Die  when  you  will,  a  fmock  (hall  be  your  fhrowd. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there's  an  eye 
Wounds  like  a  leaden  fword. 

Boyet.  Full  merrily 
Brave  manager,  hath  this  career  been  run. 

Biron.  Lo,  he  is  tilting  ftrait.    Peace,  I  have  done. 

6  Enter 

8  fquare. 
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Enter  Coftard. 
Welcome  pure  wit,  thou  parted  a  fair  fray. 

Cojl.  O  lord  Sir,  they  would  know 
Whether  the  three  worthies  {hall  come  in,  or  no. 

Btron.  What,  are  there  but  three? 

Cofi,  No  Sir,  but  it  is  very  fine ; 
For  every  one  prefents  three. 

Btron.  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine  ? 

Cofi.  Not  fo  Sir,  under  correction  Sir,  I  hope  it  is  not  fo. 
You  cannot  beg  us  Sir,  I  can  affure  you  Sir,  we  know  what  we 
know :  I  hope  three  times  thrice,  Sir  

Btron.  Is  not  nine. 

Cofi.  Under  correction  Sir,  we  know  whereuntil  it  doth  a- 
mount. 

Btron.  By  Jove  I  always  took  three  threes  for  nine. 
Cofi.  O  lord  Sir,  it  were  pity  you  fhould  get  your  living  by 
reckoning,  Sir. 

Btron.  How  much  is  it  ? 

Cofi.  O  lord  Sir,  the  parties  themfelves,  the  actors  Sir,  will 
{hew  whereuntil  it  doth  amount  j  for  my  own  part,  I  am,  as 
they  fay,  but  to  perfect  one  man  in  one  poor  man,  Pompton 
the  Great,  Sir. 

Btron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies  ? 

Cofi.  It  pleafed  them  to  think  me  worthy  of  Pompton  the 
Great :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know  not  the  degree  of  the  wor- 
thy ;  but  I  am  to  ftand  for  him. 

Btron.  Go  bid  them  prepare. 

Cofi.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off,  Sir,  we  will  take  fome  care. 
King.  Btron,  they  will  fliame  us  $  let  them  not  approach. 

[Exit  Cofi. 

Btron.  We  are  fhame-proof,  my  lord ;  and  'tis  fome  policy 
To  have  one  fhow  worfe  than  the  King  and  his  company. 
King.  I  fay  they  {hall  not  come. 

Frin. 
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Prin.  Nay,  my  good  lord,  let  mc  o'er-rule  you  now; 
That  fport  beft  pleafes,  that  doth  leaft  know  how. 
Where  zeal  ftrives  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Dies  in  the  zeal  of  that  which  it  prefents ; 
Their  form  confounded,  makes  moft  form  in  mirth, 
When  great  things  labouring  perifh  in  their  birth. 

Biron.  A  right  defcription  of  our  fport,  my  lord. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Armado. 

Arm.   Anointed,  I  implore  fo  much  expence  of  thy  royal 
fweet  breath,  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 
Prin.  Doth  this  man  ferve  God  ? 
Biron.  Why  ask  you  > 

Prin.  He  fpeaks  not  like  a  man  of  God's  making. 

Arm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair  fweet  honey  monarch  for  I 
proteft  the  fchoolmafter  is  exceeding  fantaftical :  too  tco  vain, 
too  too  vain :  but  we  will  put  it,  as  they  fay,  to  fortuna  delaguar. 
I  wifh  you  the  peace  of  mind,  moft  royal  cupplemeut. 

King.  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  prefence  of  worthies:  he  pre- 
fents HeBor  of  Troy,  the  fwain  Pompey  the  Great,  the  parifh- 
curate  Alexander,  Armado's  page  Hercules,  the  pedant  Judas 
Machabeus ; 

And  if  thefe  four  worthies  in  their  ficft  fhew  thrive, 
Thefe  four  will  change  habits,  and  prefent  the  other  five. 

Biron.  There  are  five  in  the  fir  ft  (hew. 

King.  You  are  deceiv'd,  'tis  not  fo. 

Biron.  The  pedant,  the  braggart,  the  hedge-prieft,  the  fool, 
and  the  boy. 

A  bare  throw  at  novum,  and  the  whole  world  again 
Cannot  prick  out  five  fiich,  take  each  one  in's  vein. 

King.  The  (hip  is  under  fail,  and  here  {he  comes  amain. 

Enter 
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Enter  Coftard  for  Pornpey. 

Coft.  I  Pompey  am. 
Boyet.  You  lye,  you  are  not  he. 
Coft.  I  Pompey  am. 
Boyet.  With  Libbard's  head  on  knee. 
Biron.  Well  faid  old  mocker, 
I  mud  needs  be  friends  with  thee. 

Coft.  I  Pompey  am>  Pompey  furnam'd  the  Big. 
Dum.  The  Great. 

Coft.  It  is  great,  Sir  •>  Pompey,  furnam'd  the  Great ; 
That  oft  in  field,  with  targe  and  fhield, 

Did  make  my  foe  to  fweat : 
And  travelling  along  this  coaft,  I  here  am  come  by  chance ; 
And  lay  my  arms  before  the  legs  of  this  fweet  lafs  of  France. 
If  your  ladymip  would  fay  thanks  Pompey,  I  had  done. 

Prin.  Great  thanks,  great  Pompey. 

Coft.  'Tis  not  fb  much  worth ;  but  I  hope  I  was  perfect.  I 
made  a  little  fault  in  great. 

Biron.  My  hat  to  a  half-penny,  Pompey  proves  the  beft  wor- 
thy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  for  Alexander. 

Nath.  When  in  the  world  I  liv'd,  I  was  the  world's  commander. 
By  eaft,  weft,  north  and  fouth,  I  fpread  my  conquering  might : 
My  efcutcheon  plain  declares  that  I  am  Alilander. 

Boyet.  Your  nofe  fays  no,  you  are  not ;  for  it  ftands  not 
right. 

Biron.   Your  nofe  fmells  no,  in  this  raoft  tender  fmellinff 
Knight. 

Prin.  The  conqueror  is  difmaid :  proceed,  good  Alexander. 
I  ::h.  When  in  the  world  I  lw'dy  I  was  the  wot  Id's  commander . 
Be  ef.  Moft  true,  'tis  right,-  you  were  fo  Alifander. 

Biron. 
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Biron.  Pompey  the  Great. 
Coft.  Your  fervant  and  Cojtard. 

Biron.  Take  away  the  conqueror,  take  away  Alifander. 

Cofi.  O  Sir,  you  have  overthrown  Alifander  the  conqueror. 
[to  Nath.]  You  will  be  fcrap'd  out  of  the  painted  cloth  for  this; 
your  lion  that  holds  the  poll-ax  fitting  on  a  clofeftool,  will  be 
given  to  Ajax  he  will  be  then  the  ninth  worthy.  A  conque- 
ror, and  afraid  to  fpeak  ?  run  away  for  mame,  Alifander.  There, 
an't  ftiall  pleafe  youj  a  foolifh  mild  man,  an  honeft,  man,  look 
you,  and  foon  dafh'd.  He  is  a  marvellous  good  neighbour  in- 
(both,  and  a  very  good  bowler  but  for  Alifander,  alas  you  fee, 
how  'tis  a  little  o'er-parted :  but  there  are  worthies  a  coming 
will  fpeak  their  mind  in  fome  other  fort. 

Biron.  Stand  afide,  good  Pompey. 

Enter  Holofernes  for  Judas,  and  Moth  for  Hercules. 

Hoi.  Great  Hercules  is  preiented  by  this  imp, 
Whofe  club  kill'd  Cerberus  that  three-headed  canus  $ 
And  when  he  was  a  babe,  a  child,  a  fhrimp, 

Thus  did  he  ftrangle  (erpents  in  his  manus: 
6)uoniam,  he  feemeth  in  minority 
Ergo,  I  come  with  this  apology. 

Keep  fome  ftate  in  thy  Exit,  and  vanifh.  [Exit  Moth. 

Hoi.  Judas  /  am. 

Dum.  A  Judas. 

Hoi.  Not  Ifcariot,  Sir, 
Judas  /  am,  ycleped  Machabeus. 

Dum.  Judas  Machabeus  dipt,  is  plain  Judas. 

Biron.  A  kitting  traitor.  How  art  thou  prov'd  Judas? 

Hoi.  Judas  /  am. 

Dum.  The  more  fliame  for  you,  Judas. 

Hoi.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

Boyet.  To  make  Judas  hang  himfelf. 

Hoi. 
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Hoi.  Begin  Sir,  you  are  my  elder. 

Biron.  Well  follow'd,  Judas  was  hang'd  on  an  elder. 

Hoi.  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 

Biron.  Becaufe  thou  haft  no  face. 

Hoi.  What  is  this  ? 

Boyet.  A  cittern  head. 

Dum.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 

Biron.  A  death's  face  in  the  ring. 

Long.  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin,  fcarce  feen. 

Boyet.  The  pummel  of  Ctefar's  faulchion. 

Dum.  The  carv'd-bone  face  on  a  flask. 

Biron.  St.  George's  half  cheek  in  a  broch, 

Dum.  Ay,  and  in  a  broch  of  lead. 

Biron.  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth-drawer ,• 
And  now  forward,  for  we  have  put  thee  in  countenance. 

Hoi.  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance. 

Biron.  Falfe,  we  have  given  thee  faces. 

Hoi.  But  you  have  out-fae'd  them  all. 

Biron.  And  thou  wert  a  lion  we  would  do  (bo 

Boyet.  Therefore  as  he  is  an  a(s,  let  him  go. 
And  fb  adieu  fweet  Jude  ,•  nay,  why  doft  thou  ftay  ? 

Dum.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 

Biron.  For  the  Afs  to  the  Jude  -y  give  it  him.  Jud-as  away. 
Hoi.  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  humble. 
Boyet.  A  light  for  monfieur  Judas,  it  grows  dark,  he  may 
ftumble. 

Prin.  Alas  poor  Machabeus,  how  he  hath  been  baited. 

Enter  Armado. 

Biron.  Hide  thy  head  Achilles,  here  comes  Hector  in  arms. 
Dum.  Tho'  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I  will  now  be 
merry. 

King.  Hetlor  was  but  a  Trojan  in  relpect  of  this. 
Vol.  II.  Y  Boyet, 
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Boyet.  But  is  this  Heft  or? 
King.  I  think  He&or  was  not  fb  clean  timber'd. 
Long.  His  leg  is  too  big  for  He&or. 
Dum.  More  calf,  certain. 
Boyet,  No  ,•  he  is  beft  indu'd  in  the  fmall. 
Biron.  This  can't  be  Heel  or. 
Dum.  He's  a  God  or  a  painter,  for  he  makes  faces. 
Arm.    The  armipotent  Mars,  of  launces  the  Almighty^ 
Gave  He&or  a  gift, 
Dum.  A  gilt  nutmeg. 
Biron.  A  lemon. 
Long.  Stuck  with  cloves. 
Dum.  No,  cloven. 

Arm.  The  armipotent  Mars,  of  launces  the  Almighty  % 
Gave  Hector  a  gift,  the  heir  of  Ilion ; 
A  man  fo  breathed,  that  certain  he  would  fight  ye 

From  morn  Hill  night,  out  of  his  pavilion. 
1  am  that  flower. 

Dum.  That  mint. 

Long.  That  cullambine. 

Arm.  Sweet  lord  Longaville  rein  thy  tongue. 

Long.  I  rauft  rather  give  it  the  rein;  for  it  runs  againft 
Heclor. 

Dum.  Ay,  and  HeBor's  a  grey-hound. 

Arm.  The  fweet  war-man  is  dead  and  rotten  ; 
Sweet  chucks,  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  bury'd  : 
But  I  will  forward  with  my  device; 
Sweet  royalty  beftow  on  me  the  fenfe  of  hearing. 

Prin.  Speak  brave  Heclor    we  are  much  delighted. 

Arm.  I  do  adore  thy  fweet  grace's  flipper. 

Boyet.  Loves  her  by  the  foot. 

Dum.  He  may  not  by  the  yard. 

Arm.  This  Hector  far  furmounted  Hannibal. 
The  party  is  gone.  Cofl. 
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Cofi.  Fellow  HeBor,  fhe  is  gone ;  ihe  is  two  months  on  her 
way. 

Arm.  What  mean'ft  thou  ? 

Cofi.  Faith  unlefs  you  play  the  honeft  Trojan,  the  poor  wench 
is  caft  away ;  {he's  quick,  the  child  brags  in  her  belly  already. 
'Tis  yours. 

Arm.  Doft  thou  infamonize  me  among  potentates  ?  Thou 
flialt  die. 

Cofi.  Then  fhall  HeBor  be  whipt  for  Jaquenetta,  that  is 
quick  by  him  ,*  and  hang'd  for  Pompey,  that  is  dead  by  him. 
Dum.  Moft  rare  Pompeyf 
Boyet.  Renown'd  Pompeyf 

Biron.  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great  Pompey  f  Pom- 
pey the  huge! 

Dum.  HeBor  trembles. 

Biron.  Pompey  is  mov'd,  more  Atesy  more  Ates,  ftir  them 
on,  ftir  them  on. 

Dum.  HeBor  will  challenge  him. 

Biron.  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man's  blood  in's  belly  than 
will  fiip  a  flea. 

Arm.  By  the  north  pole  I  do  challenge  thee. 

Cofi.  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole  like  a  northern  man  I'll 
flafti;  111  do't  by  the  fword:  I  pray  you  let  me  borrow  my  arms 
again. 

Dum.  Room  for  the  incenfed  worthies. 
Cofi.  Ill  do't  in  my  fhirt. 
Dum.  Moft  refblute  Pompey. 

Moth.  Mafter,  let  me  take  you  a  button-hole  lower.  Do  you 
not  fee  Pompey  is  uncafing  for  the  combat :  what  mean  you  ? 
you  will  lofe  your  reputation. 

Arm.  Gentlemen  and  foldiers  pardon  me,  I  will  not  combat 
in  my  fhirt. 

Dum.  You  may  not  deny  it,  Pompey  hath  made  the  chal- 
lenge. Y  2  drm. 
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Arm.  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  will. 
Btron.  What  reafon  have  you  for't  ? 

Arm.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  fliirt,  I  go  wool- 
ward  for  penance. 

Boyet.  True,  and  it  was  enjoin'd  him  in  Rome  for  want  of 
linnen ;  fince  when,  I'll  be  jfworn  he  wore  none,  but  a  dim-clout 
of  Jaquenetta's,  and  that  he  wears  next  his  heart  for  a  favour, 

s  c  E  n  e  x. 

Enter  Macard, 
Mac.  God  fave  yon,  madam. 

Pr'm.  Welcome  Macard,  but  that  thou  interrupter!:  our  mer~ 
riment. 

Mac.  I'm  fbrry  madam,  for  the  news  I  bring 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.   The  King  your  father  

Pr'm.  Dead  for  my  life. 

Mac.  Even  fo :  my  tale  is  told. 

Biron.  Worthies  away,  the  fcene  begins  to  cloud. 

Arm.  For  mine  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath  ,•  I  have  feen 
the  day  of  wrong  through  the  little  hole  of  difcretion,  and  I 
will  right  my  felf  like  a  foldier.  [Exeunt  Worthies. 

King.  How  fares  your  Majefty  ?• 

Pr'm.  Boyet  prepare,  I  will  away  to-night. 

King.  Madam  not  fo,  I  do  beieech  you  (lay. 

Pr'm.  Prepare  I  fay.    I  thank  you,  gracious  lords., 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours     and  entreat, 
Out  of  a  new  fad  foul,  that  you  vouchfafe 
In  your  rich  wifdom  to  excufe  or  hide 
The  liberal  oppofition  of  our  fpirits  ,• 
If  over-boldly  we  have  born  our  felves 
In  the  converfe  of  breath,  your  gentlenefs 
Was  guilty  of  it.    Farewel,  worthy  lord ; 

An 
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An  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  tongue : 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fb  fhort  of  thanks, 
For  my  great  fiiit  Co  eafily  obtain'd. 

Kmg.  The  extreme  parts  of  time  extremely  forms 
All  caufes  to  the  purpofe  of  his  fpeed, 
And  often  at  his  very  loofe  decides 
That,  which  long  procefs  could  not  arbitrate. 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progeny 
Forbid  the  fmiling  courtefie  of  love, 
The  holy  luit  which  fain  it  would  convince; 
Yet  fince  love's  argument  was  firft  on  foot, 
Let  not  the  cloud  of  fbrrow  juftle  it 
'   From  what  it  purpos'd.    Since  to  wail  friends  loft 
Is  not  by  much  fb  wholefome,  profitable, 
As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

Prw,  I  underftand  you  not,  my  griefs  are  double. 

Btron.  Honeft  plain  words  beft  pierce  the  h  ear  of  grief  j 
And  by  thefe  badges  underftand  the  King. 
For  your  fair  fakes  have  we  neglected  time, 
Play'd  foul  play  with  our  oaths :  your  beauty,  ladies, 
Hath  much  deformed  us,  fafhioning  our  humours 
Even  to  th'oppofed  end  of  our  intents 
And  what  in  us  hath  feem'd  ridiculous, 
As  love  is  full  of  unbefitting  drains, 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  skipping  and  vain, 
Form'd  by  the  eye,  and  therefore  like  the  eye, 
Full  of  ftraying  fliapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms*. 
Varying  in  fubjects  as  the  eye  doth  rowl, 
To  every  varied  object  in  his  glance  $ 
Which  party-coated  prefence  of  loofe  love 
Put  on  by  us,  if  in  your  heav'nly  eyes, 
Have  misbecom'd  our  oaths  and  gravities ; 
Thofe  heav'nly  eyes  that  look  into  thefe  faults,  * 

Sug^efted 

h  cares.  7  - 
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Sucrgefted  us  to  make  them :  therefore,  ladies, 
Our  love  being  yours,  the  error  that  love  makes 
Is  likewife  yours.     We  to  our  felves  prove  falfe, 
By  being  once  falfe,  for  ever  to  be  true 
To  thofe  that  make  us  both,  fair  ladies  you ; 
And  even  that  falfhood,  in  it  felf  a  fin, 
Thus  purifies  it  felf,  and  turns  to  grace. 

Pr'w.  We  have  receiv'd  your  letters,  full  of  love, 
Your  favours,  the  embalTadors  of  love  : 
And  in  our  maiden  council  rated  them 
At  courtfhip,  pleafant  jeft,  and  courtefie, 
As  bumbaft,  and  as  lining  to  the  time : 
But  more  devout  than  thefe  are  our  refpects. 
Have  we  not  been  (and  therefore  met  your  loves 
In  their  own  fafhion)  like  a  merriment  ? 

Dum.  Our  letters,  madam,  fhew'd  much  more  than 
Long.  So  did  our  looks. 
Rofa.  We  did  not  coat  them  fo. 
King,  Now  at  the  lateft  minute  of  the  hour, 
Grant  us  your  loves. 

Prin.  A  time  methinks  too  fhort, 
To  make  a  world- without-end  bargain  in ; 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  grace  is  perjur'd  much, 
Full  of  dear  guiltinefs,  and  therefore  this : 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  fuch  caufe) 
You  will  do  ought,  this  mail  you  do  for  me; 
Your  oath  I  will  not  truft;  but  go  with  fpeed 
To  fome  forlorn  and  naked  hermitage, 
Remote  from  all  the  pleaiures  of  the  world  j 
There  (lay  until  the  twelve  celeftial  figns 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning. 
If  this  auftere  infociable  life 
Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood  ,* 
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If  frofts,  and  fafts,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds 

Nip  not  the  gaudy  bloflbms  of  your  love, 

But  that  it  bear  this  tryal,  and  laft  love,- 

Then  at  the  expiration  of  the  year, 

Come  challenge  me,  challenge  me  by  thefe  deferts ; 

And  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  kifling  thine, 

I  will  be  thine ,  and  till  that  inftant  {hut 

My  woful  felf  up  in  a  mourning  houfe, 

Raining  the  tears  of  lamentation, 

For  the  remembrance  of  my  father's  death. 

If  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  hands  part, 

Neither  intitled  in  the  other's  heart. 

King,  If  this,  or  more  than  this,  I  would  deny, 
To  flatter  up  thefe  powers  of  mine  with  reft  ,- 
The  fiidden  hand  of  death  clofe  up  mine  eye. 
Hence  ever  then,  my  heart  is  in  thy  bread. 

Biron,  And  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  and  what  to  me 

Rofa,  You  muft  be  purged  too,  your  fins  are  rank, 
You  are  attaint  with  fault  and  perjury  • 
Therefore  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twelve-month  mail  you  jfpend,  and  never  reft, 
But  feek  the  weary  beds  of  people  fick. 

Dum,  But  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  but  what  to  me  ? 

Kath,  A  wife,  a  beard,  fair  health  and  honefty,- 
With  three-fold  love  I  wifh  you  all  thefe  three. 

Dum,  O  fhall  I  fay,  I  thank  you,  gentle  wife? 

Kath.  Not  fo,  my  lord  ->  a  twelve-month  and  a  day 
I'll  mark  no  words  that  fmooth-fac'd  wooers  fay. 
Come  when  the  King  doth  to  my  lady  come  $ 
Then  if  I  have  much  love,  I'll  give  you  fome. 

Dum.  I'll  ferve  thee  true  and  faithfully  till  then. 

Kath,  Yet  fwear  not,  left  ye  be  forfworn  again. 

Long,  What  fays  Maria* 
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Mar.  At  the  twelve-month's  end, 
I'll  change  my  black  gown  for  a  faithful  friend. 

Long.  Ill  flay  with  patience,-  but  the  time  is  long. 

Mar.  The  liker  you,  few  taller  are  fo  young. 

Btron.  Studies  my  lady  ?  miftrefs,  look  on  me, 
Behold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eye: 
What  humble  fuit  attends  thy  anfwer  there, 
Impofe  fome  fervice  on  me  for  thy  love. 

Rofa.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  my  lord  Biron, 
Before  I  faw  you ;  and  the  world's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks, 
Full  of  comparifons  and  wounding  flouts, 
Which  you  on  all  eftates  will  execute,  ' 
That  lye  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit : 
To  weed  this  wormwood  from  your  fruitful  brain, 
And  therewithal  to  win  me,  if  you  pleafe, 
Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  be  won ; 
You  {hall  this  twelve-month  term  from  day  to  day 
Vifit  the  lpeechlefs  tick,  and  ftill  converfe 
With  groaning  wretches,-  and  your  task  mail  be, 
With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
T'enforce  the  pained  impotent  to  fmile. 

Biron.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  of  death 
It  cannot  be,  it  is  impoflible  : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  foul  in  agony. 

Rofa.  Why  that's  the  way  to  choak  a  gibing  fpirit, 
Whole  influence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  grace, 
Which  mallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools : 
A  j eft's  profperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it :  then,  if  fickly  ears, 
Deaft  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  dear  groans, 
Will  hear  your  idle  fcorns  5  continue  then, 


LoveV  Labour's  loft.  ijy 

And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fault  withal  : 
But  if  they  will  not  -y  throw  away  that  fpirit, 
And  I  fhall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault, 
Right  joyful  of  your  reformation. 

Biron.  A  twelve-month  ?  well,  befall  what  will  befall, 
I'll  jeft  a  twelve-month  in  an  hofpital. 

Prm.  Ay,  fweet  my  lord,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

[to  the  King. 

King.  No  Madam,  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way. 

Biron.  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  play; 
Jack  hath  not  Jill ;  thefe  ladies  courtefie 
Might  well  have  made  our  fport  a  comedy. 

K'mg.  Come,  Sir,  it  wants  a  twelve-month  and  a  day, 
And  then  'twill  end. 

Biron.  That's  too  long  for  a  play. 

Enter  Armado. 

Arm.  Sweet  Majefty,  vouchfafe  me. 

Prm.  Was  not  that  HeBorl 

Dum.  The  worthy  Knight  of  Troy. 

Arm.  I  will  kifs  thy  royal  finger,  and  take  leave.  I  am  a 
votary ;  I  have  vow'd  to  Jaquenetta  to  hold  the  plough  for  her 
fweet  love  three  years.  But,  mod  efteem'd  greatnefs,  will 
you  hear  the  dialogue  that  the  two  learned  men  have  compi- 
led, in  praife  of  the  owl  and  the  cuckow?  it  mould  have  fol- 
low'd  in  the  end  of  our  fhew. 

King.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  Co. 

Arm.  Holla,  approach. 

Enter  all. 

This  fide  is  litems^  winter. 

This  Fer,  the  fpring :  the  one  maintain'd  by  the  owl, 
The  other  by  the  cuckow. 
Fery  begin. 

Vol.  II.  Z  The 
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The  SONG. 

When  daizies  pied,  and  violets  blue. 
And  cuckow-buds  of  yellow  hue. 
And  lady-fmocks  all  filver  white, 
Do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight 
The  cuckow  then  on  every  tree 
Mocks  married  men ;  for  thus  fings  he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow,  cuckow:  0  word  of  fear, 
Unpleafing  to  a  married  ear  / 

When  Jhepherds  pipe  on  oaten  firaws, 
And  merry  larks  are  ploughmens  clocks : 

When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks  and  daws, 
And  maidens  bleach  their  fummer  fmocks 

The  cuckow  then  on  every  tree 

Mocks  married  men-,  for  thus  fings  he, 

Cuckow. 

Cuckow,  Cuckow :  0  word  of  fear, 
Unpleafing  to  a  married  ear  f 

WINTER. 

When  ijicles  hang  by  the  wall, 

And  Dick  the  Jhepherd  blows  his  nail, 

And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall, 
And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail-, 

When  blood  is  nipt,  and  ways  be  foul, 

Then  nightly  fings  the  flaring  owl 

Tu-whit,  to-who,- 
A  merry  note, 

JVhile  greafie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 
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When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow, 
And  coughing  drowns  the  parfon's  faw ; 

And  birds  fit  brooding  in  the  /now, 
And  Marian'*  nofe  looks  red  and  raw 

When  roafled  crabs  h'ifs  in  the  bowl. 

Then  nightly  fings  the  flaring  owl, 

Tu-whit,  to-who ; 
A  merry  note, 

While  greafie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 


Arm,  The  words  of  Mercury 
Are  harfti  after  the  fongs  of  Apollo  : 
You  that  way,  we  this  way. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse 


DUKE. 

Frederick,  brother  to  the  'Duke,  and  ufurper  of  his  dukedom. 
Jaques5^  ^or^s  attending  upon  the  Duke  in  his  banijhment. 
Le  Beu,  a  courtier  attending  on  Frederick. 

Oliver,  eldeji  fon  to  Sir  Rowland  de  Boys,  who  had  formerly  been  a  fer- 
vant to  the  Duke. 

Orlando  \  Y°un&er  brothers  to  Oliver. 

Adam,  an  old  fervant  of  Sir  Rowland  de  Boys,  now  following  the  for- 
tunes of  Orlando. 
Dennis,  fervant  to  Oliver. 

Charles,  a  wrefller,  and  fervant  to  the  ufurping  Duke  Frederick. 
Touchftone,  a  clown  attending  on  Celia  and  Rofalind. 
Corin,    if  n  , 
Sylvius,  $  M*'r&. 

A  clown,  in  love  with  Audrey. 

William,  another  clown,  in  love  with  Audrey. 

Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  a  country  curate. 

Rofalind,  daughter  to  the  Duke. 
Celia,  daughter  to  Frederick. 
Phcebe,  a  Jhepherdefs. 
Audrey,  a  country  wench. 

Lords  belonging  to  the  two  Dukes,  with  pages,  forefters,  and 

other  attendants. 


The  Scene  lyes  firfl  near  Oliver' j-  houfe,  and  after- 
terwards  partly  in  the  Duke's  court,  and  partly  in 
the  foreft  of  Arden. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

Olive  r  9s  Houfe. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Orlando. 

S  I  remember,  Adam,  it  was  upon  this  fafhion 
bequeathed  me  by  will,  but  a  poor  thoufand 
crowns  •  and,  as  thou  fay'ft,  charged  my  bro- 
ther on  his  bleffing  to  breed  me  well,-  and 
there  begins  my  fadnels.  My  brother  Jaques 
he  keeps  at  fchool,  and  report  lpeaks  goldenly 
of  his  profit :  for  my  part  he  keeps  me  ruftically  at  home,  or 
(to  (peak  more  properly)  ftays  me  here  at  home  unkept  •  for 
call  you  that  keeping  for  a  gentleman  of  my  birth,  that  differs 
not  from  the  ftalling  of  an  ox  ?  his  horfes  are  bred  better  •>  for 
befides  that  they  are  fair  with  their  feeding,  they  are  taught 
their  manage,  and  to  that  end  riders  dearly  hired :  but  I,  his 
brother,  gain  nothing  under  him  but  growth,  for  the  which 
his  animals  on  his  dunghills  are  as  much  bound  to  him  as  I.  Be- 
fides this  nothing  that  he  fo  plentifully  gives  me,  the  fome- 
thing  that  nature  gave  me  his  countenance  feems  to  take  from 
me.    He  lets  me  feed  with  his  hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a 

brother, 
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brother,  and,  as  much  as  in  him  lyes,  mines  my  gentility  with 
my  education.  This  is  it,  Adam,  that  grieves  me ;  and  the  fpi- 
rit  of  my  father,  which  I  think  is  within  me,  begins  to  mutiny 
againft  this  fervitude.  I  will  no  longer  endure  it,  tho'  yet  I 
know  no  wife  remedy  how  to  avoid  it. 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Oliver. 

Adam.  Yonder  comes  my  mafter,  your  brother. 
Orla.  Go  apart,  Adamy  and  thou  malt  hear  how  he  will  make 
me  up. 

Oli.  Now,  Sir,  what  make  you  here  ? 

Orla.  Nothing :  I  am  not  taught  to  make  any  thing. 

Ol'i.  What  mar  you  then,  Sir  ? 

Orla.  Marry  Sir,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  that  which  God 
made,  a  poor  unworthy  brother  of  yours,  with  idleneis. 

Ol'i.  Marry  Sir,  be  better  employ'd,  and  be  naught  a  while. 

Orla.  Shall  I  keep  your  hogs,  and  eat  husks  with  them? 
what  prodigal  portion  have  I  fpent,  that  I  mould  come  to  fuch 
penury  ? 

Ol'i.  Know  you  where  you  are,  Sir? 

Orla.  O  Sir,  very  well  -y  here  in  your  orchard. 

Oh.  Know  you  before  whom,  Sir  ? 

Orla.  Ay,  better  than  he  I  am  before,  knows  me.  I  know 
you  are  my  eldeft:  brother,  and  in  the  gentle  condition  of  blood 
you  mould  fo  know  me :  the  courteiie  of  nations  allows  you 
my  better,  in  that  you  are  the  firft  born ;  but  the  fame  tradi- 
tion takes  not  away  my  blood,  were  there  twenty  brothers  be- 
twixt us.  I  have  as  much  of  my  father  in  me,  as  you  ■>  albeit, 
I  confe/s  your  coming  before  me  is  nearer  to  his  reverence. 

Ol'i  What  boy! 

Orla.  Come,  come,  elder  brother,  you  are  too  young  in  this. 

Oli. 
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OH  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  ? 

Orla.  I  am  no  villain :  I  am  the  youngeft  fon  of  Sir  Rowland 
de  Boys ;  he  was  my  father,  and  he  is  thrice  a  villain  that  fays 
fuch  a  father  begot  villains.  Wert  thou  not  my  brother,  I  would 
not  take  this  hand  from  thy  throat,  'till  this  other  had  pull'd 
ouc  thy  tongue  for  faying  lb ;  thou  haft  rail'd  on  thy  felf. 

Adam,  Sweet  matters  be  patient  -y  for  your  father's  remem- 
brance, be  at  accord. 

OIL  Let  me  go,  I  fay. 

Orla.  I  will  not  'till  I  pleafe :  you  mall  hear  me.  My  father 
charg'd  you  in  his  will  to  give  me  good  education :  you  have 
train'd  me  up  like  a  peafant,  obfcuring  and  hiding  me  from  all 
gentleman-like  qualities  -y  the  fpirit  of  my  father  grows  ftrong 
in  me,  and  I  will  no  longer  endure  it :  therefore  allow  me  fuch 
exercifes  as  may  become  a  gentleman,  or  give  me  the  poor  al- 
lottery  my  father  left  me  by  teftament ;  with  that  I  will  go  buy 
my  fortunes. 

OIL  And  what  wilt  thou  do  ?  beg  when  that  is  fpent  ?  well, 
Sir,  get  you  in.  I  will  not  long  be  troubled  with  you  :  you  (hall 
have  fbme  part  of  your  will.  I  pray  you  leave  me. 

Orla.  I  will  no  further  offend  you  than  becomes  me  for  my 
good. 

Oli.  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  dog. 

Adam.  Is  old  dog  my  reward?  mod  true,  I  have  loft  my 
teeth  in  your  fervice.  God  be  with  my  old  mafter,  he  would  not 
have  fpoke  fuch  a  word.  [Exe.  Orlando  and  Adam. 

SCENE  III. 

Ol'i.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  begin  you  to  grow  upon  me  ?  I  will  phy- 
fkk  your  ranknefs,  and  yet  give  no  thoufand  crowns  neither. 
Holla,  Dennis/ 

Vol.  II.  A  a  Enter 
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Enter  Dennis. 
Den.  Calls  your  worfhip  ? 

Olt.  Was  not  Charles,  the  Duke's  wreftier,  here  to  ipeak  with 

me  ? 

Den,  So  pleafe  you,  he  is  here  at  the  door,  and  importunes 
accels  to  you. 

Olt.  Call  him  in;  'twill  be  a  good  way;  and  to-morrow 
the  wreftling  is. 

Enter  Charles. 
Char.  Good  morrow  to  your  worftiip. 

Oil.  Good  Monfieur  Charles,  what's  the  new  news  at  the  new 
court  ? 

Char.  There's  no  news  at  the  court,  Sir,  but  the  old  news  ,• 
that  is,  the  old  Duke  is  banifh'd  by  his  younger  brother  the 
new  Duke,  and  three  or  four  loving  lords  have  put  themfelves 
into  voluntary  exile  with  him,  whofe  lands  and  revenues  enrich 
the  new  Duke,  therefore  he  gives  them  good  leave  to  wander. 

Olt.  Can  you  tell  if  Rofalind,  the  Duke's  daughter,  be  ba- 
nifh'd  with  her  father  ? 

Cha.  O  no  ,•  for  the  Duke's  daughter  her  coufin  fo  loves  her, 
being  ever  from  their  cradles  bred  together,  that  fhe  would  have  fol- 
lowed her  exile,  or  have  died  to  flay  behind  her.  She  is  at  the 
court,  and  no  lefs  beloved  of  her  uncle  than  his  own  daughter, 
and  never  two  ladies  loved  as  they  do. 
Olt.  Where  will  the  old  Duke  live  ? 

Cha.  They  fay  he  is  already  in  the  foreft  of  Arden,  and  a 
many  merry  men  with  him  and  there  they  live  like  the  old 
Robin  Hood  of  England ;  they  fay  many  young  gentlemen  flock 
to  him  every  day,  and  fleet  the  time  carelefly,  as  they  did  in 
the  golden  world. 

OH.  What,  you  wreftle  to-morrow  before  the  new  Duke  ? 

Cha. 
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Cha.  Marry  do  I,  Sir,  and  I  come  to  acquaint  you  with  a 
matter.  I  am  given,  Sir,  fecretly  to  underftand,  that  your  yonn- 
ger  brother  Orlando  hath  a  difpofition  to  come  in  difguis'd  a- 
gainft  me  to  try  a  fall  ,•  to-morrow,  Sir,  I  wreftle  for  my  credit, 
and  he  that  efcapes  me  without  fome  broken  limb,  (hall  ac- 
quit him  well.  Your  brother  is  but  young  and  tender,  and  for 
your  love  I  would  be  loth  to  foil  him,  as  I  muft  for  mine  own 
honour  if  he  come  in ;  therefore  out  of  my  love  to  you,  I  came 
hither  to  acquaint  you  withal,  that  either  you  might  ftay  him 
from  his  intendment,  or  brook  fuch  difgrace  well  as  he  fhall  run 
into,  in  that  it  is  a  thing  of  his  own  fearch,  and  altogether  a- 
gainft  my  will. 

OIL  Charles,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  love  to  me,  which  thou 
malt  find  I  will  moft  kindly  requite.  I  had  my  felf  notice  of 
my  brother's  purpofe  herein,  and  have  by  under-hand  means  la- 
boured to  diffuade  him  from  it  ;  but  he  is  refolute.  I  tell  thee, 
Charles,  he  is  the  ftubborneft  young  fellow  of  France  full  of 
ambition,  an  envious  emulator  of  every  man's  good  parts,  a  fe- 
cret  and  villanous  contriver  againftme  his  natural  brother,-  there- 
fore ufe  thy  difcretion ;  I  had  as  lief  thou  didft  break  his  neck 
as  his  finger.  And  thou  wert  belt  look  to't  j  for  if  thou  doft 
him  any  flight  difgrace,  or  if  he  do  not  mightily  grace  him- 
felf  on  thee,  he  will  practife  againft  thee  by  poifon,  entrap  thee 
by  fome  treacherous  device }-  and  never  leave  thee  'till  he  hath 
ta'en  thy  life  by  fome  indirect  means  or  other :  for  I  affure  thee, 
(and  almoft  with  tears  I  fpeak  it)  there  is  not  one  fo  young  and 
fo  villanous  this  day  living.  I  fpeak  but  brotherly  of  him  $  but 
mould  I  anatomize  him  to  thee  as  he  is,  I  muft  blufh  and  weep, 
and  thou  muft  look  pale  and  wonder. 

Cha.  I  am  heartily  glad  I  came  hither  to  you :  if  he  come 
to-morrow,  I'll  give  him  his  payment  •  if  ever  he  go  alone  a- 
gain,  I'll  never  wreftle  for  prize  more  •  and  fo  God  keep  your 
worftiip.  [Exit', 
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Ol't.  Farcwel,  good  Charles.  Now  will  I  ftir  this  gamefter : 
I  hope  I  {hall  fee  an  end  of  him  ;  for  my  foul,  yet  I  know  not 
why,  hates  nothing  more  than  he.  Yet  he's  gentle,  never 
fchool'd,  and  yet  learned,  f  ill  of  noble  device,  of  all  forts  en- 
chantingly  beloved  ,•  and  indeed  fo  much  in  the  heart  of  the 
world,  and  efpecially  of  my  own  people  who  beft  know  him, 
that  I  am  altogether  mifprifed.  But  it  mail  not  be  lb  long  ,•  this 
wreftler  mall  clear  all :  nothing  remains,  but  that  I  kindle  the 
bey  thither,  which  now  I'll  go  about.  [Exit. 


SCENE  IV. 

The  Duke's  Palace. 
Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

Cel.  X  Pray  thee,  Rofalznd,  fweet  coz,  be  meriy. 

JL  Rof.  Dear  Cetia,  I  mow  more  mirth  than  I  am  mi- 
fir  cfs  of  j  and  would  you  yet  I  were  merrier  ?  unlefs  you  could 
teach  me  to  forget  a  banifh'd  father,  you  muft  not  learn  me 
how  to  remember  any  extraordinary  pleafare. 

Cel.  Herein  I  fee  thou  lov'ft  me  not  with  the  full  weight 
that  I  love  thee.  If  my  unkle,  thy  banifhed  father,  had  bani- 
fhed  thy  unkle  the  Duke  my  father,  fb  thou  hadft  been  ftill 
with  me,  I  could  have  taught  my  love  to  take  thy  father  for 
mine  j  lb  would'fl:  thou,  if  the  truth  of  thy  love  to  me  were  fo 
righteoufly  temper'd,  as  mine  is  to  thee. 

Rof.  Well,  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my  eftate,  to  re- 
joice in  yours. 

Cel.  You  know  my  father  hath  no  child  but  I,  nor  none  is 
like  to  have,  and  truly  when  he  dies  thou  malt  be  his  heir  $ 
for  what  he  hath  taken  away  from  thy  father  perforce,  I  will 
render  thee  again  in  afFcdion  ;  by  mine  honour  I  will,  and 

when 
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when  I  break  that  oath,  let  me  turn  monfter :  therefore,  my 
fweet  Rofey  my  dear  Rofe,  be  merry. 

Rof.  From  henceforth  I  will,  coz,  -and  devife  (ports :  let  me 
fee,  what  think  you  of  falling  in  love? 

Cel.  Marry,  I  pr'ythee  do,  to  make  fport  withal  ;  but  love 
no  man  in  good  earned:,  nor  no  further  in  iport  neither,  than 
with  fafety  of  a  pure  blufh-  thou  may'ft  in  honour  come  off 
again. 

Rof.  What  fhall  be  the  fport  then  ? 

Cel.  Let  us  fit  and  mock  the  good  houfewife  fortune  from 
her  wheel,  that  her  gifts  may  henceforth  be  bellowed  equally. 

Rof.  I  would  we  could  do  fb  ;  for  her  benefits  are  mightily 
mifplaced,  and  the  bountiful  blind  woman  doth  molt  miftake 
in  her  gifts  to  women. 

Cel.  'Tis  true,  for  thole  that  fhe  makes  fair,  fhe  fcarce  makes 
honeft  ,•  and  thofe  that  fhe  makes  honed,  fhe  makes  very  ill 
favoured. 

Rof.  Nay,  now  thou  goeft  from  fortune's  office  to  nature's : 
fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  the  world,  not  in  the  lineaments  of 
nature. 

Enter  Clown. 

Cel.  No ;  when  nature  hath  made  a  fair  creature,  may  fhe 
not  by  fortune  fall  into  the  fire  ?  tho'  nature  hath  given  us  wit 
to  flout  at  fortune,  hath  not  fortune  fent  in  this  fool  to  cut  off 
this  argument? 

Rof.  Indeed,  there  is  fortune  too  hard  for  nature,  when  for- 
tune makes  nature's  natural  the  cutter  off  of  nature's  wit. 

Cel.  Peradventure  this  is  not  fortune's  work  neither,  but  na- 
ture's -y  who  perceiving  our  natural  wits  too  dull  to  reafon  cf 
fuch  goddeffes,  hath  fent  this  natural  for  our  whetftone:  for 
always  the  dullnefs  of  the  fool,  is  the  whetftone  of  the  wits. 
How  now,  whither  wander  you  ? 

Go, 
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Clo.  Miftrefs,  you  mud  come  away  to  your  father. 

Cel.  Were  you  made  the  meffenger  ? 

Clo.  No  by  mine  honour,  but  I  was  bid  to  come  for  you. 

Rof.  Where  learned  you  that  oath,  fool  ? 

Clo.  Of  a  certain  Knight,  that  fwore  by  his  honour  they 
were  good  pancakes,  and  fwore  by  his  honour  the  muft- 
ard  was  naught :  now  I'll  ftand  to  it,  the  pancakes  were  naught, 
and  the  muftard  was  good,  and  yet  was  not  the  Knight  for- 
fworn. 

Cel.  How  prove  you  that  in  the  great  heap  of  your  know- 
ledge ? 

Rof.  Ay  marry,  now  unmuzzle  your  wifdom. 

Clo.  Stand  you  both  forth  now  ,•  ftroke  your  chins,  and 
fwear  by  your  beards  that  I  am  a  knave. 

Cel.  By  our  beards,  if  we  had  them,  thou  art. 

Clo.  By  my  knavery,  if  I  had  it,  then  I  were ;  but  if  you  fwear 
by  that  that  is  not,  you  are  not  forfworn,  no  more  was  this 
Knight  fwearing  by  his  honour,  for  he  never  had  any or  if 
he  had,  he  had  fworn  it  away,  before  ever  he  faw  thofe  pan- 
cakes or  that  muftard. 

Cel.  Pr'ythee,  who  is  that  thou  mean'ft? 

Clo.  One  that  old  Frederick  your  father  loves. 

Rof.  My  father's  love  is  enough  to  honour  him  enough; 
fpeak  no  more  of  him,  you'll  be  whipt  for  taxation  one  of 
thefe  days. 

Clo.  The  more  pity  that  fools  may  not  (peak  wifely  what 
wife  men  do  foolifhly. 

Cel.  By  my  troth  thou  fay'ft  true;  for  mice  the  little  wit 
that  fools  have  was  filenc'd,  the  little  foolery  that  wife  men 
have  makes  a  great  (hew :  here  comes  Monfieur  Le  Beu. 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  Le  Beu. 
Rof  With  his  mouth  full  of  news. 

Cel.  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  pigeons  feed  their  young. 
Rof  Then  (hall  we  be  news-cram'd. 

Cel.  All  the  better,  we  mail  be  the  more  marketable.  Bon- 
jour,  Monfteur  le  Beu,  what  news  3 

Le  Beu.  Fair  Princefs,  you  have  loft  much  Iport. 
Cel.  Sport ;  of  what  colour  ? 

Le  Beu.  What  colour,  Madam  ?  how  mail  I  anfwer  you  ? 

Rof.  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 

Clo.  Or  as  the  deftinies  decree. 

Cel.  Well  faid,  that  was  laid  on  with  a  trowel. 

Clo.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank-  

Rof.  Thou  lofeft  thy  old  fmell. 

Le  Beu.  You  amaze  me,  ladies ;  I  would  have  told  you  of 
good  wreftling,  which  you  have  loft  the  fight  of. 

Rof.  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  wreftling. 

Le  Beu.  I  will  tell  you  the  beginning,  and  if  it  pleafe  your 
ladymips,  you  may  fee  the  end,  for  the  beft  is  yet  to  do  $  and 
here  where  you  are,  they  are  coming  to  perform  it. 

Cel.  Well,  the  beginning  that  is  dead  and  buried. 

Le  Beu.  There  comes  an  old  man  and  his  three  fons. 

Cel.  I  could  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  tale. 

Le  Beu.  Three  proper  young  men,  of  excellent  growth  and 
prefence. 

Rof.  With  bills  on  their  necks :  Be  it  known  unto  all  men 
by  thefe  prefents. 

Le  Beu.  The  eldeft  of  the  three  wreftled  with  Charles  the 
Duke's  wreftler,  which  Charles  in  a  moment  threw  him,  and 
broke  three  of  his  ribs,  that  there  is  little  hope  of  life  in  him  : 

fo 
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fo  he  ferv'd  the  fecotid,  and  fo  the  third :  yonder  they  lye,  the 
poor  old  man  their  father  making  fuch  pitiful  dole  over  them, 
that  all  the  beholders  take  his  part  with  weeping. 
Rof  Alas! 

Clo.  But  what  is  the  Iport,  Monfieur,  that  the  ladies  have 
loft?  ^ 

Le  Beu.  Why  this  that  I  fpeak  of. 

Clo.  Thus  men  grow  wifer  every  day.     It  is  the  firft  time 
that  ever  I  heard  breaking  of  ribs  was  fport  for  ladies. 
Cel.  Or  I,  I  promife  thee. 

Rof  But  is  there  any  elfe  longs  to  fee  this  broken  mufick  in 
his  fides  ?  is  there  yet  another  doats  upon  rib-breaking  ?  mail 
we  fee  this  wreftling,  coufin  ? 

Le  Beu.  You  muft  if  you  ftay  here,  for  here  is  the  place 
appointed  for  the  wreftling  ,•  and  they  are  ready  to  perform  it. 

Cel.  Yonder  fure  they  are  coning:  let  us  now  ftay  and  fee 

it. 

SCENE  VI. 

Flourijh.     Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Lords,  Orlando,  Charles, 

and  attendants. 

Duke.  Come  on,  fince  the  youth  will  not  be  entreated ;  his 
own  peril  on  his  forwardnefs. 
Rof.  Is  yonder  the  man? 
Le  Beu.  Even  he,  Madam. 

Cel.  Alas,  he  is  too  young yet  he  looks  fuccefsfully. 

Duke.  How  now,  daughter  and  coufin ;  are  you  crept  hither 
to  fee  the  wreftling? 

Rof.  Ay,  my  liege,  fo  pleafe  you  give  us  leave. 

Duke.  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,  I  can  tell  you,  there 
is  fuch  odds  in  the  man :  in  pity  of  the  challenger's  youth,  I 

3  would 
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would  feign  diffuade  him,  but  he  will  not  be  entreated.  Speak 
to  him,  ladies,  fee  if  you  can  move  him. 

Cel.  Call  him  hither,  good  Monfieur  Le  Beu. 

Duke.  Do  fb  ->  I'll  not  be  by. 

Le  Ben.  Monfieur  the  challenger,  the  Princefs  calls  for  you. 

Orla.  I  attend  her  with  all  refpect  and  duty. 

Rof.  Young  man,  have  you  challeng'd  Charles  the  wreftler  ? 

Orla.  No,  fair  Princefs,-  he  is  the  general  challenger :  I  come 
but  as  others  do,  to  try  with  him  the  ftrength  of  my  youth. 

Cel.  Young  gentleman,  your  fpirits  are  too  bold  for  your 
years :  you  have  feen  cruel  proof  of  this  man's  ftrength.  If 
you  faw  your  felf  with  your  own  eyes,  or  knew  your  felf  with 
your  judgment,  the  fear  of  your  adventure  would  counfel  you 
to  a  more  equal  enterprife.  We  pray  you  for  your  own  fake 
to  embrace  your  own  fafety,  and  give  over  this  attempt. 

Rof.  Do,  young  Sir,  your  reputation  fhall  not  therefore  be 
mifprifed  $  we  will  make  it  our  fuit  to  the  Duke,  that  the  wreft- 
ling  might  not  go  forward. 

Orla.  I  befeech  you  punifh  me  not  with  your  hard  thoughts, 
wherein  Iconfefs  me  much  guilty  to  deny  fo  fair  and  excellent  la- 
dies any  thing.  But  let  your  fair  eyes  and  gentle  wifhes  go  with 
me  to  my  tryal,  wherein  if  I  be  foil'd  there  is  but  one  fham'd 
that  was  never  gracious  ,•  if  kill'd,  but  one  dead  that  is  willing 
to  be  fo :  I  fhall  do  my  friends  no  wrong,  for  I  have  none 
to  lament  me,-  the  world  no  injury,  for  in  it  I  have  nothing; 
only  in  the  world  I  fill  up  a  place,  which  may  be  better  fup- 
ply'd  when  I  have  made  it  empty. 

Rof.  The  little  ftrength  that  I  have,  I  would  it  were  with 
you. 

Cel.  And  mine  to  eek  out  hers. 

Rof.  Fare  you  well ,-  pray  heav'n  I  be  deceiv'd  in  you. 
Cel.  Your  heart's  defircs  be  with  you. 
Vol.  II.  B  b  Cba. 
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Cha.  Come,  where  is  this  young  gallant,  that  is  fo  defirous 
to  lie  with  his  mother  earth  ? 

Orla.  Ready  Sir,  but  his  will  hath  in  it  a  more  modeft  wor- 
king. 

Duke.  You  {hall  try  but  one  fall. 

Cha.  No,  I  warrant  your  Grace  you  (hall  not  entreat  him 
to  a  fecond,  that  have  fo  mightily  perfuaded  him  from  a  firft. 

Orla.  You  mean  to  mock  me  after ;  you  mould  not  have 
mockt  before ;  but  come  your  ways. 

Rof.  Now  Hercules  be  thy  fpeed,  young  man. 

Cel.  I  would  I  were  invifible,  to  catch  the  ftrong  fellow  by 
the  leg.  [they  wreftle. 

Rof  O  excellent  young  man ! 

Cel.  If  I  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eye,  I  can  tell  who  fhould 
down.  [Jhout. 

Duke.  No  more,  no  more.  [Charles  h  thrown. 

Orla.  Yes,  I  befeech  your  Grace ;  I  am  not  yet  well  breathed. 

Duke.  How  doft  thou,  Charles? 

he  Beu.  He  cannot  fpeak,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Bear  him  away.    What  is  thy  name,  young  man  ? 

Orla.  Orlando,  my  liege,  the  youngeft  fon  of  Sir  Rowland 
de  Boys. 

Duke.  I  would  thou  hadft  been  fon  to  fome  man  elfe  ,• 
The  world  efteem'd  thy  father  honourable, 
But  I  did  find  him  ftill  mine  enemy  : 
Thou  Ihould'ft  have  better  pleas'd  me  with  this  deed, 
Hadft  thou  defcended  from  another  houfe. 
But  fare  thee  well,  thou  art  a  gallant  youth, 
I  would  thou  hadft  told  me  of  another  father.         [Exit  Duke. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Cel.  Were  I  my  father,  coz,  would  I  do  this  ? 

Orla.  I  am  more  proud  to  be  Sir  Rowland's  Con, 
His  youngeft  fori,  and  would  not  change  that  calling 
To  be  adopted  heir  to  Frederick. 

Rof.  My  father  lov'd  Sir  Rowland  as  his  foul, 
And  all  the  world  was  of  my  father's  mind : 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  his  fon, 
I  mould  have  giv'n  him  tears  unto  entreaties, 
Ere  he  mould  thus  have  ventur'd. 

Cel.  Gentle  coufin, 
Let  us  go  thank  him,  and  encourage  him ; 
My  father's  rough  and  envious  difpofition 
Sticks  me  at  heart.    Sir,  you  have  well  deferv'd : 
If  you  do  keep  your  promifes  in  love, 
But  juftly  as  you  have  exceeded  all  in  promife, 
Your  miftrefs  mall  be  happy. 

Rof.  Gentleman, 
Wear  this  for  me,  one  out  of  rnits  with  fortune, 
That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks  means. 
Shall  we  go,  coz  ? 

Cel.  Ay,  fare  you  well,  fair  gentleman. 

Orla.  Can  I  not  fay,  I  thank  you  ?  my  better  parts 
Are  all  thrown  down,  and  that  which  here  ftands  up 
Is  but  a  quintine,  a  meer  lifelefs  block. 

Rof.  He  calls  us  back :  my  pride  fell  with  my  fortunes. 
I'll  ask  him  what  he  would.  Did  you  call,  Sir  ? 
Sir,  you  have  wreftled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  than  your  enemies. 

Cel.  Will  you  go,  coz  ? 

Rof.  Have  with  you:  fare  you  well,        [Exe.  Rof  and  Cd. 

B  b  2  Orla. 
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Orla.  What  paffion  hangs  thefe  weights  upon  my  tongue  ? 
I  cannot  fpeak  to  her  ->  yet  fhe  urg'd  conference. 

Enter  Le  Beu. 

0  poor  Orlando  !  thou  art  overthrown  ,• 

Or  Charles,  or  fbmething  weaker,  matters  thee. 

Le  Beu.  Good  Sir,  I  do  in  friendfhip  counfel  you 
To  leave  this  place :  albeit  you  have  deferv'd 
High  commendation,  true  applaufe,  and  love ; 
Yet  fuch  is  now  the  Duke's  condition, 
That  he  mifconftrues  all  that  you  have  done. 
The  Duke  is  humorous ;  what  he  is  indeed 
More  fuits  you  to  conceive,  than  me  to  fpeak  of. 

Orla.  I  thank  you  Sir,-  and  pray  you  tell  me  this, 
Which  of  the  two  was  daughter  of  the  Duke, 
That  here  was  at  the  wreftling? 

Le  Beu.  Neither  his  daughter,  if  we  judge  by  manners  $ 
But  yet  indeed  the  fhorter  is  his  daughter ; 
The  other's  daughter  to  the  banifh'd  Duke, 
And  here  detain'd  by  her  uftrping  uncle 
To  keep  his  daughter  company,  whole  loves 
Are  dearer  than  the  natural  bond  of  fitters. 
But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  tate  this  Duke 
Hath  ta'en  difpleafure  'gainft  his  gentle  neice, 
Grounded  upon  no  other  argument, 
But  that  the  people  praife  her  for  her  virtues, 
And  pity  her  for  her  good  father's  fake  ,• 
And  on  my  life  his  malice  'gainft  the  lady 
Will  fuddenly  break  forth.    Sir,  fare  you  well, 
Hereafter  in  a  better  world  than  this 

1  (hall  defire  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you.  [Exit. 

Orla.  I  reft  much  bounden  to  you  :  fare  you  well ! 
Thus  muft  I  from  the  fmoke  into  the  fmother 
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From  tyrant  Duke,  unto  a  tyrant  brother : 
But  heav'nly  Rofalind! 

scene  vm. 

Re-enter  Celia  and  Rofalind. 

Cel.  Why  coufin,  why  Rofalind;  Cupid  have  mercy;  not  a 
word ! 

Rof.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

Cel.  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  be  caft  away  upon 
curs,  throw  fome  of  them  at  me;  come,  lame  me  with  reafons. 

Rof.  Then  there  were  two  couflns  laid  up,  when  the  one 
mould  be  lam'd  with  reafons,  and  the  other  mad  without  any. 

Cel.  But  is  all  this  for  your  father  ? 

Rof  No,  fbme  of  it  is  for  my  father's  child.  Oh  how  full 
of  briers  is  this  working-day-world. 

Cel.  They  are  but  burs,  coufin,  thrown  upon  thee  in  holi- 
day foolery ;  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trodden  paths,  our  very  pet- 
ticoats will  catch  them. 

Rof  I  could  make  them  off  my  coat ;  thefe  burs  are  in  my 
heart. 

Cel.  Hem  them  away. 

Rof  I  would  try,  if  I  could  cry  hem,  and  have  him. 

Cel.  Come,  come,  wreftle  with  thy  affections. 

Rof.  O  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  wreftler  than  my  felf. 

Cel.  O,  a  good  wim  upon  you;  you  will  try  in  time  in  de- 
Ipight  of  a  fall;  but  turning  thefe  jefts  out  of  fervice,  let  us 
talk  in  good  earned  :  is  it  poflible  on  fuch  a  fudden  you  fhoufd 
fall  into  fo  ftrong  a  liking  with  old  Sir  Rowland's  youngeft  fon  ? 

Rof.  The  Duke  my  father  lov'd  his  father  dearly. 

Cel.  Doth  it  therefore  enfue  that  you  fhould  love  his  Con 
dearly  ?  by  this  kind  of  chafe  I  mould  hate  him,  for  my  fa- 
ther hated  his  father  dearly ;  yet  I  hate  not  Orlando. 

Rof 
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Rof.  No  faith,  hate  him  not  for  my  fake. 

Cel.  Why  mould  I  not  ?  doth  he  not  deferve  well  ? 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Duke  with  Lords. 

Rof.  Let  me  love  him  for  that and  do  you  love  him,  be- 
caufe  I  do.    Look,  here  comes  the  Duke. 

Cel.  With  his  eyes  full  of  anger. 

Duke.  Miftrefs,  difpatch  you  with  your  fafeft  haftc, 
And  get  you  from  our  court. 

Rof.  Me,  uncle  ? 

Duke.  You,  coufin. 
Within  thefe  ten  days  if  that  thou  be'fl  found 
So  near  our  publick  court  as  twenty  miles, 
Thou  died  for  it. 

Rof.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace 
Let  me  the  knowledge  of  my  fault  bear  with  me: 
If  with  my  felf  I  hold  intelligence, 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  my  own  defires, 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantick, 
As  I  do  truft  I  am  not,  then  dear  uncle, 
Never  fb  much  as  in  a  thought  unborn 
Did  I  offend  your  highnefs. 

Duke.  Thus  do  all  traitors, 
If  their  purgation  did  confift  in  words, 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  it  felf: 
Let  it  fuffice  thee  that  I  truft  thee  not. 

Rof  Yet  your  miftruft  cannot  make  me  a  traitor 
Tell  me  whereon  the  likelihood  depends. 

Duke.  Thou  art  thy  father's  daughter,  there's  enough. 

Rof.  So  was  I  when  your  Highnefs  took  his  Dukedom, 
So  was  I  when  your  Highnefs  banifli'd  him ; 

Treafbn 
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Treafon  is  not  inherited,  my  lord  ; 
Or  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friends, 
What's  that  to  me,  my  father  was  no  traitor  : 
Then  good  my  Liege,  miftake  me  not  fo  much, 
To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

Cel.  Dear  Soveraign  hear  me  {peak. 

Duke.  Ay  Celia,  we  but  ftaid  her  for  your  fake, 
Elfe  had  {he  with  her  father  rang'd  along. 

Cel.  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  ftay,- 
It  was  your  pleafare,  and  your  own  remorfe  $ 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her, 
But  now  I  know  her ;  if  (he  be  a  traitor, 
Why  fo  am  I  •>  we  ftil!  have  flept  together, 
Rofe  at  an  inftant,  learn'd,  play'd,  eat  together, 
And  wherefbe'er  we  went,  like  Juno's  fwans, 
Still  we  went  coupled,  and  infeparable. 

Duke.  She  is  too  fubtle  for  thee,  and  her  fmoothnefs, 
Her  very  filence  and  her  patience, 
Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her : 
Thou  art  a  fool,  {he  robs  thee  of  thy  name, 
And  thou  wilt  mow  more  bright,  and  feem  more  virtuous 
When  me  is  gone ;  then  open  not  thy  lips  : 
Firm  and  irrevocable  is  my  doom, 
Which  I  have  paft  upon  her  $  {he  is  banifli'd. 

Cel.  Pronounce  that  fentence  then  on  me,  my  Liege, 
I  cannot  live  out  of  her  company. 

Duke.  You  are  a  fool :  you  neice  provide  your  felf; 
If  you  out-ftay  the  time,  upon  mine  honour, 
And  in  the  greatnefs  of  my  word,  you  die.     [Exe.  Duke,  fe^r, 

SCENE  X. 
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Wilt  thou  change  fathers !  I  will  give  thee  mine : 
I  charge  thee  be  not  thou  more  griev'd  than  I  am. 

Rof  I  have  more  caufe. 

Cel.  Thou  haft  not,  coufin, 
Pr'ythee  be  cheerful ;  know'ft  thou  not  the  Duke 
Has  banifh'd  me  his  daughter  ? 

Rof.  That  he  hath  not. 

Cel.  No  ?  hath  not  ?  Rofal'tnd  lacks  then  the  love 
Which  teacheth  thee  that  thou  and  I  am  one : 
Shall  we  be  fundred  ?  fhall  we  part,  fweet  girl  ? 
No,  let  my  father  feek  another  heir. 
Therefore  devife  with  me  how  we  may  fly, 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us, 
And  do  not  feek  to  take  your  a  charge  upon  you, 
To  bear  your  griefs  your  felf,  and  leave  me  out : 
For  by  this  heav'n,  now  at  our  forrows  pale, 
Say  what  thou  can'ft,  I'll  go  along  with  thee. 

Rof.  Why,  whither  fhall  we  go  ? 

Cel.  To  feek  my  uncle  in  the  foreft  of  Arden. 

Rof.  Alas  what  danger  will  it  be  to  us, 
Maids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  fo  far ! 
Beauty  provoketh  thieves  fooner  than  gold. 

Cel.  I'll  put  my  felf  in  poor  and  mean  attire, 
And  with  a  kind  of  umber  fmutch  my  face, 
The  like  do  you,  fo  fhall  we  pafs  along, 
And  never  ftir  aflailants. 

Rof  Were't  not  better, 
Becaufe  that  I  am  more  than  common  tall, 
That  I  did  fuit  me  all  points  like  a  man; 
A  gallant  curtelax  upon  my  thigh, 
A  bore-ipear  in  my  hand,  and  (in  my  heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  woman's  fear  there  will) 
We'll  have  a  fwaming  and  a  martial  outfide, 
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As  many  other  mannifh  cowards  have, 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  femblances. 

Cel.  What  (hall  I  call  thee  when  thou  art  a  man  ? 

Rof.  I'll  have  no  worfe  a  name  than  Jove's  own  page, 
And  therefore  look  you  call  me  Gammed  -y 
But  what  will  you  be  call'd  ? 

Cel.  Something  that  hath  a  reference  to  my  ftate  : 
No  longer  Celiay  but  Aliena. 

Rof  But  coufin,  what  if  we  affaid  to  fteal 
The  clownifti  fool  out  of  your  father's  court : 
Would  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel  ? 

Cel.  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  world  with  me. 
Leave  me  alone  to  woo  him ;  let's  away, 
And  get  our  jewels  and  our  wealth  together; 
Devife  the  fitted  time,  and  fafeft  way 
To  hide  us  from  purfuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  flight :  now  go  we  in  content 

To  liberty,  and  not  to  banifliment.  \Exeunt. 
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ACT  II.   SCENE  L 

A  Forest. 

Enter  Duke  Senior  y  Amiens,  and  two  or  three  Lords  like  forejters. 

Duke  fenior. 

O  W  my  co-mates,  and  brothers  in  exile, 
e  Hath  not  old  cuftom  made  this  life  more  fweet 
c  Than  that  of  painted  pomp  ?  are  not  thele 
woods 

c  More  free  from  peril  than  the  envious  court? 
'  Here  feel  we  not  the  penalty  of  Adamy 

*  The  feafon's  difference,  as  the  icie  phang, 
f  And  churlifh  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind, 

4  Which  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  body, 
1  Even  'till  I  iTirink  with  cold,  I  fmile,  and  fay, 

*  This  is  no  flattery :  thefe  are  counfellors 

*  That  feelingly  perfuade  me  what  I  am. 
'  Sweet  are  the  ufes  of  adverfity, 

c  Which  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous, 

1  W7ears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head : 

c  And  this  our  life  exempt  from  publick  haunt, 

'  Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks, 

*  Sermons  in  ftones,  and  good  in  every  thing. 

Ami.  I  would  not  change  it    happy  is  your  Grace 
That  can  tranflate  the  ftubbornnejfs  of  fortune 
Into  fo  quiet  and  fo  fweet  a  ftyle. 

Duke  Sen.  Ccme,  (hall  we  go  and  kill  us  venifon  ? 
And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dappled  fools, 

Being 
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Being  native  burghers  of  this  defart  city, 

Should,  in  their  own  confines,  with  forked  heads 

Have  their  round  haunches  goar'd. 

i  Lord.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
The  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that, 
And  in  that  kind  fwears  you  do  more  ufiirp 
Than  doth  your  brother  that  hath  banifh'd  you  : 
To-day  my  Lord  of  Amiens  and  my  felf 
Did  fteal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  antique  root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  Brook  that  brawls  along  this  wood, 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  fequeftred  flag, 
That  from  the  hunter's  aim  had  ta'en  a  hurt, 
Did  come  to  languifh    and  indeed  my  lord, 
The  wretched  Animal  heav'd  forth  fiich  groans, 
That  their  difcharge  did  flretch  his  leathern  coat 
Almoft  to  burfting,  and  the  big  round  tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  note 
In  piteous  chafe,-  and  thus  the  hairy  fool, 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  th'  extremeft  verge  of  the  fwift  brook, 
Augmenting  it  with  tears. 

Duke  Sen.  But  what  faid  Jaques  ? 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  lpectacle  ? 

i  Lord.  O  yes,  into  a  thoufand  fimilies. 
Firft,  for  his  weeping  in  the  needlefs  ftream  ,* 
Poor  deer,  quoth  he,  thou  mak'ft  a  teftament 
As  worldlings  do,  giving  thy  fum  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much.     Then  being  alone, 
Left  and  abandon'd  of  his  velvet  friends ; 
'Tis  right,  quoth  he,  thus  mifery  doth  part 
The  flux  of  company :  anon  a  carelefs  herd, 
Full  of  the  pafture,  jumps  along  by  him, 

C  c  i 
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And  never  ftays  to  greet  him :  ay,  quoth  Jaquesy 
Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  greazy  citizens, 
'Tis  juft  the  fafhion ;  wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there  ? 
Thus  moll  invectively  he  pierceth  through 
The  body  of  the  country,  city,  court, 
Yea  and  of  this  our  life,  (wearing  that  we 
Are  meer  ufurpers,  tyrants,  and  what's  worfe, 
To  fright  the  animals,  and  to  kill  them  up 
In  their  aflign'd  and  native  dwelling  place. 

Duke  Sen.  And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  contemplation  ? 

2  Lord.  We  did,  my  Lord,  weeping  and  commenting 
Upon  the  fobbing  deer. 

Duke  Sen.  Show  me  the  place,- 
I  love  to  cope  him  in  thefe  fullen  fits, 
For  then  he's  full  of  matter. 

2  Lord.  I'll  bring  you  to  him  ftraight.  [Exeunt. 


S  C  E  N  E  II. 

The  Palace  again. 

Enter  Duke  Frederick  with  Lords. 

Duke.        An  it  be  polTible  that  no  man  faw  them  } 
It  cannot  be  ;  fome  villains  of  my  court 
Are  of  confent  and  fufferance  in  this. 

1  Lord.  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her. 
The  ladies,  her  attendants  of  her  chamber, 

Saw  her  a-bed,  and  in  the  morning  early 
They  found  the  bed  untreafar'd  of  their  miftrefs. 

2  Lord.  My  lord,  the  roynifh  clown,  at  whom  fo  oft 
Your  Grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alio  miffing : 
Hifpevia,  the  princefs'  gentlewoman, 

Confeffes 
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Confeffes  that  fhe  fecretly  o'er-heard 

Your  daughter  and  her  coufin  much  commend 

The  parts  and  graces  of  the  wreftler 

That  did  but  lately  foil  the  finewy  Charles; 

And  fhe  believes,  where-ever  they  are  gone, 

That  youth  is  furely  in  their  company. 

Duke.  Send  to  his  brother,  fetch  that  gallant  hither ; 
If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  brother  to  me, 
I'll  make  him  find  him;  do  this  fuddenly, 
And  let  not  fearch  and  inquifition  quail 

To  bring  again  thefe  foolifh  runaways.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

Oliver'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Orla.  \7^7'Ho,s  there?  [mafter, 
V  V      Adam.  What  my  young  mafter  ?  oh  my  gentle 
Oh  my  fweet  mafter,  O  you  memory 
Of  old  Sir  Rowland!  why,  what  make  you  here  ? 
Why  are  you  virtuous  ?  why  do  people  love  you  ? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant  ? 
W7hy  would  you  be  fo  fond  to  overcome 
The  bonny  prifer  of  the  humorous  Duke  ? 
Your  praife  is  come  too  fwiftly  home  before  you, 
Know  you  not,  mafter,  to  fome  kind  of  men 
Their  graces  ferve  them  but  as  enemies  ? 
No  more  do  yours    your  virtues,  gentle  mafter, 
Are  fan&ified  and  holy  traitors  to  you. 
Oh  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it! 
Orla.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Adam 
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Adam.  O  unhappy  youth, 
Come  not  within  thefe  doors ;  within  this  roof 
The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives : 

Your  brother  (no ;  no  brother,  yet  the  fon, 

Yet  not  the  fon,  I  will  not  call  him  fon, 

Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  father,) 

Hath  heard  your  prai  fes,  and  this  night  he  means 

To  burn  the  lodging  where  you  ufe  to  lie, 

And  you  within  it ;  if  he  fail  of  that, 

He  will  have  other  means  to  cut  you  off,- 

I  overheard  him,  and  his  practices : 

This  is  no  place,  this  houfe  is  but  a  butchery,- 

Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Orla.  Why,  whither  Adam  wouldft  thou  have  me  go  ? 

Adam.  No  matter  whither,  fo  you  come  not  here. 

Orla.  What,  wouldft  thou  have  me  go  and  beg  my  food, 
Or  with  a  bafe  and  boifterous  fword  enforce 
A  thievifh  living  on  the  common  road  ? 
This  I  muft  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do  : 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can,- 
I  rather  will  fubjecl:  me  to  the  malice 
Of  a  diverted  blood,  and  bloody  brother. 

Adam.  c  But  do  not  fo -y  I  have  five  hundred  crowns, 
c  The  thrifty  hire  I  fav'd  under  your  father, 
€  Which  I  did  ftore,  to  be  my  fofter  nurfe 
'  When  fervice  mould  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lame, 
*  And  unregarded  age  in  corners  thrown; 
c  Take  that,  and  he  that  doth  the  ravens  feed, 
c  Yea  providently  caters  for  the  fparrow, 
c  Be  comfort  to  my  age  :  here  is  the  gold, 
c  All  this  I  give  you,  let  me  be  your  fervant ; 
'  Tho'  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  ftrong  and  lufty, 
1  For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
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c  Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood, 

*  Nor  did  I  with  unbafhful  forehead  woo 

*  The  means  of  weaknefs  and  debility ,• 

*  Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lufly  winter, 

'  Frofty,  but  kindly ;  let  me  go  with  you, 
I'll  do  the  fervice  of  a  younger  man 
In  all  your  bufinefs  and  neceflities. 

Orla.  Oh  good  old  man,  how  well  in  thee  appears 
The  conftant  fervice  of  the  antique  world ; 
When  fervice  fweat  for  duty,  not  for  meedef 
Thou  art  not  for  the  falhion  of  thefe  times, 
Where  none  will  fweat,  but  for  promotion, 
And  having  that,  do  choak  their  fervice  up 
Even  with  the  having  >  it  is  not  fo  with  thee ; 
But  poor  old  man,  thou  prun'ft  a  rotten  tree, 
That  cannot  lb  much  as  a  bloffom  yield, 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  and  husbandry 
But  come  thy  ways,  we'll  go  along  together, 
And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wages  fpent, 
We'll  light  upon  fome  fettled  low  content. 

Adam.  Mafter  go  on,  and  I  will  follow  thee 
To  the  laft  gafp  with  truth  and  loyalty. 
From  feventeen  years  'till  now  almoft  fourfcore 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  feventeen  years  many  their  fortunes  feek, 
But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  week  j 
Yet  fortune  cannot  recompence  me  better 
Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  mafter's  debtor.  {Exeunt, 
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S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

The  Forest. 

Enter  Rofalind  in  Boys  cloaths  for  Ganimed,  Celia  drefl  like  a 
Shepherdefs  for  Aliena,  and  Clown. 

Roff~\  Jupiter,  how  merry  are  my  lpirits  ? 

V_y  Clo.  I  care  not  for  my  fpirits,  if  my  legs  were  not 
weary. 

Rof.  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  difgrace  my  man's  apparel, 
and  cry  like  a  woman ;  but  I  muft  comfort  the  weaker  veffel, 
as  doublet  and  hofe  ought  to  mow  it  felf  courageous  to  petti- 
coat; therefore  courage,  good  Aliena. 

Cel.  I  pray  you  bear  with  me,  I  can  go  no  further. 

Clo.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  bear  with  you  than  bear  you ; 
yet  I  mould  bear  no  crofs  if  I  did  bear  you,  for  I  think  you  have 
no  mony  in  your  purfe. 

Rof  Well,  this  is  the  foreft  of  Arden. 

Clo,  Ay,  now  am  I  in  Arden,  the  more  fool  I,  when  I  was 
at  home  I  was  in  a  better  place,-  but  travellers  mull:  be  content. 

Rof  Ay,  be  fo,  good  Touchflone  look  you  who  comes  here, 
a  young  man  and  an  old  in  folemn  talk. 

Enter  Corin  and  Silvius. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  fcorn  you  ftill. 

Sri.  O  Corin,  that  thou  knew'ft  how  I  do  love  her! 

Cor.  I  partly  guefs,  for  I  have  lov'd  ere  now. 

Sil.  No  Corin,  being  old,  thou  can'ft  not  guefs, 
Tho'  in  thy  youth  thou  waft  as  true  a  lover, 
As  ever  figh'd  upon  a  midnight  pillow  $ 
But  if  thy  love  were  ever  like  to  mine, 
(As  fure  I  think  did  never  man  love  fo) 

How 
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How  many  actions  mod  ridiculous 

Haft  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  fantafie? 

Cor.  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  have  forgotten. 

Stl.  c  Oh  thou  didft  then  ne'er  love  Co  heartily  • 
4  If  thou  remember'ft  not  the  llighteft  folly 
c  That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into, 
c  Thou  haft  not  lov'd ; 
c  Or  if  thou  haft  not  fate  as  I  do  now, 
4  Wearying  thy  hearer  in  thy  miftrefs'  praife, 
c  Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 
4  Or  if  thou  haft  not  broke  from  company, 
4  Abruptly  as  my  paflion  now  makes  me, 
c  Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 

0  Phebe,  Phebe,  Phebe  /  [Exit  Sil. 
Rof.  Alas  poor  fhepherd!  fearching  of  thy  wound, 

1  have  by  hard  adventure  found  my  own. 

CIo.  And  I  mine  ,•  I  remember  when  I  was  in  love,  I  broke 
my  fword  upon  a  ftone,  and  bid  him  take  that  for  coming  a- 
nights  to  Jane  Smile  ,•  and  I  remember  the  kirTing  of  her  bat- 
let,  and  the  cow's  dugs  that  her  pretty  chopt  hands  had 
milk'd  ,•  and  I  remember  the  wooing  of  a  peafcod  inftead  of  her, 
from  whom  I  took  two  cods,  ancf  giving  her  them  again,  faid 
with  weeping  tears,  wear  thefe  for  my  fake.  We  that  are  true 
lovers  run  into  ftrange  capers ;  but  all  is  mortal  in  nature,  fo 
is  all  nature  in  love,  mortal  in  folly. 

Rof.  Thou  fpeak'ft  wifer  than  thou  art  ware  of. 

Go.  Nay  I  (hall  ne'er  be  ware  of  mine  own  wit,  'till  I  break 
my  (hins  againft  it. 

Rof.  Jove  /  Jove  /  this  fhepherd's  paflion  is  much  upon  my 
fafhion. 

CIo.  And  mine,  but  it  grows  fomething  ftale  with  me. 
Cel.  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  cjueftion  yond  man, 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food, 
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I  faint  almoft  to  death. 

Clo.  Holla;  you  clown. 

Rof  Peace  fool,  he's  not  thy  kinfman. 

Cor.  Who  calls? 

Clo.  Your  betters,  Sir. 

Cor.  Elfe  they  are  very  wretched. 

Rof.  Peace  I  fay ;  good  even  to  you,  friend. 

Cor.  And  to  you,  gentle  Sir,  and  to  you  all. 

Rof.  I  pr'ythee,  fhepherd,  if  that  love  or  gold 
Can  in  this  defart  place  buy  entertainment, 
Bring  us  where  we  may  reft  our  felves,  and  feed 
Here's  a  young  maid  with  travel  much  opprefs'd, 
And  faints  for  fiiccour. 

Cor.  Fair  Sir,  I  pity  her, 
And  wiili,  for  her  fake  more  than  for  mine  own, 
My  fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her 
But  I  am  Ihepherd  to  another  man, 
And  do  not  fheer  the  fleeces  that  I  graze ; 
My  mafter  is  of  churlifh  diipofition, 
And  little  wreaks  to  find  the  way  to  heav'n 
By  doing  deeds  of  hofpitality : 
Befides,  his  coat,  his  flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed 
Are  now  on  fale,  and  at  our  fheep-cote  now, 
By  reafbn  of  his  abfence,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on;  but  what  is,  come  fee, 
And  in  my  voice  moft  welcome  fhall  you  be. 

Rof.  What  is  he  that  fhall  buy  his  flock  and  pafture  ? 

Cor.  That  young  fwain  that  you  faw  here  but  ere  whi 
That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Rof  I  pray  thee,  if  it  ftand  with  honefty, 
Buy  thou  the  cottage,  pafture,  and  the  flock. 
And  thou  {halt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

Cel.  And  we  will  mend  thy  wages. 


^»  I/fe  />. 

I  like  this  place,  and  willingly  could  wafte 
My  time  in  it. 

Cor.  Afluredly  the  thing  is  to  be  fold  ; 
Go  with  mej  if  you  like  upon  report, 
The  foil,  the  profit,  and  this  kind  of  life, 
I  will  your  very  faithful  feeder  be, 
And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  fuddenly. 

scene  v. 

Enter  Amiens,  Jaques,  and  others. 

SONG. 

Under  the  green-wood  tree. 
Who  loves  to  lye  with  me, 
And  tune  his  merry  note, 
Unto  the  fweet  bird's  throat 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither, 
Here  Jhall  he  fee 
No  enemy, 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Jaq.  More,  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 

Ami.  It  will  make  you  melancholly,  Monfieur  "Jaques. 

Jaq.  I  thank  it ;  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more  •  I  can  fuck  me- 
lancholy out  of  a  fong,  as  a  weazel  fucks  eggs :  more,  I  pr'y- 
thee, more. 

Ami.  My  voice  is  rugged,  I  know  I  cannot  pleafe  you. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me,  I  do  defire  you  to 
fing ;  come,  come,  another  ftanzo :  call  you  'em  ftanzo's  ? 

Ami.  What  you  will,  Monfieur  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names,  they  owe  me  no- 
thing.   Will  you  fing  ? 
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Ami.  More  at  your  requeft,  than  to  pleafe  my  felf. 

Jaq.  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man,  I'll  thank  you; 
but  that  they  call  compliment  is  like  th'  encounter  of  two  dog- 
apes.  And  when  a  man  thanks  me  heartily,  methinks  I  have 
given  him  a  penny,  and  he  renders  me  the  beggarly  thanks. 
Come  ling,  and  you  that  will  not,  hold  your  tongues  

Ami.  Well,  I'll  end  the  fong.  Sirs,  cover  the  while;  the 
Duke  will  dine  under  this  tree;  he  hath  been  all  this  day  to  look 
you. 

Jaq.  And  I  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  him.  He  is  too 
difputable  for  my  company :  I  think  of  as  many  matters  as  he, 
but  I  give  heav'n  thanks,  and  make  no  boaft  of  them.  Come, 
warble,  come. 

SONG. 

Who  doth  ambition  Jhun, 

And  loves  to  lye  i'th'  fun. 

Seeking  the  food  he  eats, 

And  pleas' d  with  what  he  gets ; 

Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither ; 

Here  Jhall  he  fee 

No  enemy, 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Jaq.  I'll  give  you  a  verfe  to  this  note,  that  I  made  yefterday 
in  defpight  of  my  invention. 
Ami.  And  I'll  fing  it. 
Jaq.  Thus  it  goes. 

If  it  do  come  to  pafs, 
That  any  man  turn  afs ; 
Leaving  his  wealth  and  eafey 
A  flubborn  wdl  to  pleafe, 

Ducdame, 
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Ducdame  y  ducdame  y  ducdame ; 

Here  fhall  he  fee 

Grofs  fools  as  he. 

And  tf  he  will  come  to  me. 

Amu  What's  that  ducdame  ? 

Jaq.  'Tis  a  Greek  invocation,  to  call  fools  into  a  circle. 
I'll  go  deep  if  I  can ;  if  I  cannot,  I'll  rail  againfl;  all  the  firft- 
born  of  Egypt. 

Ami.  And  I'll  go  feek  the  Duke :  his  banquet  is  prepar'd. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Adam.  Dear  mafter,  I  can  go  no  further,-  O  I  die  for  food! 
here  lye  I  down,  and  meafure  out  my  grave.  Farewel,  kind 
mafter. 

Or/a.  Why  how  now,  Adam  /  no  greater  heart  in  thee  ?  live 
a  little,  comfort  a  little,  cheer  thy  felf  a  little.  If  this  uncouth 
foreft  yield  any  thing  favage,  I  will  either  be  food  for  it,  or 
bring  it  for  food  to  thee  :  thy  conceit  is  nearer  death,  than  thy 
powers.  For  my  fake  be  comfortable,  hold  death  a  while  at 
the  arm's  end:  I  will  be  here  with  thee  prefently,  and  if  I  bring 
thee  not  fomething  to  eat,  I'll  give  thee  leave  to  die.  But 
if  thou  dieft  before  I  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  labour. 
W ell  faid,  thou  look'ft  cheerly.  And  I'll  be  with  thee  quickly ; 
yet  thou  lieft  in  the  bleak  air.  Come,  I  will  bear  thee  to  fome 
fhelter,  and  thou  (halt  not  die  for  lack  of  a  dinner,  if  there  live 
any  thing  in  this  deiart,     Cheerly,  good  Adam.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Duke  Sen.  and  Lords.        \A  table  fet  out, 

Duke  Sen.  I  think  he  is  transform'd  into  a  bead, 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  man. 

i  Lord.  My  Lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence, 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  fong. 

Duke  Sen.  If  he,  compact  of  jars,  grow  mufical, 
We  mail  have  fhortly  difcord  in  the  Ipheres : 
Go  feek  him,  tell  him  I  would  Ipeak  with  him. 

Enter  Jaques. 

i  Lord.  He  faves  my  labour  by  his  own  approach. 

Duke  Sen.  Why  how  now,  Monfieur,  what  a  life  is  this, 
That  your  poor  friends  rauft  woo  your  company? 
What,  you  look  merrily. 

Jaq.  A  fool,  a  fool ;  I  met  a  fool  i'  th'  foreft, 
A  motley  fool    a  miferable  world ! 
As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool, 
Who  laid  him  down  and  bask'd  him  in  the  fun, 
And  rail'd  on  lady  fortune  in  good  terms, 
In  good  fet  terms,  and  yet  a  motley  fool. 
'  Good  morrow,  fool,  quoth  I:  No,  Sir,  quoth  he, 
4  Call  me  not  fool,  'till  heaven  hath  fent  me  fortune ; 
'  And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poak, 
6  And  looking  on  it  with  lack-luftre  eye, 
c  Says,  very  wifely,  it  is  ten  a  clock  : 
&  Thus  may  we  fee,  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wags: 
c  3Tis  but  an  hour  ago  fince  it  was  nine, 
c  And  after  one  hour  more  'twill  be  eleven, 
4  And  fb  from  hour  to  hour  we  ripe  and  ripe, 
*  And  then  from  hour  to  hour  we  rot  and  rot, 
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'  And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.    When  I  did  hear 
The  motley  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time, 
My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer, 
That  fools  fhould  be  fo  deep  contemplative: 
And  I  did  laugh  fans  intermiflion, 
An  hour  by  his  dial.     O  noble  fool, 
A  worthy  fool !  motley's  the  only  wear. 
Duke  Sen.  What  fool  is  this  ? 

Jaq.  O  worthy  fool!  one  that  hath  been  a  courtier, 
And  fays,  if  ladies  be  but  young  and  fair, 
They  have  the  gift  to  know  it :  and  in  his  brain. 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  bisket 
After  a  voyage,  he  hath  ftrange  places  cram'd 
With  obfervation,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  forms.     O  that  I  were  a  fool ! 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat. 

Duke  Sen.  Thou  malt  have  one. 

Jaq.  It  is  my  only  fuit, 
Provided  that  you  weed  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion  that  grows  rank  in  them, 
That  I  am  wife.    I  muft  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind, 
To  blow  on  whom  I  pleafe,  for  fo  fools  have,- 
And  they  that  are  moft  gauled  with  my  folly, 
They  moft  mud  laugh :  and  why,  Sir,  muft  they  fb  ? 
The  why  is  plain,  as  way  to  parim  church  ,• 
He  whom  a  fool  doth  very  wifely  hit, 
Doth,  very  foolifhly,  although  he  imart, 
Seem  fenfelefs  of  the  bob.     If  not, 
The  wife  man's  folly  is  anatomiz'd 
Even  by  the  fquandring  glances  of  a  fool. 
Inveft  me  in  my  motley,  give  me  leave 
To  fpeak  my  mind,  and  I  will  through  and  through 
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Cleanfe  the  foul  body  of  thJ  infe&ed  world, 
If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Duke  Sen.  Fie  on  thee,  I  can  tell  what  thou  wouldft  do. 

Jaq.  What  for  a  counter,  would  I  do  but  good? 

Duke  Sen.  Mod  mifchievous  foul  fin,  in  chiding  fin : 
For  thou  thy  felf  haft  been  a  libertine, 
As  fenfual  as  the  brutifh  (ling  it  felf  • 
And  all  th'  embolfed  fores  and  headed  evils, 
That  thou  with  licenfe  of  free  foot  haft  caught, 
Would'ft  thou  difgorge  into  the  general  world. 

Jaq.  Why  who  cries  out  on  pride, 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  party  ? 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  lea, 
'Till  that  the  very  very  means  do  ebb  ? 
What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name, 
When  that  I  fay  the  city-woman  bears 
The  coft  of  princes  on  unworthy  moulders  ? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  fay  that  I  mean  her, 
When  fiich  a  one  as  {he,  fuch  is  her  neighbour  ? 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafeft  function, 
That  fays  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  coft, 
Thinking  that  I  mean  him,  but  therein  futes 
His  folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  fpeech. 
There  then,  how  then,  what  then,  let  me  fee  wherein 
My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him  •  if  it  do  him  right, 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himfelf;  if  he  be  free, 
Why  then  my  taxing  like  a  wild  goofe  flies 
Unclaim'd  of  any  man.    But  who  comes  here  ? 
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SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Orlando. 

Orla.  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 

Jaq.  Why  I  have  eat  none  yet. 

Orla.  Nor  (halt  not,  'till  neceflity  be  ferv'd. 

Jaq,  Of  what  kind  mould  this  cock  come  ? 

Duke  Sen.  Art  thou  thus  bolden'd,  man,  by  thy  diftrefs  ? 
Or  elfe  a  rude  defpifer  of  good  manners, 
That  in  civility  thou  feem'ft  fo  empty  ? 

Orla.  You  touch'd  my  vein  at  firft,  the  thorny  point 
Of  bare  diftrefs  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  mew 
Of  fmooth  civility ;  yet  am  I  in-land  bred, 
And  know  fbme  nurture :  but  forbear,  I  fay : 
He  dies  that  touches  any  of  this  fruit, 
'Till  I  and  my  affairs  are  anfwered. 

Jaq.  If  you  will  not 
Be  anfwered  with  reafon,  I  muft  die. 

Duke  Sen.  What  would  you  have  ?    Your  gentlenels  mall 
force, 

More  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentlenefs. 

Orla.  I  almoft  die  for  food,  and  let  me  have  it. 

Duke  Sen.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  our  table. 

Orla.  Speak  you  fo  gently  ?  pardon  me,  I  pray  youj 
I  thought  that  all  things  had  been  favage  here, 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  ftern  commandment.     But  whate'er  you  are 
'  That  in  this  defart  inacceffible, 
€  Under  the  made  of  melancholy  boughs, 
c  Lofe  and  neglect  the  creeping  hours  of  time  j 
c  If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  days ; 
€  If  ever  been  where  bells  have  knoll'd  to  church  $ 
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c  If  ever  fate  at  any  good  man's  feaft ; 

*  If  ever  from  your  eyelids  wip'd  a  tear, 

c  And  know  what  'tis  to  pity,  and  be  pitied  $ 

Let  gentlenefs  my  ftrong  enforcement  be, 

In  the  which  hope  I  blufh  and  hide  my  fword. 

Duke  Sen.  True  is  it  that  we  have  feen  better  days, 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knoll'd  to  church, 
And  fate  at  good  men's  feafts,  and  wip'd  our  eyes 
Of  drops,  that  facred  pity  hath  engender'd : 
And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  gentlenefs, 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have, 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  miniftred. 

Or  la.  Then  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while, 
Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  find  my  fawn, 
And  give  it  food.     There  is  an  old  poor  man, 
Who  after  me  hath  many  a  weary  ftep 
Limp'd  in  pure  love,-  'till  he  be  firft  fuffic'd, 
Opprefs'd  with  two  weak  evils,  age  and  hunger, 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

Duke  Sen.  Go  find  him  out, 
And  we  will  nothing  wafte  'till  you  return. 

Orla.  I  thank  ye,  and  be  blefs'd  for  your  good  comfort. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IX. 

Duke  Sen.  Thou  jfeeft  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy : 
This  wide  and  univerfal  theatre 
Prefents  more  woful  pageants  than  the  fcene 
Wherein  we  play. 

Jaq.  '  All  the  world's  a  ftage, 
1  And  all  the  men  and  women  meerly  players ; 
c  They  have  their  exits  and  their  entrances, 

<  And 


As  you  Like  it. 

<  And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts : 

c  His  ads  being  feven  ages.     At  firft  the  infant, 

c  Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurfe's  arms  : 

c  And  then,  the  whining  fchool-boy  with  his  fatchel, 

c  And  mining  morning-face,  creeping  like  fnail 

c  Unwillingly  to  fchool.     And  then  the  lover, 

c  Sighing  like  furnace,  with  a  woful  ballad 

c  Made  to  his  miftrefs*  eye-brow.     Then  a  foldier, 

*  Full  of  ftrange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard, 
1  Jealous  in  honour,  fudden  and  quick  in  quarrel, 

*  Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 

*  Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth.    And  then  the  juftice 
e  In  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lin'd, 

*  With  eyes  fevere,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 

*  Full  of  wife  faws  and  modern  inftances, 

*  And  fo  he  plays  his  part.    The  fixth  age  fliifts 

*  Into  the  lean  and  flipper 'd  pantaloon, 

€  With  Ipectacles  on  nofe,  and  pouch  on  fide,- 

*  His  youthful  hofe  well  fav'd,  a  world  too  wide 
1  For  his  flirunk  {hank,  and  his  big  manly  voice 

*  Turning  again  toward  childim  treble  pipes, 

€  And  whiftles  in  his  found.     Laft  fcene  of  all, 

c  That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  hiftory, 

(  Is  fecond  childiflinefs,  and  meer  oblivion, 

<  Sans  teeth,  fans  eyes,  fans  tafte,  fans  every  thing, 

scene  x. 

Enter  Orlando  with  Adam. 

Duke  Sen.  Welcome :  fet  down  your  venerable  burth 
And  let  him  feed. 

Orla.  I  thank  you  mod  for  him. 
Adam.  So  had  you  need, 
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I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  my  felf. 

Duke  Sen.  Welcome,  fall  too :  I  will  not  trouble  you, 
As  yet  to  queftion  you  about  your  fortunes. 
Give  us  fome  mufick,  and  good  coufin  fing. 

SONG. 

Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  windy 
Thou  art  not  fo  unkind 

As  maris  ingratitude ; 
Thy  tooth  is  not  fo  keeny 
Becaufe  thou  art  not  feen, 

Altho'  thy  breath  be  rude. 
Heigh  ho,  fing  heigh  ho,  unto  the  green  holly ; 
Mofi  friendjhip  is  feigning-,  mofi  loving  meer  folly : 

Then  heigh  ho,  the  holly, 

This  life  is  mofi  jolly. 

Freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  sky, 
That  dofi  not  bite  fo  nigh 

As  benefits  forgot: 
Tho"  thou  the  zvaters  warp, 
Thy  fling  is  not  fo  fharp 

As  friend  remembred  not. 
Heigh  ho,  fing,  &c. 

Duke  Sen.  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  Rowland's  fon, 
As  you  have  whifper'd  faithfully  you  were, 
And  as  mine  eye  doth  his  effigies  witnefs, 
Mod  truly  limn'd,  and  living  in  your  face, 
Be  truly  welcome  hither.     I'm  the  Duke 
That  lov'd  your  father.     The  refidue  of  your  fortune, 
Go  to  my  cave  and  tell  me.    Good  old  man, 

Thou 
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Thou  art  right  welcome,  as  thy  matter  is 

Support  him  by  the  arm    give  me  your  hand, 

And  let  me  all  your  fortunes  underftand.  {Exeunt, 


ACT   III.    SCENE  L 

The  Palace. 
Enter  Duke,  Lords,  and  Oliver. 
Duke. 

OT  fee  him  fince?  Sir,  Sir,  that  cannot  be: 
But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  mercy, 
I  mould  not  feek  an  abfent  argument 
Of  my  revenge,  thou  prefent :  but  look  to  it, 
Find  out  thy  brother  wherefbe'er  he  is, 
Seek  him  with  candle ;  bring  him  dead  or  living3 
Within  this  twelvemonth,  or  turn  thou  no  more 
To  feek  a  living  in  our  territory. 
Thy  lands  and  all  things  that  thou  dofl:  call  thine, 
Worth  feizure,  do  we  feize  into  our  hands, 
'Till  thou  canft  quit  thee  by  thy  brother's  mouth, 
Of  what  we  think  againft  thee. 

Ol'i.  Oh  that  your  highnefs  knew  my  heart  in  this : 
I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  my  life. 

Duke,  More  villain  thou.    Well,  pu(h  him  out  of  doors, 
And  let  my  officers  of  fuch  a  nature 
Make  an  extent  upon  his  houfe  and  lands : 
Do  this  expediently,  and  turn  him  going.  [Exeunt* 
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SCENE  II. 

The  Forest. 

Enter  Orlando. 

Orla.  TJ  Ang  there  my  verfe,  in  witnefs  of  my  love,- 

JL  JL     And  thou  thrice  crowned  Queen  of  night  furvey3 
With  thy  chafte  eye,  from  thy  pale  fphere  above, 

Thy  huntrefs*  name  that  my  foil  life  doth  fway. 
O  Rofalindj  thefe  trees  fhall  be  my  books, 

And  in  their  barks  my  thoughts  I'll  character, 
That  every  eye  which  in  this  foreft  looks, 

Shall  fee  thy  virtue  witnefs'd  every  where. 
Run,  run,  Orlando,  carve  on  every  tree, 
The  fair,  the  chafte.,  and  unexpreffive  fhe.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Corin  and  Clown. 

Cor.  And  how  like  you  this  fhepherd's  life,  Mr.  Touchflone* 
Clo.  Truly  {hepherd,  in  refped  of  it  felf,  it  is  a  good  life,- 
but  in  refped  that  is  a  fhepherd's  life,  it  is  naught.  In  refpecl: 
that  it  is  folitary,  I  like  it  very  well  ,•  but  in  refped  that  it  is 
private,  it  is  a  very  vile  life.  Now  in  relped  it  is  in  the  fields, 
it  pleafeth  me  well ;  but  in  relpecl:  it  is  not  in  the  court,  it 
is  tedious.  As  it  is  a  fpare  life,  look  you,  it  fits  my  humour 
well ;  but  as  there  is  no  more  plenty  in  it,  it  goes  much  againft 
my  ftomach.    Haft  any  philofophy  in  thee,  fhepherd  ? 

Cor.  No  more,  but  that  I  know  the  more  one  fickens,  the 
worfe  at  eafe  he  is :  and  that  he  that  wants  mony,  means,  and 
content,     is    without  three  good   friends.    That  the  pro- 
perty 
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perty  of  rain  is  to  wet,  and  fire  to  burn  :  that  good  pafture 
makes  fat  fheep  -y  and  that  a  great  caufe  of  the  night,  is  lack 
of  the  fun :  that  he  that  hath  learned  no  wit  by  nature  nor 
art,  may  complain  of  good  breeding,  or  comes  of  a  very  dull 
kindred. 

Clo.  Such  a  one  is  a  natural   philofopher.     Waft  ever  in 
court,  fhepherd  ? 
Cor.  No  truly. 
Clo.  Then  thou  art  damn'd. 
Cor.  Nay,  I  hope  

Clo.  Truly  thou  art  damm'd,  like  an  ill-roafted  egg,  all  on 
one  fide. 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  court  ?  your  reafbn. 

Clo.  Why,  if  thou  never  waft  at  court,  thou  never  faw'ft 
good  manners;  if  thou  never  faw'ft  good  manners,  then  thy 
manners  muft  be  wicked  ,•  and  wickednefs  is  fin,  and  fin  is 
damnation :  thou  art  in  a  parlous  ftate,  fhepherd. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit,  Touchflone :  thofe  that  are  good  manners 
at  the  court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the  country,  as  the  behavi- 
our of  the  country  is  moft  mockable  at  the  court.  You  told 
me,  you  falute  not  at  the  court,  but  you  kifs  your  hands  -y  that 
courtefie  would  be  uncleanly,  if  courtiers  were  fhepherds. 

Clo.  Inftance,  briefly    come,  inftance. 

Cor.  Why,  we  are  ftill  handling  our  ewes,  and  their  fels^, 
you  know,  are  greafie. 

Clo.  Why,  do  not  your  courtiers  hands  fweat?  and  is  not 
the  greafe  of  mutton  as  wholfome  as  the  fweat  of  a  man  ?  {hal- 
low, mallow ;  a  better  inftance,  I  fay :  come. 

Cor.  Befides,  our  hands  are  hard. 

Clo.  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  fboner.  Shallow  again : 
a  founder  inftance,  come. 

Cor.  And  they  are  often  tarr'd  over  with  the  furgery  of  our 
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iheep;  and  would  you  have  us  kifs  tar?  the  courtier's  hands 
are  perfumed  with  civet. 

Clo.  Mod  {hallow  man-:   thou  worms-meat,  in  refpect  of 
a  good  piece  of  fiefh  indeed ;  learn  of  the  wife  and  perpend 
civet  is  of  a  bafer  birth  than  tar  j  the  very  uncleanly  flux  of 
a  cat.     Mend  the  inftance,  {hepherd. 

Cor.  You  have  too  courtly  a  wit  for  me  •  I'll  reft. 

Clo.  Wilt  thou  reft  damn'd  ?  God  help  thee,  mallow  man ; 
God  make  incifion  in  thee,  thou  art  raw. 

Cor.  c  Sir,  I  am  a  true  labourer,  I  earn  that  I  eat  get  that 
£  I  wear ;  owe  no  man  hate,  envy  no  man's  happinefs ;  glad 
c  of  other  men's  good,  content  with  my  harm  -}  and  the  great- 
c  eft  of  my  pride  is,  to  fee  my  ewes  graze,  and  my  lambs 
<  fuck. 

Clo,  That  is  another  fimple  fin  in  you,  to  bring  the  ewes 
and  the  rams  together,  and  to  offer  to  get  your  living  by  the 
copulation  of  cattle,  to  be  a  bawd  to  a  bell-weather,  and  to 
betray  a  {he-lamb  of  a  twelvemonth  old  to  a  crooked-pated  old 
cuckoldly  ram,  out  of  all  reafbnable  match.  If  thou  be'ft  not 
damn'd  for  this,  the  devil  himfelf  will  have  no  fhepherds;  I 
cannot  fee  elfe  how  thou  mould' A:  'fcape. 

Cor.  Here  comes  young  Mr.  Gammed,  my  new  miftrels's 
brother. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Rofalind  with  a  paper. 

Rol.  From  the  ea[i  to  the  wefiem  Inde, 
No  jewel  is  like  Rofalind. 
Her  worth  being  mounted  on  the  wind, 
Through  all  the  world  bears  Rofalind. 
All  the  pictures  fairefl  lin'd. 
Are  but  black  to  Rofalind; 

7  Let 
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Let  no  face  be  kept  in  mind. 
But  the  face  0/ Rofalind. 

Clo.  I'll  rhime  you  fo  eight  years  together ;  dinners,  and 
flippers,  and  fleeping  hours  excepted :  it  is  the  right  butter-wo- 
men's rank  to  market. 

Rof.  Out  fool. 

Clo.  For  a  tafte. 

If  a  hart  doth  lack  a  hind. 

Let  htm  feek  out  Rofalind. 

If  the  cat  will  after  kind. 

So  be  fure  will  Rofalind. 

Winter  garments  mujl  be  litfd. 

So  mujl  /lender  Rofalind. 

They  that  reap  mufi  Jheaf  and  bind, 

Then  to  cart  with  Rofalind. 

Sweetefi  a  nut  hath  fowrejl  rind. 

Such  a  nut  is  Rofalind. 

He  that  fweetefl  rofe  will  find, 

Muft  find  love's  prick,  and  Rofalind. 

This  is  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  verfes  why  do  you  infect  your 
felf  with  them  ? 

Rof.  Peace,  you  dull  fool,  I  found  them  on  a  tree. 

Clo.  Truly,  the  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 

Rof.  I'll  grafF  it  with  you,  and  then  I  fhall  grarT  it  with  a 
medler ;  then  it  will  be  the  earlieft  fruit  iJ  th'  country ;  for 
'you'll  be  rotten  ere  you  be  half  ripe,  and  that's  the  right  virtue 
of  the  medler. 

Clo.  You  have  faid  ;  but  whether  wifely  or  no,  let  the  foreft 
judge. 


Vol.  II. 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  Celia  with  a  writing, 
RoJ]  Peace,  here  comes  my  fifter  reading,  ftand  afide. 

Cel.  Why  jhould  this  a  defart  be  ? 

For  it  is  unpeopled.     No  ; 
Tongues  I'll  hang  on  every  tree, 

That  fhall  civil  fayings  Jhow. 
Some,  how  brief  the  life  of  man 

Runs  his  erring  pilgrimage, 
That  the  firetching  of  a  fpan 

Buckles  in  his  fum  of  age  -y 
Some  of  violated  vows, 

'Twixt  the  fouls  of  friend  and  friend 
But  upon  the  fairefl  boughs, 

Or  at  every  fentence  end, 
Will  I  Rofalinda  write ; 

Teaching  all  that  read  to  know 
This  quinteffence  of  every  fprite, 

Heaven  would  in  little  Jhow. 
Therefore  heaven  nature  chargd, 

That  one  body  Jhuuld  be  fiWd 
With  all  graces  wide  enlargd; 

Nature  prefently  diflrfl'd 
Helen's  cheeks,  but  not  her  heart, 

Cleopatra's  majefty 
Atalanta's  better  part-, 

Sad  LucretiaV  modejly. 
Thus  Rofalind  of  many  parts, 

By  heavenly  fynod  was  devised. 
Of  many  faces,  eyes  and  hearts, 

To  have  the  touches  dearejl  priz'd.  Heav'n 
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Heav'n  would  that  Jhe  thefe  gifts  fhould  have, 
And  1  to  live  and  die  her  flave. 

Rof.  O  mod  gentle  Jupiter/  what  tedious  homily  of  love 
have  you  wearied  your  parifhioners  withal,  and  never  cry'd,  have 
patience,  good  people? 

Cel.  How  now,  back  friends !  (hepherd  go  off  a  little :  go 
with  him,  firrah. 

Go.  Come  (hepherd,  let  us  make  an  honourable  retreat,  tho* 
not  with  bag  and  baggage,  yet  with  fcrip  and  fcrippage. 

[Ex.  Cor.  and  Clown. 

ttt        SCENE  VI. 

Cel.  Didft  thou  hear  thefe  verfes? 

Rof.  O  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too,  for  fome  of 
them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the  verfes  would  bear. 

Cel.  That's  no  matter,-  the  feet  might  bear  the  verfes. 

Rof  Ay,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  could  not  bear  them- 
felves  without  the  verfe,  and  therefore  flood  lamely  in  the  verfe. 

Cel.  But  didft  thou  hear  without  wondring,  how  thy  name 
mould  be  hang'd  and  carv'd  upon  thefe  trees? 

Rof.  I  was  feven  of  the  nine  days  out  of  wonder,  before  yon 
came:  for  look  here  what  I  found  on  a  palm-tree,-  I  was  ne- 
ver Co  be-rhimed  fince  Pythagoras's  time,  that  I  was  an  Ir  'ijh  rat3 
which  I  can  hardly  remember. 

Cel.  Tro  you  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Rof.  Is  it  a  man  ? 

Cel.  And  a    chain  that  you  once  wore,  about  his  neck: 
Change  you  colour  ? 
Rof.  I  pr'ythee  who  ? 

Cel.  O  Lord,  Lord,  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends  to  meet  ; 
but  mountains  may  be  removed  with  earthquakes,  and  fo  en- 
counter. 

Hi  Rof 
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Rof.  Kay,  but  who  is  it  ? 
Cel.  Is  it  poffible  2 

Rof.  Kay,  I  pr'ythee  now,  with  moft  petitionary  vehemence, 

tell  me  who  it  is. 

Cel.  O  wonderful,  wonderful,  and  mod  wonderful  wonder- 

derful,  and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after  that  out  of  all  hoop- 
ing  

Rof.  Good  my  complexion,  dqft  thou  think,  though  I  am 
caparifon'd  like  a  man,  I  have  a  doublet  and  a  hofe  in  mydi<~- 
pofition  ?  one  inch  of  delay  more,  is  a  fouth-fea  of  difcovery. 
I  pr'ythee  tell  me,  who  is  it,  quicklv,  and  fpeak  apace?  I 
would  thou  conld'ft  ftammer,  that  thou  might/ft  pour  this  con- 
cealed man  out  of  thy  mouth,  as  wine  comes  out  of  a  narrow- 
moudvd  bottle  j  either  too  much  at  once,  or  none  at  all.  I 
pr'ythee  take  the  cork  out  of  thy  mouth,  that  I  may  drink  thy 
tidings. 

Cel.  So  you  may  put  a  man  in  your  belly. 

Rof.  Is  he  of  God's  making?  what  manner  of  man?  is  his 
head  worth  a  hat  ?  or  his  chin  worth  a  beard  ? 

Cel.  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  beard  ? 

Rof.  Why  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  man  will  be  thankful 
let  me  ftay  the  growth  of  his  beard,  if  thou  delay  me  not  the 
knowledge  of  his  chin. 

Cel.  It  is  voung  Orlando,  that  trip;d  up  the  wreftler's  heels 
and  vour  heart  both  in  an  inftant. 

Rof  Kay,  but  the  devil  take  mocking  j  fpeak,  fad  brow,  and 
true  maid. 

Cel.  Tfaith,  coz,  'tis  he. 

Rof.  Orlando! 

Cel.  Orlando. 

Rof  Alas  the  day,  what  (hall  I  do  with  my  doublet  and 
hofe?  what  did  he,  when  thou  faw'ft  him  ?  whatfaid  he?  how 
look'd  he  ?  wherein  went  he  ?  what  makes  he  here  :  did  he  ask 

for 
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for  me  ?  where  remains  he  ?  how  parted  he  with  thee  ?  and 
when  fhalt  thou  fee  him  again  ?  anfwer  me  in  one  word. 

Cel.  You  muft  borrow  me  Garagantucfs  mouth  firft ;  'tis  a 
word  too  great  for  any  mouth  of  this  age's  fize :  to  fay  ay  and 
no  to  thefe  particulars,  is  more  than  to  anfwer  in  a  catechifrn. 

Rof.  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  foreft,  and  in 
man's  apparel  ?  looks  he  as  frefhly  as  he  did  the  day  he  wreftled  ? 

Cel.  It  is  as  eafie  to  count  atoms  as  to  relblve  the  propofi- 
tions  of  a  lover :  but  take  a  tafte  of  my  finding  him,  and  re- 
lifh  it  with  good  obfervance.  I  found  him  under  a  tree  like  a 
dropp'd  acorn. 

Rof.  It  may  well  be  call'd  Jove's  tree,  when  it  drops  forth 
fuch  fruit. 

Cel.  Give  me  audience,  good  madam. 
Rof.  Proceed. 

Cel.  There  lay  he  ftretch'd  along  like  a  wounded  Knight, 
Rof  Tho'  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  fight,  it  well  becomes 
the  ground. 

Cel.  Cry  holla  to  thy  tongue,  I  pr'ythee;  it  curvets  un- 
feafbnably.     He  was  furnim'd  like  a  hunter. 

Rof  O  ominous,  he  comes  to  kill  my  hart. 

Cel.  I  would  ling  my  long  without  a  burthen,  thou  bring'ft 
me  out  of  tune. 

Rof  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  woman,  when  I  think  I  muft 
{peak  :  fweet,  fay  on. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Jaques. 

Cel.  You  bring  me  out.     Soft,  comes  he  not  here  ? 
Rof  "Tis  he,  flink  by,  and  note  him. 

Jaq.  I  thank  you  for  your  company  5  but  good  faith,  I  had 
as  lief  have  been  my  felf  alone. 

Orla. 
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Or  la.  And  fo  had  I  ;  but  yet  for  fafhion  fake,  I  thank  you 
too  for  your  fociety. 

Jaq.  God  b'w'  you,  let's  meet  as  little  as  we  can. 

Orla.  I  do  defire  we  may  be  better  ftrangers. 

Jaq.  I  pray  you  marr  no  more  trees  with  writing  love-fbngs 
in  their  barks. 

Orla.  I  pray  you  marr  no  more  of  my  verfes  with  reading 
them  ill-favouredly. 

Jaq.  Rnfal'md  is  your  love's  name. 

Orla.  Yes,  juft. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  like  her  name. 

Orla.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleafing  you  w^en  fhe  was 
chriften'd. 

Jaq.  What  ftature  is  Hie  of? 
Orla.  Juft  as  high  as  my  heart. 

Jaq.  You  are  full  of  pretty  anfwers ;  have  you  not  been 
acquainted  with  goldfmiths  wives,  and  conn'd  them  out  of  rings  > 

Orla.  Not  fo  :  but  I  anfwer  you  right  painted  cloth,  from 
whence  you  have  ftudied  your  queftions. 

Jaq.  You  have  a  nimble  wit;  I  think  it  was  made  of  At- 
alanta's  heels.  Will  you  fit  down  with  me,  and  we  two  will 
rail  againft  our  miftrefs,  the  world,  and  all  our  mifery. 

Orla.  I  will  chide  no  breather  in  the  world  but  my  felf,  a- 
gainft  whom  I  know  no  faults. 

Jaq.  The  worft  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  love. 

Orla.  'Tis  a  fault  I  will  not  change  for  your  beft  virtue;  I 
am  weary  of  you. 

Jaq.  By  my  troth  I  was  feeking  for  a  fool,  when  I  found  you. 

Orla.  He  is  drown'd  in  the  brook,  look  but  in,  and  you  fhall 
fee  him. 

Jaq.  There  I  (hall  fee  mine  own  figure. 

Orla.  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  fool,  or  a  cypher. 

Jaq.  I'll  ftay  no  longer  with  you;  farewcl,  good  fignior  love.  [Ex. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  VIII. 

Orla.  I  am  glad  of  your  departure:  adieu,  good  Monfieur 
melancholy. 

Rof  I  will  Ipeak  to  him  like  a  fawcy  lacquey,  and  under 
that  habit  play  the  knave  with  him  :  do  you  hear,  forefter  > 
Orla.  Very  well,  what  would  you  ? 
Rof.  I  pray  you,  what  is't  a  clock  ? 

Orla.  You  mould  ask  me  what  time  o1  day ;  there's  no  clock 
in  the  foreft. 

Rof.  Then  there  is  no  true  lover  in  the  foreft,  elfe  fighing 
every  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour,  would  detect  the  la- 
zy foot  of  time,  as  well  as  a  clock. 

Orla.  And  why  not  the  fwift  foot  of  time  ?  had  not  that 
been  as  proper  ? 

Rof  By  no  means,  Sir :  time  travels  in  divers  paces,  with 
divers  perfons  111  tell  you  who  time  ambles  withal,  who  time 
trots  withal,  who  time  gallops  withal,  and  who  he  ftands  ftill 
withal. 

Orla.  I  pr'ythee,  whom  doth  he  trot  withal  ? 

Rof.  Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid,  between  the 
contract  of  her  marriage,  and  the  day  it  is  folemniz'd :  if  the 
interim  be  but  a  fennight,  time's  pace  is  fo  hard  that  it  feems 
the  length  of  feven  years. 

Orla.  Who  ambles  time  withal  ? 

Rof.  With  a  prieft  that  lacks  latin,  and  a  rich  man  that  hath 
not  the  gout  -y  for  the  one  fleeps  eafily  becaufe  he  cannot  ftudy, 
and  the  other  lives  merrily,  becaufe  he  feels  no  pain  :  the  one 
lacking  the  burthen  of  lean  and  wafteful  learning,-  the  other 
knowing  no  burthen  of  heavy  tedious  penury.  Thefe  time  am- 
bles withal. 

Orla.  Whom  doth  he  gallop  withal  ? 

Rof 
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Rof  With  a  thief  to  the  gallows :  for  though  he  go  as  foftly 
as  foot  can  fall,  he  thinks  himfelf  too  foon  there. 
Orla.  Whom  ftays  it  ftill  withal  ? 

Rof.  With  lawyers  in  the  vacation    for  they  fleep  between 
term  and  term,  and  then  they  perceive  not  how  time  moves. 
Orla.  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  youth  ? 

Rof.  With  this  fhepherdefs,  my  fifter  j  here  in  the  skirts  of 
the  foreil,  like  fringe  upon  a  petticoat. 
Orla.  Are  you  native  of  this  place  ? 

Rof.  As  the  cony  that  you  fee  dwell  where  (lie  is  kind-led. 

Orla.  Your  accent  is  fomething  finer,  than  you  could  pur- 
chafe  in  fo  removed  a  dwelling. 

Rof.  I  have  been  told  fo  of  many  ->  but  indeed  an  old  reli- 
ligious  uncle  of  mine  taught  me  to  Ipeak,  who  was  in  his  youth 
an  inland  man,  one  that  knew  courtfhip  too  well ;  for  there 
he  fell  in  love.  I  have  heard  him  read  many  lectures  againftit. 
I  thank  God,  I  am  not  a  woman,  to  be  touch'd  with  fo  many- 
giddy  offences  as  he  hath  generally  tax'd  their  whole  fex 
withal. 

Orla.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  evils  that  he 
laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Rof.  There  were  none  principal,  they  were  all  like  one  ano- 
ther, as  half  pence  are;  every  one  fault  feeming  monftrous, 
'till  his  fellow  fault  came  to  match  it. 

Orla.  I  pr'ythee  recount  fome  of  them. 

Rof  No  j  I  will  not  cart  away  my  phyfick,  but  on  thofethat 
are  lick.  There  is  a  man  haunts  the  foreft,  that  abufes  our  young 
plants  with  carving  Rofal'ind  on  their  barks $  hangs  odes  upon 
hawthorns,  and  elegies  on  brambles  ,•  all,  forfooth,  deifying  the 
name  of  Rofalmd.  If  I  could  meet  that  fancy-monger,  I  would 
give  him  fome  good  counfel,  for  he  feems  to  have  the  quotidi- 
an of  love  upon  him. 

Orla. 
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Orla.  I  am  he  that  is  fo  love-fhak'd;  I  pray  you,  tell  me 
your  remedy. 

Rof  There  is  none  of  my  uncle's  marks  upon  you  $  he  taught 
me  how  to  know  a  man  in  love ;  in  which  cage  of  rufhes  I  am 
fare  you  are  not  prifoner. 

Orla.  What  were  his  marks? 

Rof.  A  lean  cheek,  which  you  have  not ;  a  blue  eye  and 
fanken,  which  you  have  not,-  an  uncpeftionable  fpirit,  which 
you  have  not ;  a  beard  neglected,  which  you  have  not,  but  I 
pardon  you  for  that,  for  /imply  your  having  no  beard,  is  a 
younger  brother's  revenue ;  then  your  hofe  mould  be  ungarter'd, 
your  bonnet  unbanded,  your  fleeve  unbutton'd,  your  flioo  unti- 
ed, and  every  thing  about  you  demonftrating  a  carelefs  defla- 
tion }  but  you  are  no  fach  man,  you  are  rather  point-device 
in  your  accoutrements,  as  loving  your  felf,  than  feeming  the 
lover  of  any  other. 

Orla.  Fair  youth,  I  would  I  could  make  thee  believe  I  love. 

Rof.  Me  believe  it  ?  you  may  as  foon  make  her  that  you  love 
believe  it,  which  I  warrant  {he  is  apter  to  do  than  to  confefs 
fhe  does  $  that  is  one  of  the  points,  in  the  which  women  ftill 
give  the  lie  to  their  confciences.  But  in  good  footh,  are  you 
he  that  hangs  the  verfes  on  the  trees,  wherein  Rofal'ind  is  fo 
admired  ? 

Orla.  I  fwear  to  thee,  youth,  by  the  white  hand  of  Rofal'mdy 
I  am  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 

Rof  But  are  you  fo  much  in  love,  as  your  rhimes  fpeak  ? 

Orla.  Neither  rhime  nor  reafbn  can  exprefs  how  much. 

Rof.  Love  is  meeily  a  madnefs,  and  I  tell  you  deferves  as  well 
a  dark  houfe  and  a  whip,  as  mad  men  do :  and  the  reafbn  why 
they  are  not  fo  punifh'd  and  cured,  is,  that  the  lunacy  is  fo  or- 
dinary, that  the  whippers  are  in  love  too :  yet  I  profefs  curing 
it  by  counfel. 

Orla.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  lb  ? 
Vol.  II.  G  g  Rof 
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Rof  Yes  one,  and  in  this  manner.  He  was  to  imagine  me 
his  love,  his  miftrefs :  and  I  fet  him  every  day  to  woo  me.  At 
which  time  would  I,  being  but  a  moonifli  youth,  grieve,  be  ef- 
feminate, changeable,  longing,  and  liking,  proud,  fantaftical, 
apifh,  {hallow,  inconftant,  full  of  tears,  full  of  fmiles;  for  e- 
very  paflion  fomething,  and  for  no  paffion  truly  any  thing,  as 
boys  and  women  are  for  the  mod  part  cattle  of  this  colour- 
would  now  like  him,  now  loath  him ;  then  entertain  him,  then 
forfwear  him ;  now  weep  for  him,  then  fpit  at  him  $  that  I  drave 
my  fuitor  from  his  mad  humour  of  love,  to  a  living  humour  of 
madnefs,  which  was  to  forfwear  the  full  ftream  of  the  world, 
and  to  live  in  a  nook  meerly  monaftick  -y  and  thus  I  cur'd  him, 
and  this  way  will  I  take  upon  me  to  wafh  your  liver  as  clear  as 
a  found  {beep's  heart,  that  there  {hall  not  be  one  {pot  of  love 
in't. 

Orla.  I  would  not  be  cur'd,  youth. 

Rof  I  would  cure  you  if  you  would  but  call  me  Rofalmd, 
and  come  every  day  to  my  cote,  and  woo  me. 

Orla.  Now  by  the  faith  of  my  love  I  will  ,•  tell  me  where 
it  is. 

Rof.  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I  will  {hew  it  you ;  and  by  the 
way  you  {hall  tell  me  wherein  the  foreft  you  live:  will  you  go? 

Orla.  With  all  my  heart,  good  youth. 

Rof.  Nay,  nay,  you  muft  call  me  Rofalmd:  come  fifter,  will 
you  go?  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Clown ,  Audrey  and  Jaques. 

Ch.  Come  apace,  good  Audrey,  I  will  fetch  up  your  goats, 
Audrey i  and  now,  Audrey,  am  I  the  man  yet?  doth  my  fim- 
pie  feature  content  you  ? 

And.  Your  features,  lord  warrant  us    what  features  ? 

do. 
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Clo.  I  am  here  with  thee  and  thy  goats,  as  the  moft  capri- 
cious poet  honeft  Ovid  was  among  the  Goths. 

Jaq.  O  knowledge  ill  inhabited,  worfe  than  Jove  in  a  thatch'd 
houfe. 

Clo.  When  a  man's  verfes  cannot  be  underftood,  nor  a  man's 
good  wit  feconded  with  the  forward  child,  underftanding  ,•  it 
ftrikes  a  man  more  dead  than  a  great  reckoning  in  a  little  room ; 
truly  I  would  the  Gods  had  made  thee  poetical. 

And.  I  do  not  know  what  poetical  is  >  is  it  honeft  in  deed 
and  word    is  it  a  true  thing  ? 

Clo.  No  truly  for  the  trueft  poetry  is  the  moft  feigning,  and 
lovers  are  given  to  poetry,  and  what  they  fwear  in  poetry,  may 
be  faid  as  lovers,  they  do  feign. 

And.  Do  you  with  then  that  the  Gods  had  made  me  poetical? 

Clo.  I  do  truly ;  for  thou  fwcar'ft  to  me  thou  art  honeft : 
now  if  thou  wert  a  poet,  I  might  have  fome  hope  thou  didft 
feign. 

And.  Would  you  not  have  me  honeft  ? 

Clo.  No  truly,  unlels  thou  wert  hard-favour'd ;  for  honefty 
coupled  to  beauty,  is  to  have  honey  a  fawce  to  lugar. 
Jaq.  A  material  fool. 

And.  Well,  I  am  not  fair,  and  therefore  I  pray  the  Gods 
make  me  honeft. 

Clo.  Truly,  and  to  caft  away  honefty  upon  a  foul  Hut,  were 
to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclean  difh. 

And.  I  am  not  a  flut,  though  I  thank  the  Gods  I  am  foul. 

Clo.  Well,  praifed  be  the  Gods  for  thy  foulnefs,-  iluttifhnefs 
may  come  hereafter:  but  be  it  as  it  may  be,  I  will  marry  thee; 
and  to  that  end  I  have  been  with  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  the  vicar 
of  the  next  village,  who  hath  promis'd  to  meet  me  in  this  place 
of  the  foreft,  and  to  couple  us. 

Jaq.  I  would  fain  fee  this  meeting. 

G  g  1  And. 
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And.  Well,  the  Gods  give  us  joy. 

Clo.  Amen.  A  man  may,  if  he  were  of  a  fearful  heart,  ftag- 
ger  in  this  attempt  j  for  here  we  have  no  temple  but  the  wood, 
no  arTembly  but  horn-beafts.  But  what  tho'?  courage.  As  horns 
are  odious,  they  are  neceffary.  It  is  faid,  many  a  man  knows  no 
end  of  his  goods :  right :  many  a  man  has  good  horns,  and 
knows  no  end  of  them.   Well,  that  is  the  dowry  of  his  wife, 

'tis  none  of  his  own  getting  $  horns  ?  even  fo  poor  men  a- 

lone —  no,  no,  the  nobleft  deer  hath  them  as  huge  as  the  ras- 
cal :  is  the  fingle  man  therefore  blerTed  ?  no.  As  a  wall'd  town 
is  worthier  than  a  village,  fo  is  the  forehead  of  a  married  man 
more  honourable  than  the  bare  brow  of  a  batchelor,*  and  by 
how  much  defence  is  better  than  no  skill,  fb  much  is  a  horn 
more  precious  than  to  want. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text. 

Here  comes  Sir  Oliver :  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  you  are  well  met. 
Will  you  difpatch  us  here  under  this  tree,  or  (hall  we  go  with 
you  to  your  chappel  ? 

Sir  OU.  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  woman  ? 

Clo.  I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  man. 

Sir  Oli.  Truly  {he  muft  be  given,  or  the  marriage  is  not 
lawful. 

Jaq.  Proceed,  proceed !  I'll  give  her. 

Clo.  Good  even,  good  mafter  what  ye  call :  how  do  you  Sir, 
you  are  very  well  met :  Godild  you  for  your  laft  company,  I  am 
very  glad  to  fee  you,  even  a  toy  in  hand  here  Sir :  nay  -}  pray 
be  covered. 

Jaq.  Will  you  be  married,  Motley  ? 

Clo.  As  the  ox  hath  his  bow,  Sir,  the  horfe  his  curb,  and 
the  faulcon  his  bells,  fo  man  hath  his  defire ;  and  as  pidgeons 
bill,  fo  wedlock  would  be  nibling. 

Ja1- 
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Jaq.  And  will  you,  being  a  man  of  your  breeding,  be  mar- 
ried under  a  bum  like  a  beggar  ?  get  you  to  church,  and  have  a 
good  prieft  that  can  tell  you  what  marriage  is  j  this  fellow  will 
but  join  you  together  as  they  join  wainfcot,  then  one  of  you  will, 
prove  a  fhrunk  pannel,  and  like  green  timber,  warp,  warp. 

Clo.  I  am  not  in  the  mind,  but  I  were  better  to  be  married  of 
him  than  of  another  •>  for  he  is  not  like  to  marry  me  well;  and 
not  being  well  married,  it  will  be  a  good  excufe  for  me  here- 
after to  leave  my  wife. 

Jaq.  Go  thou  with  me,  and  let  me  counfel  thee. 

Clo.  Come,  fweet  Audrey,  we  mull  be  married,  or  we  muft 
live  in  bawdry :  farewell  good  Mr.  Oliver ;  not  O  fweet  Oliver, 
O  brave  Oliver,  leave  me  not  behind  thee:  but  wind  away,  be 
gone  I  fay,  I  will  not  to  wedding  with  thee. 

Sir  OTi.  'Tis  no  matter  j  ne'er  a  fantaftical  knave  of  them 
all  mall  flout  me  out  of  my  calling.  {Exeunt* 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 
Rof  Never  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep. 

Cel.  Do  I  pr'ythee,  but  yet  have  the  grace  to  confider  that 
tears  do  not  become  a  man. 

Rof  But  have  I  not  caufe  to  weep  ? 

Cel.  As  good  caufe  as  one  would  defire,  therefore  weep. 

Rof.  His  very  hair  is  of  a  dilfembling  colour. 

Cel.  Something  browner  than  Judas's :  marry  his  kiffes  are 
Judas's  own  children. 

Rof  I'faith  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour. 

Cel.  An  excellent  colour:  your  chefnut  was  ever  the  only 
colour. 

Rof  And  his  kilfing  is  as  full  of  fan&ity,  as  the  touch  of 
holy  bread. 

Cel. 
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Cel.  He  hath  bought  a  pair  of  chafte  lips  of  Diana ;  a  nun 
of  winter's  fifterhood  kifTes  not  more  religioufly,-  the  very  ice 
of  chaftity  is  in  them. 

Rof  But  why  did  he  fwear  he  would  come  this  morning,  and 
comes  not  ? 

Cel.  Nay,  certainly  there  is  no  truth  in  him. 
Rof.  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

Cel.  Yes,  I  think  he  is  not  a  pick-purfe,  nor  a  horfe-ftealer  ; 
but  for  his  verity  in  love,  I  do  think  him  as  concave  as  a  co~ 
ver'd  goblet,  or  a  worm-eaten  nut. 

Rof.  Not  true  in  love  ? 

Cel.  Yes,  when  he  is  in ;  but  I  think  he  is  not  in. 

Rof.  You  have  heard  him  fwear  downright  he  was. 

Cel.  Was,  is  not  is  \  befides,  the  oath  of  a  lover  is  no  ftron- 
ger  than  the  word  of  a  tapfter  ,•  they  are  both  the  confirmers 
of  falfe  reckonings  j  he  attends  here  in  the  foreft  on  the  Duke 
your  father. 

Rof.  I  met  the  Duke  yefterday,  and  had  much  queftion  with 
him:  he  askt  me  of  what  parentage  I  was,-  I  told  him  of  as 
good  as  he  -y  fo  he  laugh'd,  and  let  me  go.  But  what  talk  we 
of  fathers,  when  there  is  fuch  a  man  as  Orlando? 

Cel.  O  that's  a  brave  man,  he  writes  brave  verfes,  /peaks 
brave  words,  fwears  brave  oaths,  and  breaks  them  bravely  ,•  quite 
travers  athwart  the  heart  of  his  lover,  as  a  puifny  tilter,  that 
fpuis  his  horfe  but  one  fide,  breaks  his  ftarT  like  a  noble  goofe; 
but  nil's  brave  that  youth  mounts,  and  folly  guides :  who  comes 
here  ? 

Enter  Corin. 

Cor.  Miftrefs  and  matter,  you  have  oft  enquir'd 
After  the  fhepherd  that  complain'd  of  love, 
Whom  you  faw  fitting  by  me  on  the  turf, 
Praifing  the  proud  difdainful  fhepherdefs 
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That  was  his  miftrefs. 

Cel.  Well,  and  what  of  him  ? 

Cor.  If  you  will  fee  a  pageant  truly  plaid 
Between  the  pale  complexion  of  true  love, 
And  the  red  glow  of  fcorn  and  proud  difdain  ,• 
Go  hence  a  little,  and  I  mall  conduct  yon, 
If  you  will  mark  it. 

Rof.  O  come,  let  us  remove; 
The  fight  of  lovers  feedeth  thofe  in  love : 
Bring  us  but  to  this  fight,  and  you  fhall  fay 
I'll  prove  a  bufy  a&or  in  their  play. 

SCENE  XL 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 

Sil.  Sweet  Phebe  do  not  fcorn  me,  do  not,  Phebe  $ 
Say  that  you  love  me  not,  but  fay  not  fo 
In  bitternefs  •>  the  common  executioner, 
Whofe  heart  th'accuftom'd  fight  of  death  makes  hard, 
Falls  not  the  ax  upon  the  humbled  neck, 
But  firft  begs  pardon :  will  you  fterner  be 
Than  he  that  dies  and  lives  by  bloody  drops  ? 

Enter  Rofalind,  Celia  and  Corin. 

Phe.  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner, 
I  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee. 
Thou  tell'ft  me  there  is  murther  in  mine  eyes ; 
'Tis  pretty  fure,  and  very  probable, 
That  eyes  that  are  the  fraiPft  and  fofteft  things, 
Who  {hut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies, 
Should  be  call'd  tyrants,  butchers,  murtherers. 
Now  I  do  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart, 
And  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill  thee : 

Now 


239 


[Exeunti 


240  As  you  Like  it. 

Now  counterfeit  to  fwoon,  why  now  fall  down ; 

Or  if  thou  canft  not,  oh  for  mame,  for  mame, 

Lie  not,  to  fay  mine  eyes  are  murtherers. 

Now  fhew  the  wound  mine  eyes  have  made  in  thee,- 

Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remains 

Some  fear  of  it  ,•  lean  but  upon  a  rum, 

The  cicatrice  and  capable  impreffure 

Thy  palm  fome  moment  keeps :  but  now  mine  eyes, 

Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not,- 

Nor,  I  am  fure,  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 

That  can  do  hurt. 

SU.  O  dear  Phebe, 
If  ever  (as  that  ever  may  be  near) 
You  meet  in  fome  frefh  cheek  the  power  of  fancy, 
Then  mall  you  know  the  wound's  invifible 
That  love's  keen  arrows  make. 

Phe.  But  'till  that  time 
Come  not  thou  near  me ;  and  when  that  time  comes, 
Affiid  me  with  thy  mocks,  pity  me  not, 
As  'till  that  time  I  (hall  not  pity  thee. 

Rof.  And  why  I  pray  you  ?  who  might  be  your  moth 
That  you  infult,  exult  and  all  at  once 
Over  the  wretched  ?  what  though  you  have  no  beauty, 
(As,  by  my  faith,  I  fee  no  more  in  you 
Than  without  candle  may  go  dark  to  bed,) 
Muft  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitilefs  ? 
Why  what  means  this?  why  do  you  look  on  me? 
I  fee  no  more  in  you  than  in  the  ordinary 
Of  nature's  fale-work :  odds  my  little  life, 
I  think  {he  means  to  tangle  mine  eyes  too  : 
No,  faith,  proud  miftrefs,  hope  not  after  it, 
'Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black  filk  hair, 
Your  bugle  eye-balls,  nor  your  cheek  of  cream 
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That  can  entame  my  fpirits  to  your  worfhip. 

You  foolifh  fhepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her 

Like  foggy  fouth  puffing  with  wind  and  rain? 

You  are  a  thoufand  times  a  properer  man 

Than  (he  a  woman.    'Tis  filch  fools  as  you 

That  make  the  world  full  of  ill-favour'd  children  ; 

JTis  not  her  glafs,  but  you  that  flatter  her, 

And  out  of  you  me  fees  her  felf  more  proper 

Than  any  of  her  lineaments  can  mow  her. 

But  miftrefs,  know  your  felf,  down  on  your  knees, 

And  thank  heav'n,  fafting,  for  a  good  man's  love; 

For  I  muft  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear, 

Sell  when  you  can,  you  are  not  for  all  markets. 

Cry  the  man  mercy,  love  him,  take  his  offer, 

Foul  is  mod  foul,  being  foul  to  be  a  fcoffer: 

So  take  her  to  thee,  fhepherd  ;  fare  you  well. 

Phe.  Sweet  youth,  I  pray  you  chide  a  year  together; 
I  had  rather  hear  you  chide,  than  this  man  woo. 

Rof.  He's  fallen  in  love  with  your  foulnefs,  and  fhe'll  fall  in 
love  with  my  anger.  If  it  be  fb,  as  faft  as  me  anfwers  thee 
with  frowning  looks,  I'll  fauce  her  with  bitter  words :  Why  look 
you  fo  upon  me  ? 

Phe.  For  no  ill-will  I  bear  you. 

Rof.  I  pray  you  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me, 
For  I  am  falfer  than  vows  made  in  wine; 
Befides,  I  like  you  not.     If  you  will  know  my  houfe, 
'Tis  at  the  tuft  of  olives,  here  hard  by : 
Will  you  go,  fifter?  fhepherd,  ply  her  hard: 
Come  fifter  j  fhepherdefs,  look  on  him  better, 
And  be  not  proud  j  tho'  all  the  world  could  fee, 
None  could  be  fo  abus'd  in  fight  as  he. 

Come,  to  our  flock.  [Exit, 
Vol.  II.  H  h  Phe. 
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Phe.  Dead  fhepherd,  now  I  find  thy  faw  of  might, 
Who  ever  lov'd,  that  lov'd  not  at  firft  fight  ? 
SiL  Sweet  Phebe  / 

Phe.  Hah :  what  fay'ft  thou,  Sth'tus  ? 

SiL  Sweet  Phebe,  pity  me. 

Phe.  Why  I  am  forry  for  thee,  gentle  Sihius* 

SiL  Where-ever  forrow  is,  relief  would  be$ 
If  you  do  forrow  at  my  grief  in  love, 
By  giving  love,  your  forrow  and  my  grief 
Were  both  extermin'd. 

Phe.  Thou  haft  my  love ;  is  not  that  neighbourly  ? 

SiL  I  would  have  you. 

Phe.  Why  that  were  covetoufneis. 
Silvias,  the  time  was,  that  I  hated  thee  • 
And  yet  it  is  not  that  I  bear  thee  love ; 
But  fince  that  thou  canft  talk  of  love  lo  well, 
Thy  company,  which  erft  was  irkfome  to  me, 
I  will  endure ;  and  I'll  employ  thee  too  : 
But  do  not  look  for  further  recompence, 
Than  thine  own  gladnefs  that  thou  art  employ'd. 

SiL  So  holy  and  fo  perfect  is  my  love, 
And  fnch  a  poverty  of  grace  attends  it, 
That  I  fiiall  think  it  a  moft  plenteous  crop 
To  glean  the  broken  ears  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harveft  reaps :  loofe  now  and  then 
A  fcatter'd  fmile,  and  that  111  live  upon. 

Phe.  Know'ft  thou  the  youth  that  Ipoke  to  me  erewhile  ? 

SiL  Not  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  oft, 
And  he  hath  bought  the  cottage  and  the  bounds 
That  the  old  Carlot  once  was  mafter  of. 

Phe.  Think  not  I  love  him,  tho'  I  ask  for  him  j 
'Tis  but  a  peevifh  boy,  yet  he  talks  well, 

But 
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But  what  care  I  for  words  ?  yet  words  do  well, 

When  he  that  fpeaks  them  pleafes  thofe  that  hear : 

It  is  a  pretty  youth,  not  very  pretty  > 

But  fure  he's  proud,  and  yet  his  pride  becomes  him 

He'll  make  a  proper  man  ;  the  beft  thing  in  him 

Is  his  complexion ,•  and  fafter  than  his  tongue 

Did  make  offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up  : 

He  is  not  very  tall,  yet  for  his  years  he's  tall  ,- 

His  leg  is  but  fb  fo,  and  yet  'tis  well ; 

1  There  was  a  pretty  rednefs  in  his  lip, 

c  A  little  riper,  and  more  lufty  red 

c  Than  that  mix'd  in  his  cheek ;  'twas  juft  the  difference 

c  Betwixt  the  conftant  red  and  mingled  damask. 

There  be  fome  women,  Sihius,  had  they  mark'd  him 

In  parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 

To  fall  in  love  with  him;  but  for  my  part 

I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not;  and  yet 

I  have  more  caufe  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him: 

For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  ? 

He  faid  mine  eyes  were  black,  and  my  hair  black, 

And  now  I  am  remembred,  fcorn'd  at  me; 

I  marvel  why  I  anfwer'd  not  again, 

But  that's  all  one  j  omittance  is  no  quittance. 

I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  letter, 

And  thou  malt  bear  it  $  wilt  thou  Stlv'ms  7 

Sil.  Phebe,  with  all  my  heart. 

Phe.  I'll  write  it  ftraight; 
The  matter's  in  my  head,  and  in  my  heart, 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  pafling  fhort: 
Go  with  me,  Silvius,  \Exeuntt 


Hh  2 


ACT 


244 


As  you  Like  it. 


ACT   IV.    SCENE  L 

Continues  m  the  Forest. 
Enter  Rofalind,  Celia  and  Jaques. 

J  A  Q_U  E  S. 

Pr'ythee,  pretty  youth,  let  me  be  better  ac- 
quainted with  thee. 
Rof.  They  fay  you  are  a  melancholy  fellow. 
Jaq.  I  am  fo ;  I  do  love  it  better  than  laughing. 
Rof.  Thofe  that  are   in  extremity  of  either, 
are  abominable  fellows,  and  betray  themfelves 
to  every  modern  cenfure,  worfe  than  drunkards. 
Jaq.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  fad,  and  fay  nothing. 
Rof.  Why  then  'tis  good  to  be  a  poll:. 

Jaq.  I  have  neither  the  fcholar's  melancholy,  which  is  emu- 
lation nor  the  mufician's,  which  is  fantaftical ;  nor  the  courti- 
ers, which  is  proud,-  nor  the  foldier's,  which  is  ambitious;  nor 
the  lawyer's,  which  is  politick,-  nor  the  lady's,  which  is  nice,- 
nor  the  lover's,  which  is  all  thefe but  it  is  a  melancholy  of 
mine  own,  compounded  of  many  fimples,  extracted  from  ma- 
ny objects,  and  indeed  the  fundry  contemplation  of  my  tra- 
vels, in  which  my  often  rumination  wraps  me  in  a  mod  humo- 
rous fadnefs. 

Rof.  A  traveller!  by  my  faith  you  have  great  reafon  to  be 
fad :  I  fear  you  have  fold  your  own  lands,  to  fee  other  mens  ; 
then,  to  have  feen  much,  and  to  have  nothing,  is  to  have  rich 
eyes  and  poor  hands. 

Jaq.  Yes,  I  have  gain'd  experience. 

Enter 
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Enter  Orlando. 

Rof  And  your  experience  makes  you  fad  :  I  had  rather  have 
a  fool  to  make  me  merry,  than  experience  to  make  me  fad, 
and  to  travel  for  it  too. 

Orla.  Good  day,  and  happinefs,  dear  Rofalmd. 

Jaq.  Nay,  then  God  b'w'y  you,  an  you  talk  in  blank 
verfe.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Rof  Farewel,  monfieur  traveller  $  look  you  lifp,  and  wear 
ftrange  fuits  j  difable  all  the  benefits  of  your  own  country  j  be 
out  of  love  with  your  nativity,  and  almoft  chide  God  for  ma- 
king you  that  countenance  you  are,  or  I  will  fcarce  think  you 
have  fwam  in  a  Gondola.  Why  how  now  Orlando,  where  have 
you  been  all  this  while?  You  a  lover?  an  you  ferve  me  fuch 
another  trick,  never  come  in  my  fight  more. 

Orla.  My  fair  Rofalind,  I  come  within  an  hour  of  my  promife. 

Rof.  Break  an  hour's  promife  in  love  ?  he  that  will  divide  a 
minute  into  a  thoufand  parts,  and  break  but  a  part  of  the  thou- 
fandth  part  of  a  minute  in  the  affairs  of  love,  it  may  be  faid 
of  him,  that  Cupid  hath  clapt  him  o'th'  moulder,  but  I'll  war- 
rant him  heart-whole. 

Orla.  Pardon  me,  dear  Rofalmd. 

Rof.  Nay,  an  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  more  in  my  fight, 
I  had  as  lief  be  woo'd  of  a  fnaih 
Orla.  Of  a  fnail  ? 

Rof  Ay,  of  a  fnail  j  for  tho'  he  comes  flowly,  he  carries 
his  houfe  on  his  head:  a  better  jointure,  I  think,  than  you  make 
a  woman ;  befides  he  brings  his  deftiny  with  him. 

Orla.  What's  that? 

Rof.  Why  horns ;  which  fuch  as  you,  are  fain  to  be  behold- 
en to  your  wives  for,-  but  he  comes  armed  in  his  fortune,  and 
prevents  the  flander  of  his  wife. 

Orla,. 
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Or  la.  Virtue  is  no  horn-maker  ;  and  my  Rofalmd  is  virtuous. 
Rof  And  I  am  your  Rofalmd. 

Cel.  It  pleafes  him  to  call  you  fo  j  but  he  hath  a  Rofalmd 
of  a  better  leer  than  you. 

Rof.  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me ;  for  now  I  am  in  a  holyday 
humour,  and  like  enough  to  confent :  what  would  you  fay  to 
me  now,  an  I  were  your  very,  very  Rofalmd? 

Orla.  I  would  kifs  before  I  fpoke. 

Rof.  Nay,  you  were  better  fpeak  firft,  and  when  you  were 
gravell'd  for  lack  of  matter,  you  might  take  occafion  to  kifs. 
Very  good  orators,  when  they  are  out,  they  will  fpit ;  and  for 
lovers  lacking,  God  warn  us,  matter,  the  cleanlieft  fhift  is  to  kifs. 

Orla.  How  if  the  kifs  be  denied  ? 

Rof  Then  (he  puts  you  to  entreaty,  and  there  begins  new  matter. 
Orla.  Who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  beloved  miftrefs  ? 
Rof  Marry  that  mould  you  if  I  were  your  miftrefs,  or  I  fhould 
think  my  honefty  ranker  than  my  wit. 
Orla.  What,  of  my  fuit? 

Rof  Not  out  of  your  apparel,  and  yet  out  of  your  fuit.  Am 
not  I  your  Rofalmd? 

Orla.  I  take  fome  joy  to  fay  you  are,  becaufe  I  would  be 
talking  of  her. 

Rof  Well,  in  her  perfon,  I  fay  I  will  not  have  you. 

Orla.   Then  in  mine  own  perfon  I  die. 

Rof  No  faith,  die  by  attorney  the  poor  world  is  almofl:  fix 
thoufand  years  old,  and  in  all  this  time  there  was  not  any  man 
died  in  his  own  perfon,  videlicet,  in  a  love  caufe:  Troilm  had 
his  brains  dafh'd  out  with  a  Grecian  club,  yet  he  did  what  he 
could  to  die  before,  and  he  is  one  of  the  patterns  of  love.  Lean- 
dery  he  would  have  liv'd  many  a  fair  year,  tho'  Hero  had  turn'd 
nnn,  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  hot  midfummer  night  j  for,  good 
youth,  he  went  but  forth  to  warn  in  the  Hellespont,  and  being 
taken  with  the  cramp  was  drown'd  j  and  the  foolifh  chroniclers 

of 
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of  that  age  found  it  was  Hero  of  Seflos.  But  thefe  are  all  lies  ,• 
men  have  died  from  time  to  time,  and  worms  have  eaten  them, 
but  not  for  love. 

Orla.  I  would  not  have  my  right  Rofalmd  of  this  mind,  for 
I  proteft  her  frown  might  kill  me. 

Rof.  By  this  hand  it  will  not  kill  a  flie  j  but  come  ■  now  I 
will  be  your  Rofalmd  in  a  more  coming-on  difpofition  ■  and  ask 
me  what  you  will,  I  will  grant  it. 

Orla,  Then  love  me,  Rofalmd. 

Rof  Yes  faith  will  I,  Fridays  and  Saturday,  and  alh 

Orla,  And  wilt  thou  have  me? 

Rof  Ay,  and  twenty  fuch. 

Orla.  What  fay'ft  thou? 

Rof  Are  you  not  good  ? 

Orla.  I  hope  fo. 

Rof  Why  then,  can  one  defire  too  much  of  a  good  thing? 
come,  fitter,  you  {hall  be  the  prieft,  and  marry  us.  Give  me 
your  hand,  Orlando:  what  do  you  fay,  Sifter? 

Orla.  Pray  thee  marry  us. 

Cel.  I  cannot  fay  the  words. 

Rof  You  muft  begin,  will  you  Orlando  

Cel.  Go  to ;  will  you  Orlando  have  to  wife  this  Rofalmd  ? 

Orla.  I  will. 

Rof.  Ay,  but  when  ? 

Orla.  Why  now,  as  faft  as  {he  can  marry  us. 

Rof  Then  you  muft  fay,  I  take  thee  Rofalmd  for  wife, 

Orla.  I  take  thee  Rofalmd  for  wife. 

Rof.  I  might  ask  you  for  your  com  million,  but  I  do  take 
thee  Orlando  for  my  husband  :  there's  a  girl  goes  before  the 
prieft,  and  certainly  a  woman's  thought  runs  before  her  actions, 

Orla.  So  do  all  thoughts ;  they  are  wing'd. 

Rof.  Now  tell  me  how  long  you  would  have  her  after  you 
have  poffeft  her, 

Rof 
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Orla.  For  ever  and  a  day. 

Rof  c  Say  a  day  without  the  ever :  no,  no,  Orlando,  men 
c  are  April  when  they  woo,  December  when  they  wed :  maids 
c  are  May  when  they  are  maids,  but  the  sky  changes  when  they 
c  are  wives ;  I  will  be  more  jealous  of  thee  than  a  Barbary  cock- 
£  pigeon  over  his  hen,-  more  clamorous  than  a  parrot  againft 
c  rain  $  more  new-fangled  than  an  ape -y  more  giddy  in  my  de- 
'  fires  than  a  monkey  -y  I  will  weep  for  nothing,  like  Diana  in 
c  the  fountain,  and  I  will  do  that  when  you  are  difpos'd  to 
c  be  merry  •  I  will  laugh  like  a  hyen,  and  that  when  you  are 
*  inclin'd  to  fleep. 

Orla.  But  will  my  Rofal'md  do  fo  ? 

Rof.  By  my  life  me  will  do  as  I  do. 

Orla.  O  but  {he  is  wife. 

Rof.  Or  elfe  me  could  not  have  the  wit  to  do  this  5  the  wi- 
fer,  the  waywarder :  make  the  doors  faft.  upon  a  woman's  wit, 
and  it  will  out  at  the  cafement ;  fhut  that,  and  'twill  out  at  the 
key-hole  -y  flop  that,  it  will  fly  with  the  fmoak  out  at  the  chim- 
ney. 

Orla.  A  man  that  had  a  wife  with  fuch  a  wit,  he  might  fay, 
wit  whither  wilt? 

Rof  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it,  'till  you  met 
your  wife's  wit  going  to  your  neighbour's  bed. 

Orla.  And  what  wit  could  wit  have  to  cxcufethat? 

Rof  Marry,  to  fay  fhe  came  to  feek  you  there :  you  fhall  ne- 
ver take  her  without  her  anfwer,  unlefs  you  take  her  without 
her  tongue.  O  that  woman,  that  cannot  make  her  fault  her 
husband's  occafion,  let  her  never  nurfe  her  child  her  felf,  for 
fhe  will  breed  it  like  a  fool ! 

Orla.  For  thefe  two  hours,  Rofalmd,  I  will  leave  thee. 

Rof  Alas  dear  love,  I  cannot  lack  thee  two  hours. 

Orla.  I  muft  attend  the  Duke  at  dinner,  by  two  a-clock  I 
will  be  with  thee  again. 

Rof 
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Rof  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways ;  I  knew  what  you 
would  prove,  my  friends  told  me  as  much,  and  I  thought  no 
lefs  ,•  that  flattering  tongue  of  yours  won  me  ;  'tis  but  one  cafl: 
away,  and  fo  come  death :  two  o'th'  clock  is  your  hour ! 

Or  la.  Ay,  fweet  Rofalmd. 

Rof  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earned,  and  Co  God  mend 
me,  and  by  all  pretty  oaths  that  are  not  dangerous,  if  you  break 
one  jot  of  your  promife,  or  come  one  minute  behind  your  hour, 
I  will  think  you  the  mod  pathetical  break-promife,  and  the  moil: 
hollow  lover,  and  the  mod  unworthy  of  her  you  call  Rofalmd, 
that  may  be  chofen  out  of  the  grofs  band  of  the  unfaithful  ,• 
therefore  beware  my  cenfure,  and  keep  your  promife. 

Or/a.  With  no  lefs  religion,  than  if  thou  wert  indeed  my 
Rofalmd  -j  fo  adieu. 

Rof  Well,  time  is  the  old  juftice  that  examines  all  fuch  of- 
fenders, and  let  time  try.  Adieu.  [Exit  Orla. 

SCENE  HI. 

Cel.  You  have  fimply  miius'd  our  fex  in  your  love-prate  :  we 
muft  have  your  doublet  and  hofe  pluck'd  over  your  head,  and 
fhew  the  world  what  the  bird  hath  done  to  her  own  neft. 

Rof  O  coz,  coz,  coz,  my  pretty  little  coz,  that  thou  didft 
know  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  in  love ;  but  it  cannot  be 
founded :  my  affection  hath  an  unknown  bottom,  like  the  bay 
of  Portugal. 

Cel.  Or  rather  bottomlefs,  that  as  faft  as  you  pour  affection 
in,  it  runs  out. 

Rof  (  No,  that  fame  wicked  baftard  of  Venus ,  that  was  be- 
'  got  of  thought,  conceiv'd  of  fpleen,  and  born  of  madnefs, 
'  that  blind  rafcally  boy,  that  abufes  every  one's  eyes,  becaufe 
1  his  own  are  out,  let  him  be  judge,  how  deep  I  am  in  love  ,• 

Vol.  II.  I  i  I'll 
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I'll  tell  thee,  AHena,  I  cannot  be  out  of  the  fight  of  Orlando: 
I'll  go  find  a  fhadow,  and  figh  'till  he  come. 

Cel.  And  I'll  deep.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Jaques,  Lords,  and  Forefters. 

Jaq.  Which  is  he  that  kili'd  the  deer  ? 
Lord.  Sir,  it  was  I. 

Jaq.  Let's  prefent  him  to  the  Duke  like  a  Roman  conqueror, 
and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  deer's  horns  upon  his  head,  for 
a  branch  of  vi&ory  j  have  you  no  fong,  forefter,  for  this  pur- 
pofe  ? 

For.  Yes,  Sir. 

Jaq.  Sing  it*  'tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune,  fo  it  make 
noife  enough. 

Mufick,  Song. 

What  fhall  he  have  that  kili'd  the  deer  ? 

His  leather  skin  and  horns  to  wear 

Then  fmg  him  home,  the  reft  fhall  bear  this  burthen ; 

Take  thou  no  /corn  to  wear  the  horn, 

It  was  a  crefi  ere  thou  waft  born. 

Thy  father's  father  wore  it. 

And  thy  father  bore  it, 

The  horn,  the  horn,  the  lufty  horn, 

Is  not  a  thing  to  laugh  to  /corn.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

Rof  How  fay  you  now,  is  it  not  paft  two  a-clock  ? 
I  wonder  much  Orlando  is  not  here. 

Cel.  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  love  and  troubled  brain,  he  hath 
ta'en  his  bow  and  arrows,  and  is  gone  forth  to  deep  :  look  who 
comes  here. 

Enter  Silvius. 

Sd.  My  errand  is  to  you,  fair  youth, 
My  gentle  Phebe  bid  me  give  you  this : 
I  know  not  the  contents,  but  as  I  guefi, 
By  the  ftern  brow,  and  walpifh  action 
Which  (he  did  ufe  as  (he  was  writing  of  it, 
It  bears  an  angry  tenure    pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  a  guiltlefs  meffenger. 

Rof  Patience  her  felf  would  ftartle  at  this  letter, 
And  play  the  fwaggerer  ,•  bear  this,  bear  all. 
She  fays  I  am  not  fair,  that  I  lack  manners, 
She  calls  me  proud,  and  that  (lie  could  not  love  me 
Were  man  as  rare  as  phamix :  'od's  my  will, 
Her  love  is  not  the  hare  that  I  do  hunt. 
Why  writes  {he  fo  to  me  ?  well,  fhepherd,  well, 
This  is  a  letter  of  your  own  device. 

SiL  No,  I  proteft  I  know  not  the  contents, 
Phebe  did  write  it. 

Rof  Come,  come,  you're  a  fool, 
And  turn'd  into  th'  extremity  of  love. 
I  faw  her  hand,  {he  has  a  leathern  hand, 
A  free-ftone-coloured  hand ;  I  verily  did  think 
That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  hands  j 

I  i  z  She 
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She  has  a  hufwife's  hand,  but  that's  no  matter  ; 
I  fay  (lie  never  did  invent  this  letter, 
This  is  a  man's  invention,  and  his  hand. 
SiL  Sure  it  is  hers. 

Rof  Why,  'tis  a  boifterous  and  a  cruel  ftile, 
A  ftile  for  challengers  ,•  why,  {he  defies  me, 
Like  Turk  to  Chriftian ;  woman's  gentle  brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  fuch  giant  rude  invention, 
Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  effect 
Than  in  their  countenance will  you  hear  the  letter  ? 

SiL  So  pleafe  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet  ,• 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe's  cruelty. 

Rof.  She  Phebe's  me,  mark  how  the  tyrant  writes. 
[Reads.]  Art  thou  God  to  fhepherd turned, 
That  a  maiden's  heart  hath  burtfd? 
Can  a  woman  rail  thus  ? 
SH.  Call  you  this  railing  ? 

Rof.  [Reads.]  Why,  thy  godhead  laid  apart, 
Warffi  thou  with  a  woman's  heart? 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  railing  ? 
Whiles  the  eye  of  man  did  woo  mey 
That  could  do  no  vengeance  to  me. 
Meaning  me  a  beaft. 
If  the  fcorn  of  your  bright  eyne 
Have  power  to  raife  fuch  love  in  mine. 
Alack y  in  me,  what  ft range  effeB 
W ould  they  work  in  mild  afpeB  1 
Whiles  you  chid  me,  I  did  love, 
How  then  might  your  prayers  move  ? 
He  that  brings  this  love  to  thee, 
Little  knows  this  love  in  me ; 
And  by  him  feal  up  thy  mind, 
Whether  that  thy  youth  and  kind 
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Will  the  faithful  offer  tale 

Of  me and  all  that  I  can  make ; 

Or  elfe  by  him  my  love  deny, 

And  then  I'll  fiudy  how  to  die. 
Sil.  Call  you  this  chiding  ? 
Cel.  Alas,  poor  fhepherd! 

Rof.  Do  you  pity  him  ?  no,  he  deferves  no  pity  :  wilt  thou 
love  luch  a  woman  ?  what,  to  make  thee  an  inftrument,  and 
play  falfe b  ftrains  upon  thee  ?  not  to  be  endured  !  well,  go 
your  way  to  her,  for  I  fee  love  hath  made  thee  a  tame  fnake, 
and  fay  this  to  her,  that  if  fhe  love  me,  I  charge  her  to  love 
thee  :  if  (he  will  not,  I  will  never  have  her,  unlefs  thou  entreat 
for  her.  If  you  be  a  true  lover,  hence,  and  not  a  word ;  for 
here  comes  more  company.  [Exit  Sil. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Oliver. 

Oli.  Good  morrow,  fair  ones :  pray  you,  if  you  know, 
Where  in  the  purlews  of  this  foreft  (lands 
A  fheep-cote  fenc'd  about  with  olive-trees  ? 

Cel.  Weft  of  this  place  down  in  the  neighbour  bottom, 
The  rank  of  ofiers,  by  the  murmuring  ftream 
Left  on  your  right-hand,  brings  you  to  the  place,,- 
But  at  this  hour  the  houfe  doth  keep  it  felf, 
There's  none  within. 

Oli.  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  by  a  tongue, 
Then  mould  I  know  you  by  defcription, 
Such  garments,  and  fuch  years :  the  boy  is  fair, 
Of  female  favour,  and  beftows  himfelf 
Like  a  ripe  Sifter :  but  the  woman  low, 
And  browner  than  her  brother.    Are  not  you 
The  owner  of  the  houfe  I  did  enquire  for  ? 

m  Cel. 
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Cel.  It  is  no  boaft  being  ask'd,  to  fay  we  are. 

Olt.  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both, 
And  to  that  youth  he  calls  his  Rofal'md 
He  fends  this  bloody  napkin.    Are  you  he  ? 

Rof.  I  am;  what  muft  we  underftand  by  this? 

Oh.  Some  of  my  fhame,  if  you  will  know  of  me 
What  man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 
This  handkerchief  was  ftain'd. 

Cel.  I  pray  you  tell  it. 

Olu  When  laft  the  young  Orlando  parted  from  you, 
He  left  a  promife  to  return  again 
Within  an  hour ;  and  pacing  through  the  foreft, 
Chewing  the  food  of  fweet  and  bitter  fancy, 
Lo  what  befel!  he  threw  his  eye  afide, 
And  mark  what  object  did  prefent  it  felf 
c  Under  an  oak,  whofe  boughs  were  mofs'd  with  age, 
c  And  high  top  bald,  of  dry  antiquity ; 
c  A  wretched  ragged  man,  o'er-grown  with  hair, 
c  Lay  fleeping  on  his  back  j  about  his  neck 
c  A  green  and  gilded  fnake  had  wreath'd  it  felf, 
c  Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats  approach'd 
c  The  opening  of  his  mouth  ;  but  fuddenly 
c  Seeing  Orlando,  it  unlink'd  it  felf, 

*  And  with  indented  glides  did  flip  away 
'  Into  a  bum,  under  which  bum's  made 

*  A  Lionels,  with  udders  all  drawn  dry, 

c  Lay  couching  head  on  ground,  with  cat-like  watch 
'  When  that  the  fleeping  man  mould  ftir  ,•  for  'tis 

*  The  royal  difpofition  of  that  bead: 

'  To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  feem  as  dead  : 

This  feen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  man, 

And  found  it  was  his  brother,  his  elder  brother. 

Cel.  O  I  have  heard  him  fpeak  of  that  fame  broth 
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And  he  did  render  him  the  mod  unnatural 
That  liv'd  'mongft  men. 

OH.  And  well  he  might  fo  do  ,• 
For  well  I  know  he  was  unnatural. 

Rof.  But  to  Orlando ;  did  he  leave  him  there 
Food  to  the  fuck'd  and  hungry  lionefs  ? 

OH.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back,  and  purpos'd  fo : 
But  kindnels  nobler  ever  than  revenge, 
And  nature  ftronger  than  his  juft  occafion, 
Made  him  give  battel  to  the  lionefs : 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him,  in  which  f  hurtling 
From  miferable  {lumber  I  awak'd. 

Cel.  Are  you  his  brother? 

Rof.  Was't  you  he  refcu'd  ? 

Cel.  Was't  you  that  did  lo  oft  contrive  to  kill  him? 

Ol't.  'Twas  I  'y  but  'tis  not  I  ,•  I  do  not  mame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  fince  my  converfion 
So  fweetly  taftes,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Rof.  But  for  the  bloody  napkin  ? 

Olt.  By  and  by. 
When  from  the  firft  to  laft,  betwixt  us  two, 
Tears  our  recountments  had  mofl:  kindly  bath'd, 
As  how  I  came  into  that  defart  place,- 
In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  Duke, 
Who  gave  me  frefh  array  and  entertainment, 
Committing  me  unto  my  brother's  love, 
Who  led  me  inftantly  unto  his  cave, 
There  ftrip'd  himfelf,  and  here  upon  his  arm 
The  lionefs  had  torn  fome  flefh  away, 
Which  all  this  while  had  bled  j  and  now  he  fainted, 
And  cry'd  in  fainting  upon  Rofalmd. 
Brief,  I  recover'd  him,  bound  up  his  wound, 
And  after  fome  fmall  fpace,  being  ftrong  at  heart, 
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He  feat  me  hither,  ftranger  as  I  am, 
To  tell  this  ftory,  that  you  might  excule 
His  broken  promife,  and  to  give  this  napkin, 
Dy'd  in  his  blood,  unto  the  fhepherd  youth 
That  he  in  fport  doth  call  his  Rofalmd. 

Cel.  Why,  how  now  Gammed,  fweet  Gammed?    [Rof.  faints. 

Oli.  Many  will  fwoon  when  they  do  look  on  blood. 

Cel.  There  is  no  more  in't :  coufin  Gammed! 

Ol't.  Look,  he  recovers. 

Rof.  Would  I  were  at  home. 

Cel.  We'll  lead  you  thither. 
I  pray  you,  will  you  take  him  by  the  arm. 

Oli.  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth ;  you  a  man  ?  you  lack  a  man's 
heart. 

Rof.  I  do  fo,  I  confefs  it.  Ah,  Sir,  a  body  would  think 
this  was  well  counterfeited.  I  pray  you,  tell  your  brother  how 
well  I  counterfeited  :  heigh-ho ! 

Oli.  This  was  not  counterfeit,  there  is  too  great  teftimony 
in  your  complexion,  that  it  was  a  paflion  of  earnefl:. 

Rof  Counterfeit,  I  affure  you. 

Oli.  Well  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  counterfeit  to  be  a 
man. 

Rof  So  I  do :  but  i'  faith,  I  mould  have  been  a  woman  by 
right. 

Cel.  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler ;  pray  you  draw  home- 
wards ,•  good  Sir,  go  with  us. 

Oli.  That  will  I ;  for  I  muft  bear  anfwer  back, 
How  you  excufe  my  brother,  Rofalmd. 

Rof.  I  mall  devife  fomething ;  but  I  pray  you  commend  my 
counterfeiting  to  him :  will  you  go  ?  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  V.   SCENE  I. 

The  Forest. 
Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 
Clow  n. 

E  (hall  find  a  time,  Audrey;  patience,  gentle 

Audrey-. 

And,  Faith  the  prieft  was  good  enough,  for  all 

the  old  Gentleman's  faying. 
Clo.  A  mod  wicked  Sir  Oliver,  Audrey,  a  moil 
vile  Mar-text  /  but  Audrey,  there  is  a  youth  here  in  the  fo- 
reft  lays  claim  to  you. 

Aud.  Ay,  I  know  who  'tis ,•  he  hath  no  intereft  in  the  world  ■ 
here  comes  the  man  you  mean. 

Enter  William. 

Clo.  It  is  meat  and  drink  to  me  to  fee  a  clown  by  my  troth, 
we  that  have  good  wits  have  much  to  anfwer  for :  we  mall  be 
flouting  •  we  cannot  hold. 

Will,  Good  ev'n,  Audrey. 

Aud.  God  ye  good  ev'n,  William. 

Will.  And  good  ev'n  to  you,  Sir. 

Clo.  Good  ev'n,  gentle  friend.    Cover  thy  head,  cover  thy 
head  j  nay,  pr'ythee  be  cover'd.    How  old  are  you,  friend  ? 
Will.  Five  and  twenty,  Sir. 
Clo.  A  ripe  age  :  is  thy  name  William  ? 
Will.  William,  Sir. 

Clo.  A  fair  name.     Waft  born  i'th'  foreft  here? 
Vol.  II.  K  k  Will 
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Will  Ay,  Sir,  I  thank  God. 

Clo.  Thank  God :  a  good  anfwer :  art  rich  ? 

Will  'Faith,  Sir,  fo  fo. 

Clo.  So  fo,  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent  good  and 
yet  it  is  not ;  it  is  but  fo,  fb.    Art  thou  wife  ? 
Will  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  a  pretty  wit. 

Clo.  Why,  thou  fay'ffc  well :  I  do  now  remember  a  faying, 
the  fool  doth  think  he  is  wife,  but  the  wife  man  knows  himfelf 
to  be  a  fool.  The  heathen  philofopher,  when  he  had  a  de- 
fire  to  eat  a  grape,  would  open  his  lips  when  he  put  it  in- 
to his  mouth ;  meaning  thereby,  that  grapes  were  made  to  eat, 
and  lips  to  open.    You  do  love  this  maid. 

Will  I  do  Sir. 

Clo.  Give  me  your  hand :  art  thou  learned  ? 
Will  No,  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  learn  this  of  me  to  have,  is  to  have.  For  it  is 
a  figure  in  rhetorick,  that  drink  being  poured  out  of  a  cup  in- 
to a  glafs,  by  filling  the  one  doth  empty  the  other.  For  all 
your  writers  do  confent,  that  ipfe  is  he:  now  you  are  not  tpfe$ 
for  I  am  he. 

Will  Which  he,  Sir? 

Clo.  He,  Sir,  that  mud  marry  this  woman  ,•  therefore  you 
clown,  abandon  ->  which  is  in  the  vulgar,  leave  the  fbciety ,• 
which  in  the  boorifh,  is  company,  of  this  female  j  which  in  the 
common,  is  woman  ;  which  together  is,  abandon  the  fbciety 
of  this  female  ,•  or  clown,  thou  perifheft ;  or,  to  thy  better  un- 
derftanding,  dieft ;  or,  to  wit,  I  kill  thee,  make  thee  away, 
tranflate  thy  life  into  death,  thy  liberty  into  bondage,-  I  will 
deal  in  poifbn  with  thee,  or  in  baftinado,  or  in  fteel  j  I  will  ban- 
dy with  thee  in  faction,  I  will  o'er-run  thee  with  policy,  I  will 
kill  thee  a  hundred  and  fifty  ways;  therefore  tremble  and  de- 
part. 

Aid. 
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And.  Do,  good  William. 

Will*  God  reft  you  merry,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Corin. 

Cor.  Our  mafter  and  miftrefs  feek  you  j  come  away,  away. 
Clo.  Trip  Audrey,  trip  Audreys  I  attend,  I  attend.  [Exe. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Oliver. 

Orla.  Is't  poflible,  that  on  Co  little  acquaintance  you  mould 
like  her  ?  that,  but  feeing,  you  mould  love  her  ?  and  loving, 
woo  ?  and  wooing,  me  mould  grant  ?  and  will  you  perfevere 
to  enjoy  her? 

OU.  Neither  call  the  giddinefs  of  it  in  queftion,  the  poverty 
of  her,  the  fmall  acquaintance,  my  fudden  wooing,  nor  her 
fudden  confenting  ->  but  fay  with  me,  I  love  Aliena ;  fay  with 
her,  that  me  loves  me  confent  with  both  that  we  may  enjoy 
each  other;  it  mall  be  to  your  good:  for  my  father's  houle, 
and  all  the  revenue  that  was  old  Sir  Rowland's,  will  I  eftate 
upon  you,  and  here  live  and  die  a  mepherd. 

Enter  Rofalind. 

Orla.  You  have  my  confent.  Let  your  wedding  be  to-mor- 
row thither  will  I  invite  the  Duke,  and  all  his  contented  fol- 
lowers :  go  you  and  prepare  Aliena ;  for  look  you,  here  comes 
my  Rofalind. 

Rof.  God  fave  you,  brother. 

Oli.  And  you,  fair  lifter. 

Rof.  Oh  my  dear  Orlando,  how  it  grieves  me  to  fee  thee  wear 
thy  heart  in  a  fcarf. 
Orla.  It  is  my  arm. 

Rof.  I  thought  thy  heart  had  been  wounded  with  the  claws 
of  a  lion. 

Kk  2  Orla. 
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Orla.  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  lady. 

Rof.  Did  your  brother  tell  you  how  I  counterfeited  to  fwoon, 
when  he  fhew'd  me  your  handkerchief? 

Orla.  Ay,  and  greater  wonders  than  that. 

Rof.  O,  I  know  where  you  are  :  nay,  'tis  true :  there  was 
never  any  thing  fo  fudden,  but  the  fight  of  two  rams,  and  C^- 
fafs  thrafonical  brag  of  I  came,  faw  and  overcame :  for  your 
brother  and  my  fitter  no  fooner  met,  but  they  look'd ;  no 
fooner  look'd,  but  they  lov'd  ;  no  fooner  lov'd,  but  they  figh'd,- 
no  fooner  figh'd,  but  they  ask'd  one  another  the  reafbn no 
fooner  knew  the  reafbn,  but  they  fought  the  remedy  ,•  and  in 
thefe  degrees  have  they  made  a  pair  of  flairs  to  marriage,  which 
they  will  climb  incontinent,  or  elfe  be  incontinent  before  mar- 
riage ;  they  are  in  the  very  wrath  of  love,  and  they  will  to- 
gether.    Clubs  cannot  part  them. 

Orla.  They  fhall  be  married  to-morrow ;  and  I  will  bid  the 
Duke  to  the  nuptial.  But  O,  how  bitter  a  thing  it  is  to  look 
into  happinefs  through  another  man's  eyes;  by  fo  much  the 
more  fhall  I  to-morrow  be  at  the  height  of  heart-heavinefs,  by 
how  much  I  fhall  think  my  brother  happy,  in  having  what  he 
wifhes  for. 

Rof.  Why  then  to-morrow  I  cannot  ferve  your  turn  for  Ro- 

falmd. 

Orla.  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking. 

Rof.  I  will  weary  you  then  no  longer  with  idle  talking.  Know 
of  me  then,  for  now  I  fpeak  to  fbme  purpofe,  that  I  know  you 
are  a  gentleman  of  good  conceit.  I  fpeak  not  this  that  you 
fhould  bear  a  good  opinion  of  my  knowledge  -y  infomuch,  I 
fay,  I  know  what  you  are  ,*  neither  do  I  labour  for  a  greater 
cfteem  than  may  in  fome  little  mealure  draw  a  belief  from  you 
to  do  your  felf  good,  and  not  to  grace  me.  Believe  then, 
if  you  pleafe,  that  I  can  do  flrange  things ;  I  have,  fince  I  was 
three  years  old,  converfl:  with  a  magician,  moft  profound  in 

his 
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his  art,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If  you  do  love  RofaTind  fo  near 
the  heart,  as  your  geftnre  cries  it  out,  when  your  brother  mar- 
ries Al'iena  you  (hall  marry  her.  I  know  into  what  (heights 
of  fortune  {he  is  driven,  and  it  is  not  impoflible  to  me,  if  it 
appear  not  inconvenient  to  you,  to  fet  her  before  your  eyes  to- 
morrow 5  human  as  (he  is,  and  without  any  danger. 

Orla.  Speak'ft  thou  in  (bber  meanings  ? 

Rof.  By  my  life  I  do,  which  I  tender  dearly,  tho'  I  fay  I 
am  a  magician :  therefore  put  you  on  your  beft  array,  bid  your 
friends :  for  if  you  will  be  married  to-morrow,  you  (hall  ,•  and 
to  Rofal'md,  if  you  will. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 

Look,  here  comes  a  lover  of  mine,  and  a  lover  of  hers. 

Phe.  Youth,  you  have  done  me  much  ungentlenefs, 
To  (hew  the  letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

Rof.  I  care  not  if  I  have :  it  is  my  (ludy 
To  feem  delpiteful  and  ungentle  to  you: 
You  are  there  follow'd  by  a  faithful  (hepherd 
Look  upon  him,  love  him  -y  he  worlhips  you. 

Phe.  c  Good  (hepherd,  tell  this  youth  what  'tis  to  love, 

SiL  '  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  fighs  and  tears, 
c  And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Gammed. 

Orla.  And  I  for  Rofalmd. 

Rof.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

S'tl.  '  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  faith  and  fervice  $ 
*  And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Gammed. 

Orla.  And  I  for  Rofalmd. 

Rof.  And  I  for  no  woman, 

StL 
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Sth  '  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantafie, 
c  All  made  of  paflion,  and  all  made  of  wifhes, 
c  All  adoration,  duty  and  obfervance, 
c  All  humblenefs,  all  patience,  and  impatience, 
c  All  purity,  all  tryal,  all  obfervance  $ 
c  And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe 

Phe.  And  fb  am  I  for  Gammed. 
-   Orla.  And  fb  am  I  for  Rofal'md. 

Rof.  And  fo  am  I  for  no  woman. 

Phe.  If  this  be  fb,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ?  [To  Rof. 

Sd.  If  this  be  fb,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  }  [To  Phe. 

Orla.  If  this  be  fb,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you? 

Rof.  Who  do  you  /peak  to,  why  blame  you  me  £0  love  you  ? 

Or/a.  To  her  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear. 

Rof.  Pray  you  no  more  of  this,-  'tis  like  the  howling  of 
Ir'ijh  wolves  againft  the  moon  I  will  help  you  if  I  can  ,•  I  would 
love  you  if  I  could :  to-morrow  meet  me  all  together :  I  will 
marry  you,  if  ever  I  marry  woman,  and  I'll  be  married  to-mor- 
row ;  [To  Phe.]  I  will  fatisfy  you,  if  ever  I  fatisfy'd  man,  and 
you  mall  be  married  to-morrow ;  [To  Orl.]  I  will  content  you, 
if  what  pleafes  you  contents  you,  and  you  fhall  be  married  to- 
morrow. [To  Sil.]  As  you  love  Rofal'md  meet,  as  you  love  Phe- 
be meet,  and  as  I  love  no  woman,  I'll  meet.  So  fare  you  well  ,• 
I  have  left  you  commands. 

SiL  I'll  not  fail,  if  I  live. 

Phe.  Nor  I. 

Orla.  Nor  L  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Clo.  To-morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audrey:  to-morrow  we 
will  be  married. 

Aud. 
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Aud.  I  do  defire  it  with  all  my  heart ;  and  I  hope  it  is  no 
dimoneft  defire,  to  defire  to  be  a  woman  of  the  world.  Here 
come  two  of  the  banifli'd  Duke's  pages. 

Enter  two  pages. 

1  Page,  Well  met  honed  gentleman. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  well  met:  come,  fit,  fit,  and  a  /bng. 

2  Page.  We  are  for  you,  fit  i'th'  middle. 

1  Page.  Shall  we  clap  into't  roundly,  without  hawking,  or 
fpitting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe,  which  are  the  only  prologues 
to  a  bad  voice. 

2  Page.  I'faith,  i'faith,  and  both  in  a  tune,  like  two  gypfies 
on  a  horfe. 


SONG. 

It  was  a  lover  and  his  lafs, 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino, 
That  o'er  the  green  corn-field  did  pafs 

In  the  fpring  time ;  the  pretty  fpring  time^ 
When  birds  do  fing,  hey  ding  a  ding,  ding. 
Sweet  lovers  love  the  fpring. 

And  therefore  take  the  prefent  time, 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino  ^ 

For  love  is  crowned  with  the  prime, 
In  the  fpring  time,  Sec. 

Between  the  acres  of  the  rye, 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  hey  nonino^ 
Thefe  pretty  country-folks  would  lye, 

In  the  fpring-timey  &c» 
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The  carrot  they  began  that  hour. 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino. 

How  that  a  life  was  but  a  flower, 
In  the  fpring  time,  &c. 

Clo.  Truly  young  gentlemen,  though  there  was  no  great 
matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  note  was  very  untunable. 

1  Page.  You  are  deceiv'd,  Sir,  we  kept  time,  we  loft  not 
our  time. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  yes  :  I  count  it  but  time  loft  to  hear  Jfach 
a  foolifh  fbng.  God  b'w'y  you,  and  God  mend  your  voices. 
Come,  Audrey.  [Exeunt. 

s  c  E  n  e  v. 

Enter  Duke   Senior,  Amiens,  Jaques,  Orlando,  Oliver, 

and  Celia. 

Duke  Sen.  Doft  thou  believe,  Orlando,  that  the  boy 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  hath  promifed  ? 

Orla.  I  fbmetimes  do  believe,  and  fometimes  do  not/ 
As  thofe  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 

Enter  Rofalind,  Silvius,  and  Phebe. 

Rof.  Patience  once  more,  whiles  our  compact  is  urg'd  : 
You  fay,  if  I  bring  in  your  Rofalind,  [To  the  Duke. 

You  will  beftow  her  on  Orlando  here  ? 

Duke  Sen.  That  would  I,  had  I  kingdoms  to  give  with  her. 

Rof.  And  you  fay  you  will  have  her  when  I  bring  her  ? 

[To  Orlando. 

Orla.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  kingdoms  King. 

Rof.  You  fay  you'll  marry  me,  if  I  be  willing.      [To  Phebe. 

Phe.  That  will  I,  mould  I  die  the  hour  after. 

Rof  But  if  you  do  refufe  to  marry  me, 

You'll 
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You'll  give  your  felf  to  this  mod  faithful  fhepherd. 
Phe.  So  is  the  bargain. 

Rof.  You  fay,  that  you'll  have  Phebey  if  fhe  will  ? 

[To  Silvius. 

Sil.  Tho'  to  have  her  and  death  were  both  one  thing. 

Rof.  I've  promis'd  to  make  all  this  matter  even; 
Keep  you  your  word,  O  Duke,  to  give  your  daughter  j 
You,  yours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  daughter: 
Keep  your  word,  Phebe,  that  you'll  marry  me; 
Or  elfe  refufing  me,  to  wed  this  fhepherd. 
Keep  your  word,  Silviusy  that  you'll  marry  her, 
If  (he  refufe  me;  and  from  hence  I  go 

To  make  thefe  doubts  all  even.  [Exe.  Rof.  and  Celia. 

Duke  Sen.  I  do  remember  in  this  fhepherd  boy, 
Some  lively  touches  of  my  daughter's  favour. 

Orla.  My  Lord,  the  firft  time  that  I  ever  faw  him, 
Methonght  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter  ; 
But,  my  good  Lord,  this  boy  is  foreft-born, 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  in  the  rudiments 
Of  many  defperate  ftudies  by  his  uncle, 
Whom  he  reports  to  be  a  great  magician, 
Obfcured  in  the  circle  of  this  foreft. 

s  c  E  N  E  VI. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Jaq.  There  is  fure  another  flood  toward,  and  thefe  couples 
are  coming  to  the  ark.  Here  come  a  pair  of  very  ftrange  beafts, 
which  in  all  tongues  are  call'd  fools. 

Clo.  Salutation  and  greeting  to  you  all. 

Jaq.  Good  my  Lord,  bid  him  welcome.  This  is  the  mot- 
ley-minded gentleman  that  I  have  fo  often  met  in  the  foreft : 
he  hath  been  a  courtier,  he  fwears. 

Vol.  II.  LI  Clo. 
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Clo.  1  If  ariy  man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to  my  pur- 
c  gation ;  I  have  trod  a  meafure,  I  have  flatter'd  a  lady,  I  have 
*  been  politick  with  my  friend,  fmooth  with  mine  enemy,  I 
\  have  undone  three  taylors,  I  have  had  four  quarrels,  and  like 
(  to  have  fought  one. 

Jaq.  And  how  was  that  ta'en  up? 

Clo.  'Faith  we  met,  and  found  the  quarrel  was  upon  the  le- 
venth  caufe. 

Jaq.  How  the  feventh  caufe?  good  my  lord,  like  this  fellow. 
Duke  Sen.  I  like  him  very  well. 

Clo.  God'ild  you,  Sir,  I  defire  you  of  the  like :  I  pre/s  in 
here,  Sir,  amongft  the  reft  of  the  country  copulatives,  to  fwear, 
and  to  forfwear,  according  as  marriage  binds,  and  blood  breaks : 
a  poor  virgin,  Sir,  an  ill-favour'd  thing,  Sir,  but  mine  own, 
a  poor  humour  of  mine,  Sir,  to  take  that  that  no  man  elfe  will. 
Rich  honefty  dwells  like  a  mifer,  Sir,  in  a  poor  houfe,  as 
your  pearl  in  your  foul  oyfter. 

Duke  Sen.  By  my  faith,  he  is  very  fwift  and  lententious. 

Clo.  According  to  the  fool's  bolt,  Sir,  and  fuch  dulcet  dif- 
eales. 

Jaq.  But  for  the  feventh  caufe  -}  how  did  you  find  the  quar- 
rel on  the  feventh  caufe? 

Clo.  Upon  a  lie  feven  times  removed ;  (bear  your  body  more 
feeming,  Audrey)  as  thus,  Sir ;  I  did  diflike  the  cut  of  a  certain 
courtier's  beard ;  he  fent  me  word,  if  I  faid  his  beard  was  not  cut 
well,  he  was  in  the  mind  it  was:  this  is  call'd  the  retort  courteous. 
If  I  fent  him  word  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  lend  me 
word,  he  cut  it  to  pleafe  himfelf.  This  is  call'd  the  quip  mo- 
deft.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  difabled  my  judgment: 
this  is  call'd  the  reply  churlifti.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut, 
he  would  anfwer,  I  fpake  not  true :  this  is  call'd  the  reproof 
valiant.     If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  fay,  I  lie: 

this 
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this  is  call'd  the  countercheck  quarrelfoine ;  and  fo  the  lie  cir- 
cumftantial,  and  the  lie  direct. 

Jaq.  And  how  oft  did  you  fay  his  beard  was  not  well  cut  ? 

Clo.  I  durft  go  no  further  than  the  lie  circumftantial ;  nor  he 
durft  not  give  me  the  lie  direct,  and  fo  we  meafur'd  fwords, 
and  parted. 

Jaq.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of  the  lie  ? 

do.  O  Sir,  we  quarrel  in  print,  by  the  book ;  as  you  have 
books  for  good  manners.  I  will  name  you  the  degrees.  The 
firft,  the  retort  courteous ;  the  fecond,  the  quip  modeft  the 
third,  the  reply  churlifh  ,•  the  fourth,  the  reproof  valiant  the  fifth, 
the  countercheck  quarrelfome ;  the  fixth,  the  lie  with  circumftance; 
the  feventh,  the  lie  direct.  All  thefe  you  may  avoid,  but  the 
lie  direct  j  and  you  may  avoid  that  too,  with  an  If.  I  knew 
when  feven  juftices  could  not  take  up  a  quarrel,  but  when  the 
parties  were  met  themfelves,  one  of  them  thought  but  of  an  If 5 
as,  if  you  faid  fb,  then  I  faid  fo ;  and  they  fhook  hands,  and 
fwore  brothers.  Your  If  is  the  only  peace-maker;  much  vir- 
tue in  If. 

Jaq.  Is  not  this  a  rare  fellow,  my  lord  ?  he's  good  at  any 
thing,  and  yet  a  fool. 

Duke  Sen.  He  ufes  his  folly  like  a  ftalking-horfe,  and  un- 
der the  prefentation  of  that  he  {hoots  his  wit. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Hymen,  Rofalind  in  woman's  cloaths,  and  Celia. 

Still  Mufick. 

Hym.  Then  is  there  mirth  in  heaven 9 
When  earthly  things  made  even 
Atone  together. 

L  I  2  Good 
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Good  Duke  receive  thy  daughter, 
Hymen  from  heatfn  brought  her, 

Tea,  brought  her  hither, 
That  thou  mighffi  join  her  hand  with  his, 
IVhofe  heart  within  his  bofom  is, 

Rof.  To  you  I  give  my  felf  ,•  for  I  am  yours.  [To  the  Duke. 
To  you  I  give  my  felf ;  for  I  am  yours.  [To  Orlando. 

Duke  Sen.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  daughter. 

Or/a.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  Ro/alind. 

Phe.  If  fight  and  fhape  be  true, 
Why  then  my  love  adieu. 

Rof.  I'll  have  no  father,  if  you  be  not  he$ 
I'll  have  no  husband,  if  you  be  not  he 
Nor  ne'er  wed  woman,  if  you  be  not  (he. 

Hym.  Peace  hoa,-  I  bar  confufion: 
?Tis  I  muft  make  conclufion 

Of  thefe  moft  ftrange  events : 
Here's  eight  that  muft  take  hands, 
To  join  in  Hymen's  bands, 

If  truth  holds  true  contents. 
You  and  you  no  crofs  {hall  part ; 
You  and  you  are  heart  in  heart; 
You  to  his  love  muft  accord, 
Or  have  a  woman  to  yonr  lord. 
You  and  you  are  fure  together, 
As  the  winter  to  foul  weather  : 
Whiles  a  wedlock  hymn  we  fing, 
Feed  your  felves  with  queftioning: 
That  reafon  wonder  may  diminifh, 
How  thus  we  met,  and  thefe  things  finifh. 

SONG. 
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SONG. 

Wedding  is  great  Juno'*  crown, 

0  bleffed  bond  of  board  and  bed! 

^Tis  Hymen  peoples  every  town, 
High  wedlock  then  be  honoured : 

Honour,  high  honour  and  renown 

To  Hymen,  God  of  every  town. 

Duke  Sen.  O  my  dear  neice,  welcome  thou  art  to  me, 
Even  daughter,  welcome,  in  no  lefs  degree. 

Phe.  I  will  not  eat  my  word,  now  thou  art  mine, 
Thy  faith,  my  fancy  to  thee  doth  combine. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Jaques  de  Boys. 

Jaq.  de  B.  Let  me  have  audience  for  a  word  or  two  : 
I  am  the  fecond  fon  of  old  Sir  Rowland, 
That  bring  thefe  tidings  to  this  fair  arTembly. 
Duke  Frederick  hearing  how  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  worth  refbrted  to  this  fore  ft, 
Addrefs'd  a  mighty  power  which  were  on  foot 
In  his  own  conduct  purpofely  to  take 
His  brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  fword : 
And  to  the  skirts  of  this  wild  wood  he  came, 
Where  meeting  with  an  old  religious  man, 
After  fome  queftion  with  him,  was  converted 
Both  from  his  enterprize,  and  from  the  world  ^ 
His  crown  bequeathing  to  his  banifh'd  brother, 
And  all  their  lands  reftor'd  to  them  again 
That  were  with  him  exil'd.    This  to  be  true, 
I  do  engage  my  life. 

Duke  Sen, 
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Duke  Sen.  W elcome,  young  man  : 
Thou  offer'fl  fairly  to  thy  brother's  wedding; 
To  one,  his  lands  withheld  ;  and  to  the  other, 
A  land  it  felf  at  large,  a  potent  Dukedom. 
Firft,  in  this  foreft,  let  us  do  thofe  ends 
That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot: 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  number 
That  have  endur'd  fhrewd  days  and  nights  with  us 
Shall  fhare  the  good  of  our  returned  fortune, 
According  to  the  meafure  of  their  ftates. 
Mean  time,  forget  this  new-fall'n  dignity, 
And  fall  into  our  ruftick  revelry : 
Play  mufick,  and  you  brides  and  bridegrooms  all, 
With  meafure  heap'd  in  joy,  to  ths  meafures.  fall. 

Jaq.  Sir,  by  your  patience:  if  I  heard  you  rightly, 
The  Duke  hath  put  on  a  religious  life, 
And  thrown  into  neglect  the  pompous  court. 

Jaq,  de  B.  He  hath. 

Jaq.  To  him  will  I :  out  of  thefe  convertites 
There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learn'd. 
You  to  your  former  honour  I  bequeath,  [To  the  Duke. 

Your  patience  and  your  virtue  well  deferve  it  : 
You  to  a  love  that  your  true  faith  doth  merit;  [To  Orla. 

You  to  your  land,  and  love,  and  great  allies ;  [To  Oli. 

You  to  a  long  and  well-deferved  bed ;  [To  Sil. 

And  you  to  wrangling ;  for  thy  loving  voyage    [To  the  Clown. 
Is  but  for  two  months  victual'd :  fo  to  your  pleafures  : 
I  am  for  other  than  for  dancing  meafures. 

Duke  Sen.  Stay,  Jaques,  ftay. 

Jaq.  To  fee  no  paftime,  I :  what  you  would  have 
Til  ftay  to  know  at  your  abandon'd  cave.  [Exit. 

Duke  Sen.  Proceed,  proceed  ,•  we  will  begin  thefe  rites, 
As  we  do  truft  they'll  end,  in  true  delights. 

Rof. 
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Rof.  It  is  not  the  fafhion  to  fee  the  lady  the  epilogue ;  but 
it  is  no  more  unhandfome  than  to  fee  the  lord  the  prologue.  If 
it  be  true,  that  good  wine  needs  no  bufh,  'tis  true,  that  a  good 
play  needs  no  epilogue.  Yet  to  good  wine  they  do  ufe  good 
bumes ;  and  good  plays  prove  the  better  by  the  help  of  good 
epilogues.  What  a  cafe  am  I  in  then,  that  am  neither  a  good 
epilogue,  nor  can  infinuate  with  you  in  the  behalf  of  a  good 
play?  I  am  not  furnifli'd  like  a  beggar ;  therefore  to  beg  will 
not  become  me.  My  way  is  to  conjure  you,  and  I'll  begin  with 
the  women.  I  charge  you,  O  women,  for  the  love  you  bear 
to  men,  to  like  as  much  of  this  play  as  pleafes  you :  and  I 
charge  you,  O  men,  for  the  love  you  bear  to  women,  (as  I 
perceive  by  your  fimpring,  none  of  you  hate  them)  that  be- 
tween you  and  the  women,  the  play  may  pleafe.  If  I  were  a 
woman,  I  would  kifs  as  many  of  you  as  had  beards  that  pleas' d 
me,  complexions  that  lik'd  me,  and  breaths  that  I  defy'd  not : 
and  I  am  fore,  as  many  as  have  good  beards,  or  good  faces, 
or  fweet  breaths,  will  for  my  kind  offer,  when  I  make  curt'fie, 
bid  me  farewel.  [Exeunt  omnes, 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


A  Lord,  before  whom  the  Tlay  is  fuppos'd  to  be  play'd. 
Chriftopher  Sly,  a  drunken  Tinker. 
Hojlefs. 

IPage,  Flayers,  Hunt/men,  and  other  Servants  attending  on  the  Lord. 

The  Terfons  of  the  Tlay  it  felf  are, 

Baptifta,  Father  to  Katharina  and  Biancha,  very  rich. 
Vincentio,  an  old  gentleman  ofVifo. 
Lucentio,  Son  to  Vincentio,  in  love  with  Biancha. 
Petruchio,  a  Gentleman  of  Verona,  a  fuitor  to  Katharina. 

Gremio,     7  Pretenders  to  Biancha. 
Hortenlio,  $ 

Tranio,     /  Servants  to  Lucentio. 
Biondello,  $ 

Grumio,  Servant  to  Petruchio. 

Pedant,  an  old  fellow  fet  up  to  perfonate  Vincentio. 

Katharina,  the  Shrew. 
Biancha,  her  Sifter. 
Widow. 


Taylor y  Haberdafhers,  with  Servants  attending  on  Baptifta 

and  Petruchio. 


SCENE,  fometimcs  in  Padua,  and  fometimes  in 
Petruchio' J  Houfe  in  the  Country. 
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INDUCTION. 
SCENE  t 

Enter  Hoftefs  and  Sly. 
Sly. 

9  L  L  pheeze  you,  in  faith. 
Hofl.  A  pair  of  ftocks,  you  rogue. 
Sly.  Y'are  a  baggage ,•  the  Sites  are  no  rogues. 
Look  in  the  Chronicles,  we  came  in  with  Ri- 
chard   Conqueror;   therefore  paucus  palla- 
bris,  let  the  world  Hide :  Selfa. 
Ho/l.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  glaffes  you  have  burft? 
Sly.  No,  not  a  deniere :  go  by  S.  Jeronimy,  go  to  thy  cold 
bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Hofl.  I  know  my  remedy ;  I  mnft  go  fetch  the  headborough. 

[Exit. 

Sly.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  fifth  borough,  I'll  anfwer  him  by 
law  j  I'll  not  budge  an  inch,  boy ;  let  him  come,  and  kindly. 

[Falls  afleep. 

M  m  2  SCENE 


Qj6 
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S  C  E  N  E  II. 

Wind  horns.    Enter  a  Lord  from  hunting  with  a  train* 

Lord.  Huntfman,  I  charge  thee  tender  well  my  hounds, 
t  Brach  Merriman,  the  poor  cur  is  imboft ; 
And  couple  Clowder  with  the  deep-mouth'd  Brach. 
Saw'ft  thou  not,  boy,  how  Silver  made  it  good 
At  the  hedge  corner  in  the  coldeft  fault  ? 
I  would  not  lofe  the  dog  for  twenty  pound. 

Hun,  Why,  Belman  is  as  good  as  he,  my  lord  $ 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  meereft  loft, 
And  twice  to-day  pick'd  out  the  dulled  fcent : 
Truft  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  dog. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  fool;  if  Eccho  were  as  fleet, 
I  would  efteem  him  worth  a  dozen  fuch. 
But  fup  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all, 
To-morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  again. 

Hun.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Lord.  What's  here  ?  one  dead,  or  drunk  ?  fee  doth  he  breathe? 
2  Hun.  He  breathes,  my  Lord.    Were  he  not  warm'd  with 
ale, 

This  were  a  bed  but  cold,  to  fleep  fb  fbundly. 

Lord.  O  monftrous  beaft!  how  like  a  fwine  he  lies! 
Grim  death,  how  foul  and  loathfome  is  thine  image! 
Sirs,  I  will  pradife  on  this  drunken  man. 
What  think  you  if  he  were  convey 'd  to  bed, 
Wrapt  in  fweet  cloaths  j  rings  put  upon  his  fingers  $ 
A  mod  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed, 
And  brave  attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes ; 
Would  not  the  beggar  then  forget  himfelf  ? 

1  Hun.  Believe  me,  Lord,  I  think  he  cannot  chufe. 

2  Hun.  It  would  feem  ftrange  unto  him  when  he  wak'd. 

Lord, 

•\  Brach,  a  hound. 
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Lord,  Even  as  a  flatt'ring  dream,  or  worthlefs  fancy. 
Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  jeft : 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  faireft  chamber, 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  pictures; 
Balm  his  foul  head  with  warm  diftilled  waters, 
And  burn  fweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  fweet. 
Procure  me  mufick  ready  when  he  wakes, 
To  make  a  dulcet  and  a  heav'nly  found; 
And  if  he  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  ftraight, 
And  with  a  low  fubmifrive  reverence, 
Say,  what  is  it  your  honour  will  command ; 
Let  one  attend  him  with  a  filver  bafon 
Full  of  rofe-water,  and  beftrew'd  with  flowers. 
Another  bear  the  ewer ;  a  third  a  diaper, 
And  fay,  wilt  pleafe  your  lordftiip  cool  your  hands  ? 
Some  one  be  ready  with  a  coftly  foit, 
And  ask  him  what  apparel  he  will  wear  ; 
Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  horfe, 
And  that  his  Lady  mourns  at  his  difeafe ; 
Perfwade  him  that  he  hath  been  lunatick. 
And  when  he  fays  he's  poor,  fay  that  he  dreams, 
For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  lord  : 
This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  Sirs : 
It  will  be  paftime  pafling  excellent, 
If  it  be  husbanded  with  modefly. 

1  Hun.   My  Lord,  I  warrant  you  well  play  our  part, 
As  he  {hall  think  by  our  true  diligence, 
He  is  no  lels  than  what  we  fay  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him ; 
And  each  one  to  his  office  when  he  wakes.      [Sound  Trumpets. 
Sirrah,  go  fee  what  trumpet  'tis  that  founds. 
Belike  fome  noble  gentleman  that  means, 
Travelling  fome  journey,  to  repofe  him  here. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Servant. 

How  now  ?  who  is  it  ? 

Ser.  Pleafe  your  honour,  players 
That  offer  fervice  to  your  lordfhip. 

Lord.  Bid  them  come  near  ; 

Enter  Players. 

Now  fellows,  you  are  welcome. 

Play.  We  thank  your  honour. 

Lord.  Do  you  intend  to  ftay  with  me  to-night  ? 

2  Play.  So  pleafe  your  lordfhip  to  accept  our  duty. 

Lord.  With  all  my  heart.   This  fellow  I  remember, 
Since  once  he  play'd  a  farmer's  eldeft  fon; 
'Twas  where  you  woo'd  the  gentlewoman  fo  well : 
I  have  forgot  your  name ;  but  lure  that  part 
Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  perform'd. 

Sim.  I  think  'twas  Soto  that  your  honour  means. 

Lord.  'Tis  very  true,  thou  didft  it  excellent : 
Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time, 
The  rather  for  I  have  fome  fport  in  hand, 
Wherein  your  cunning  can  affift  me  much. 
There  is  a  lord  will  hear  you  play  to-night  ,• 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  modefties, 
Left:  over  eying  of  his  odd  behaviour, 
(For  yet  his  honour  never  heard  a  play,) 
You  break  into  fbme  merry  paffion, 
And  Co  offend  him  :  for  I  tell  you,  Sirs, 
If  you  fhould  fmile,  he  grows  impatient. 

Play.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  we  can  contain  our  felves ; 
Were  he  the  verieft  antick  in  the  world. 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.  279 

f  2  Player,  [to  the  other.]  Go  get  a  dimclout  to  make  clean 
your  moes,  and  I'll  fpeak  for  the  properties.  [Exit  Player. 
My  lord,  we  muft  have  a  moulder  of  mutton  for  a  property, 
and  a  little  vinegar  to  make  our  devil  roar. 

Lord.  Go  firrah,  take  them  to  the  buttery, 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  the  houfe  affords. 

[Exit  one  with  the  players. 
Sirrah,  go  you  to  Bartholomew  my  page, 
And  fee  him  dreft  in  all  fuits  like  a  lady  : 
That  done,  conduct  him  to  the  drunkard's  chamber, 
And  call  him  madam,  do  him  all  obeifance. 
Tell  him  from  me,  (as  he  will  win  my  love) 
He  bear  himfelf  with  honourable  action, 
Such  as  he  hath  obferv'd  in  noble  ladies 
Unto  their  lords,  by  them  accomplished ; 
Such  duty  to  the  drunkard  let  him  do, 
With  foft  low  tongue,  and  lowly  courtefie  ,• 
And  fay  ,•  what  is't  your  honour  will  command, 
Wherein  your  lady,  and  your  humble  wife, 
May  mew  her  duty,  and  make  known  her  love? 
And  then  with  kind  embracements,  tempting  kiffes, 
And  with  declining  head  into  his  bofom, 
Bid  him  fhed  tears,  as  being  overjoy'd 
To  fee  her  noble  lord  reftor'd  to  health, 
Who  for  thefe  feven  years  hath  efteem'd  himfelf 
No  better  than  a  poor  and  loathfome  beggar : 
And  if  the  boy  have  not  a  woman's  gift 
To  rain  a  mower  of  commanded  tears, 
An  onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  (hift, 
Which  in  a  napkin  being  clofe  convey'd, 
Shall  in  defpight  enforce  a  wat'ry  eye. 
See  this  difpatch'd  with  all  the  hafte  thou  canft, 
Anon  I'll  give  thee  more  inftru&ions,  [Exit  Servant. 

I 

'this  fpcech  is  added  from  the  old  edition. 
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I  know  the  boy  will  well  ufurp  the  grace, 

Voice,  gate,  and  action  of  a  gentlewoman. 

I  long  to  hear  him  call  the  drunkard,  husband, 

And  how  my  men  will  ftay  themfelves  from  laughter, 

When  they  do  homage  to  this  fimple  peafant ; 

I'll  in  to  counfel  them :  haply  my  prefence 

May  well  abate  the  over-merry  fpleen, 

Which  other  wife  would  go  into  extreams. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Sly  with  attendants,  feme  with  apparel,  bafon  and  ewer, 

and  other  appurtenances. 

Sly.  For  God's  fake  a  pot  of  fmall  ale. 

i  Serv.  Will't  pleafe  your  lordfhip  drink  a  cup  of  fack  ? 

i  Serv.  Will't  pleafe  your  honour  tafte  of  thefe  conferves  ? 

3  Serv.  What  raiment  will  your  honour  wear  to-day  ? 

Sly.  I  am  Chrlflophero  Sly,  call  not  me  honour,  nor  lord- 
fhip :  I  ne'er  drank  fack  in  my  life :  and  if  you  give  me  any 
conferves,  give  me  conferves  of  beef:  ne'er  ask  me  what  rai- 
ment I'll  wear,  for  I  have  no  more  doublets  than  backs,  no 
more  (lockings  than  legs,  nor  no  more  fhooes  than  feet,  nay 
fometimes  more  feet  than  {hooes,  or  fuch  fhooes  as  my  toes 
look  through  the  over-leather. 

Lord.  Heav'n  ceafe  this  idle  humour  in  your  honour. 
Oh  that  a  mighty  man  of  fuch  defcent, 
Of  fuch  pofTefTions,  and  fo  high  efteem, 
Should  be  infufed  with  fb  foul  a  fpirit. 

Sly.  What,  would  you  make  me  mad  ?  am  not  I  Chriftophero 
Sly,  old  Sly's  fan  of  Burton-heath,  by  birth  a  pedler,  by  educa- 
tion a  card-maker,  by  tranfmutation  a  bearherd,  and  now  by  pre- 
fent  profeffion  a  tinker  ?  ask  Marian  Hacket,  the  fat  ale-wife  of 
Whicot,  if  (he  know  me  not ;  if  (lie  fay  I  am  not  fourteen  pence 

on 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.  281 

on  the  fcore  for  flieer  ale,  fcore  me  up  for  the  lying'ft  knave 
in  Chriftendom.    What  I  am  not  f  beftraught :  here's  

1  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  lady  mourn. 

2  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  fervants  droop. 
Lord.  Hence  comes  it  that  your  kindred  (hun  your  houfe, 

As  beaten  hence  by  your  ftrange  lunacy. 

Oh  noble  lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  birth, 

Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  banifhment, 

And  banirti  hence  thefe  abject  lowly  dreams. 

Look  how  thy  fervants  do  attend  on  thee, 

Each  in  his  office  ready  at  thy  beck. 

Wilt  thou  have  mufick  ?  hark,  Apollo  plays,  \Mufich 

And  twenty  caged  nightingales  do  fing. 

Or  wilt  thou  fleep  ?  we'll  have  thee  to  a  couch, 

Softer  and  fweeter  than  the  luftful  bed 

On  purpofe  trimm'd  up  for  S emir  amis. 

Say  thou  wilt  walk,  we  will  beftrow  the  ground : 

Or  wilt  thou  ride  ?  thy  horfes  mall  be  trapp'd, 

Their  harnefs  ftudded  all  with  gold  and  pearl. 

Doft  thou  love  hawking  ?  thou  haft  hawks  will  foar 

Above  the  morning  lark.    Or  wilt  thou  hunt, 

Thy  hounds  mall  make  the  welkin  anfwer  them, 

And  fetch  fhrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  earth. 

1  Man.  Say  thou  wilt  courfe,  thy  greyhounds  are  as  fwift 
As  breathed  flags ;  ay,  fleeter  than  the  roe. 

2  Man.  Doft  thou  love  pictures  ?  we  will  fetch  thee  ftrait 
Adonis  painted  by  a  running  brook, 

And  Citherea  all  in  fedges  hid, 

Which  feem  to  move,  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 

Ev'n  as  the  waving  fedges  play  with  wind. 

Lord.  We'll  fhew  thee  /<?,  as  me  was  a  maid, 
And  how  (he  was  beguiled  and  fiirpris'd, 
As  lively  painted  as  the  deed  was  done. 

Vol.  II.  N  n  3  Man, 

1"  beftraught,  diftrafted. 
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3  Man.  Or  Daphne  roaming  through  a  thorny  wood, 
Scratching  her  legs,  that  one  fhall  fwear  fhe  bleeds  j 
And  at  the  fight  mail  fad  Apollo  weep : 
So  workmanly  the  blood  and  tears  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  lord,  and  nothing  but  a  lord : 
Thou  haft  a  lady  far  more  beautiful 
Than  any  woman  in  this  waining  age. 

i  Man.  And  'till  the  tears  that  me  hath  fried  for  thee, 
Like  envious  floods,  o'er-run  her  lovely  face, 
She  was  the  faireft  creature  in  the  world, 
And  yet  (he  is  inferior  to  none. 

Sly.  Am  I  a  lord,  and  have  I  fuch  a  lady  ? 
Or  do  I  dream  ?  or  have  I  dream'd  'till  now  ? 
I  do  not  deep    I  fee,  I  hear,  I  fpeak ; 
I  fmell  fweet  favours,  and  I  feel  foft  things : 
Upon  my  life  I  am  a  lord  indeed, 
And  not  a  tinker,  nor  Chriflophero  Sly. 
Well,  bring  our  lady  hither  to  our  fight, 
And  once  again  a  pot  o'th'  fmalleft  ale. 

z  Man.  Will't  pleafe  your  mightinefs  to  warn  your  hands 
Oh  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  wits  reftor'd, 
Oh  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are ! 
Thefe  fifteen  years  you  have  been  in  a  dream, 
Or  when  you  wak'd,  you  wak'd  as  if  you  dept. 

Sly.  Thefe  fifteen  years/  by  my  fay,  a  goodly  nap  : 
But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  that  time  ? 

i  Man.  Oh  yes,  my  lord,  but  very  idle  words. 
For  tho'  you  lay  here  in  this  poodly  chamber, 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  door, 
And  rail'd  upon  the  hoftefs  of  the  houfe, 
And  fay  you  would  prefent  her  at  the  Leet, 
Bccaufe  fhe  bought  ftone  jugs,  and  no  feal'd  quarts : 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Hacket, 
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Sly.  Ay,  the  woman's  maid  of  the  houfe. 

3  Man.  Why  Sir,  you  know  no  houfe,  nor  no  fuch  maid, 
Nor  no  fuch  men  as  you  have  reckon'd  up, 
As  Stephen  Sly,  and  old  John  Naps  of  Greece, 
And  Peter  Turf,  and  Henry  Pimpernell, 
And  twenty  more  fuch  names  and  men  as  thefe, 
Which  never  were,  nor  no  man  ever  faw. 

Sly.  Now  lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends,, 

All.  Amen. 

Sly.  f  By  th'  mafs  I  think  I  am  a  lord  indeed. 
What  is  thy  name? 

Man.  Simon,  an't  pleafe  your  honour. 

Sly.  Sim  ?  that's  as  much  as  to  fay  Simeon  or  Simon  put  forth 
thy  hand  and  fill  the  pot. 

scene  v. 

Enter  Lady  with  attenaants. 

Sly.  I  thank  thee,  thou  fhalt  not  lofe  by  it. 
Lady.  How  fares  my  noble  lord  ? 

Sly.  Marry  I  fare  well,  for  here  is  cheer  enough.  Where  is 
my  wife  ? 

Lady.  Here  noble  lord,  what  is  thy  will  with  her  ? 

Sly.  Are  you  my  wife,  and  will  not  call  me  husband  ? 
My  men  mould  call  me  lord,  I  am  your  good  man. 

Lady.  My  husband  and  my  lord,  my  lord  and  husband, 
I  am  your  wife  in  all  obedience. 

Sly.  I  know  it  well :  what  muft  I  call  her  ? 

Lord.  Madam. 

Sly.  Alee  madam,  or  Joan  madam  ? 
Lord.  Madam,  and  nothing  elfe,  fb  lords  call  ladies. 
Sly.  Come  fit  down  on  my  knee.    Sim,  drink  to  her.  Ma- 

N  n  z  dam 


-f  This  and  the  two  following  fpeeches  added  from  the  old  edition. 
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dam  wife,  they  fay  that  I  have  dream'd,  and  flept  above  fome 
fifteen  years  and  more. 

Lady.  Ay,  and  the  time  feems  thirty  unto  me, 
Being  all  this  time  abandon'd  from  your  bed. 

Sly.  5Tis  much.  Servants  leave  me  and  her  alone :  madam, 
undrefs  you,  and  come  now  to  bed.   Sim,  drink  to  her. 

Lady.  Thrice  noble  lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you, 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  night  or  two : 
Or  if  not  fb,  until  the  fun  be  fet  j 
For  your  phyficians  have  exprefly  charg'd, 
In  peril  to  incur  your  former  malady. 
That  I  fhould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  bed ; 
I  hope  this  reafbn  (lands  for  my  excufe. 

Sly.  Ay,  it  flands  fo,  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  fb  long  •>  but 
I  would  be  loath  to  fall  into  my  dream  again:  I  will  therefore 
tarry  in  defpight  of  the  flefh  and  the  blood. 

S  C  E  N  E  VI. 

Enter  a  Mejffenger. 

Mejf.  Your  honour's  players,  hearing  your  amendment, 
Are  come  to  play  a  pleafant  comedy  ,• 
For  fo  your  doctors  hold  it  very  meet, 
Seeing  fb  much  fadnefs  hath  congeal'd  your  blood, 
And  melancholy  is  the  nurfe  of  frenzy, 
Therefore  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  play, 
And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment, 
Which  bars  a  thoufand  harms,  and  lengthens  life. 

Sly.  Marry  I  will,  let  them  play,  is  it  not  a  commodity  >  a 
Chriflmas  gambol,  or  a  tumbling  trick? 

Lady.  No,  my  good  lord,  it  is  more  pleafing  fluff. 

Sly.  What,  houfhold  fluff? 

Lady, 
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Lady.  It  is  a  kind  of  hiftory. 

Sly.  Well,  we'll  fee't :  come,  Madam  wife,  fit  by  my  fide, 
and  let  the  world  flip,  we  (hall  ne'er  be  younger. 
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ACTL    SCENE  I. 

PADUA. 
Flourifh.    Enter  Lucentio  and  Tranio. 

LuCENTIO. 

Ran'to,  fince  for  the  great  defire  I  had 
To  fee  fair  Padua,  nurfery  of  arts, 
I  am  arriv'd  for  fruitful  Lombardy, 
The  pleafant  garden  of  great  Italy. 
And  by  my  father's  love  and  leave  am  arm'd 
With  his  good  will,  and  thy  good  company. 
Moft  trufty  fervant,  well  approv'd  in  all, 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  happily  inftitute 
A  courfe  of  learning,  and  ingenious  fludies. 
Pifa>  renowned  for  grave  citizens, 
Gave  me  my  being,  and  my  father  firft 
A  merchant  of  great  traflick  through  the  world : 
Vincent'itis  come  of  the  Bentivoln, 
Vtncentto  his  fon,  brought  up  in  Florence, 
It  {hall  become  to  ferve  all  hopes  conceiv'd 
To  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds : 

And 
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And  therefore,  Tranio,  for  the  time  I  ftudy, 
Virtue  and  that  part  of  philofophy 
Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happinejfs, 
By  virtue  fpecially  to  be  atchiev'd. 
Tell  me  thy  mind,  for  I  have  Pi/a  left, 
And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaves 
A  fhallow  plafh  to  plunge  him  in  the  deep, 
And  with  fatiety  feeks  to  quench  his  thirft. 

Tra.  Me  pardonato,  gentle  mafter  mine, 
I  am  in  all  affected  as  your  felf  • 
Glad  that  you  thus  continue  your  refolve, 
To  fiick  the  fweets  of  fweet  philofophy : 
Only,  good  mafter,  while  we  do  admire 
This  virtue,  and  this  moral  difcipline, 
Let's  be  no  ftoicks,  nor  no  ftocks,  I  pray- 
Or,  fb  devote  to  Artflotle\  checks 
As  Ovid,  be  an  outcaft  quite  abjur'd. 
Talk  logick  with  acquaintance  that  you  have, 
And  practife  rhetorick  in  your  common  talk; 
Mufick  and  poefie  ufe  to  quicken  you, 
The  mathematicks,  and  the  metaphyficks, 
Fall  to  them  as  you  find  your  ftomach  ferves  you : 
No  profit  grows,  where  is  no  pleafure  ta'en : 
In  brief,  Sir,  ftudy  what  you  moft  affect. 

Luc.  Gramercies,  Tranio,  well  doft  thou  advife  $ 
If,  Biondello,  thou  wert  come  afliore, 
We  could  at  once  put  us  in  readinefs, 
And  take  a  lodging  fit  to  entertain 
Such  friends,  as  time  in  Padua  (hall  beget. 
But  ftay  a  while,  what  company  is  this? 

Tra,  Mafter,  fome  fhow  to  welcome  us  to  town. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Baptifta  with  Katharina  and  Bianca,  Gremio  and  Hor- 
tenfio.     Lucentio  and  Tranio  fland  by. 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  importune  me  no  farther, 
For  how  I  firmly  am  refolv'd  you  know; 
That  is,  not  to  beftow  my  youngeft  daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  husband  for  the  elder : 
If  either  of  you  both  love  Katharina, 
Becaufe  I  know  you  well,  and  love  you  well, 
Leave  fhall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  pleafure. 

Gre.  To  cart  her  rather.    She's  too  rough  for  me. 
There,  there,  Hortenfio,  will  you  any  wife? 

Kath.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  is  it  your  will 
To  make  a  ftale  of  me  amongft  thefe  mates  ? 

Hor.  Mates,  maid,  how  mean  you  that  ?  no  mates  for  you  5 
Unlefs  you  were  of  gentler  milder  mould. 

Kath.  Y  faith,  Sir,  you  fhall  never  need  to  fear., 
I  wis  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  heart : 
But  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  care  mail  be 
To  comb  your  noddle  with  a  three-legg'd  ftool, 
And  paint  your  face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  fool. 

Hor.  From  all  fiich  devils,  good  Lord,  deliver  us. 

Gre.  And  me  too,  good  Lord. 

Tra.  Hum,  mafter,  here's  fbme  good  paftime  toward^, 
That  wench  is  ftark  mad,  or  wonderful  frowarda 

Luc.  But  in  the  other's  filence  I  do  fee 
Maid's  mild  behaviour  and  fobriety. 
Peace,  Tranio. 

Tra.  Well  faid,  mafter,  mum,  and  gaze  your  fill. 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  foon  make  good 
What  I  have  faid,  Bianca  get  you  in> 

And 
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And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee,  good  Bianca, 
For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  lefs,  my  girl. 

Kath.  A  pretty  pet,  it  is  beft  put  finger  in  the  eye,  an  fhe 
knew  why. 

Bian.  Sifter,  content  you  in  my  difcontent. 
Sir,  to  your  plealure  humbly  I  fubfcribe  : 
My  books  and  inftruments  mall  be  my  company, 
On  them  to  look,  and  practife  by  my  felf. 

Luc.  Hark,  Tranio,  thou  may'ft  hear  Minerva  fpeak. 

Hor.  Signior  Baptifta,  will  you  be  To  ftrange? 
Sorry  am  I  that  our  good-will  effects 
Blanco's  grief. 

Gre.  Why  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Baptifta,  for  this  fiend  of  hell, 
And  make  her  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue? 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  content  ye ;  I  am  refolv'd : 
Go  in,  Bianca. 

And  for  I  know  fhe  taketh  moft  delight 

In  mufick,  inftruments,  and  poetry, 

School-mafters  will  I  keep  within  my  houfe, 

Fit  to  inftruct  her  youth.     If  you,  Hortenfio, 

Or  Signior  Gremio,  you  know  any  fuch, 

Prefer  them  hither :  for  to  cunning  men 

I  will  be  very  kind  and  liberal,  \ 

To  mine  own  children,  in  good  bringing  up, 

And  fo  farewel.    Kathar'ma,  you  may  ftay, 

For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  [Exit. 

Kath.  Why,  I  truft  I  may  go  too,  may  I  not  ?  what,  mall  I 
be  appointed  hours,  as  tho',  belike,  I  knew  not  what  to  take, 
and  what  to  leave?  ha  J  [Exit. 
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SCENE  III. 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  devil's  dam :  your  gifts  are  fb  good, 
here  is  none  will  hold  you.  Our  love  is  not  fo  great,  Horten- 
fio,  but  we  may  blow  our  nails  together,  and  fart  it  fairly  out. 
Our  cake's  dow  on  both  fides.  Farewel,-  yet  for  the  love  I 
bear  my  fweet  Bzanca,  if  I  can  by  any  means  light  on  a  fit 
man  to  teach  her  that  wherein  (he  delights,  I  will  wifh  him  to 
her  father. 

Hor.  So  will  I,  Signior  Gremh :  but  a  word,  I  pray ;  tho' 
the  nature  of  our  quarrel  never  yet  brook'd  parle,  know  now 
upon  advice,  it  toucheth  us  both,  that  we  may  yet  again  have 
accefs  to  our  fair  miftrefs,  and  be  happy  rivals  in  Bianccfs  love, 
to  labour  and  effect  one  thing  'fpecially. 

Gre.  What's  that,  I  pray  ? 

Hor.  Marry  Sir,  to  get  a  husband  for  her  fifter. 

Gre,  A  husband!  a  devil. 

Hor.  I  fay  a  husband. 

Gre.  I  fay  a  devil.  Think'fr,  thou,  Hortenfw,  tho'  her  fa- 
ther be  very  rich,  any  man  is  fo  very  a  fool  to  be  married  to 

hell ?  ■  ■"  -  '  y#  ' '  -^'y  ■'■  m^Wn  S  , ^ ; 

Hor.  Turn,  Gremh  •  tho'  it  pafs  your  patience  and  mine  to 
endure  her  a  loud  alarms,  why,  man,  there  be  good  fellows  in 
the  world,  an  a  man  could  light  on  them,  would  take  her 
with  all  her  faults,  and  mony  enough. 

Gre.  I  cannot  tell  j  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her  dowry  with 
this  condition,  to  be  whip'd  at  the  high-crofs  every  morning. 

Hor.  'Faith,  as  you  fay,  there's  fmall  choice  in  rotten  ap- 
ples :  come,  fince  this  bar  in  law  makes  us  friends,  it  fhall  be 
fo  far  forth  friendly  maintain'd,  'till  by  helping  Bapttfta's  el- 
der!: daughter  to  a  husband,  we  fet  his  younger!  free  for  a  husband, 
and  then  have  to'tafrefh.  Sweet  Bianco,  /  happy  man  be  his  dole; 
he  that  runs  fafteft  gets  the  ring  j  how  fay  you,  Signior  Gremh} 

V  o  l.  II.  O  o  Gre, 

a  lewd 
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Gre.  I  am  agreed,  and  would  I  had  given  him  the  beft  horfe 
in  Padua  to  begin  the  wooing  that  would  throughly  woo  her, 
wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  rid  the  houfe  of  her.     Come  on. 

[Exeunt  Gre.  and  Hor.  Manent  Tra,  and  Lucen. 

SCENE  IV. 

Tra.  I  pray,  Sir,  tell  me,  is  it  poffible 
That  love  mould  on  a  fudden  take  jfuch  hold? 

Luc.  Oh  Tranio,  'till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  never  thought  it  poflible  or  likely. 
But  fee,  while  idly  I  flood  looking  on, 
I  found  th'  efFed  of  love  in  idlenefs. 
And  now  in  plainnels  do  confefs  to  thee, 
That  art  to  me  as  fecret  and  as  dear 
As  Anna  to  the  Queen  of  Carthage  was, 
Tranio,  I  burn,  I  pine,  I  perifti,  Tranio, 
If  I  atchieve  not  this  young  modeft  girl: 
Counfel  me,  Tranloy  for  I  know  thou  canft; 
Aflift  me,  TraniOy  for  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Tra.  Mafter,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now ; 
AfFe&ion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart. 
If  love  hath  touch'd  you,  nought  remains  but  lb, 
Redime  te  captum  quam  que  as  mmimo. 

hue.  Gramercy,  lad  -}  go  forward,  this  contents, 
The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  counfel's  found. 

Tra.  Mafter,  you  look'd  fo  longly  on  the  maid, 
Perhaps  you  mark'd  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc.  O  yes,  I  faw  fweet  beauty  in  her  face, 
Such  as  the  daughter  of  Agenor  had, 
That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  hand, 
When  with  his  knees  he  kifs'd  the  Cretan  ftrand. 

Tra.  Saw  you  no  more  ?  mark'd  you  not  how  her  fifter 

Began 
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Began  to  fcold,  and  raife  up  fuch  a  ftorm, 
That  mortal  ears  might  hardly  endure  the  din : 

Luc,  Tranio,  I  faw  her  coral  lips  to  move, 
And  with  her  breath  me  did  perfume  the  air  -t 
Sacred  and  Iweet  was  all  I  faw  in  her, 

Tra.  Nay,  then  'tis  time  to  ftir  him  from  his  trance : 
I  pray  awake,  Sir  -y  if  you  love  the  maid 
Bend  thoughts  and  wit  t'atchieve  her.    Thus  it  (lands: 
Her  eldeft  filler  is  fo  curd  and  fhrewd, 
That  till  the  father  rids  his  hands  of  her, 
Mailer,  your  love  mull  live  a  maid  at  home, 
And  therefore  has  he  clofely  mew'd  her  up, 
Becaufe  me  mall  not  be  annoy'd  with  fuitors. 

Luc.  Ah,  Tranio ,  what  a  cruel  father's  he! 
But  art  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  fchool-m afters  to  inftruct  her  ? 

Tra.  Ay  marry  am  I,  Sir,  and  now  'tis  plotted. 

Luc,  I  have  it,  Tranio, 

Tra.  Mailer,  for  my  hand, 
Both  our  inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 

Luc.  Tell  me  thine  firft. 

Tra.  You  will  be  fchool-mafter, 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid : 
That's  your  device. 

Luc.  It  is :  may  it  be  done  ? 

Tra.  Not  poflible :  for  who  mail  bear  your  part, 
And  be  in  Padua  here  Vmcentitfs  fon, 
Keep  houfe,  and  ply  his  book,  welcome  his  friends, 
Vifit  his  countrymen,  and  banquet  them? 

Luc.  Baft  a,  content  thee,  for  I  have  it  full. 
We  have  not  yet  been  feen  in  any  houfe, 
Nor  can  we  be  diftinguim'd  by  our  faces, 
For  man  or  mailer  :  then  it  follows  thus. 

O  o  2  Thou 
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Thou  (halt  be  mafter,  Tranio,  in  my  ftead,- 
Keep  houfe,  and  port,  and  fervants,  as  I  mould, 
I  will  fome  other  be,  fome  Florentine, 
Some  Neapolitan,  or  meaner  man  of  Pifa. 
'Tis  hatch'd,  and  mail  be  fo :  Tranio,  at  once 
Uncafe  thee :  take  my  colour'd  hat  and  cloak. 
When  Biondello  comes,  he  waits  on  thee, 
But  I  will  charm  him  firft  to  keep  his  tongue. 

Tra.  So  had  you  need. 
In  brief,  good  Sir,  fith  it  your  pleafure  is, 
And  I  am  tied  to  be  obedient, 
(For  fb  your  father  charg'd  me  at  our  parting,- 
Be  ferviceable  to  my  fon,  quoth  he,) 
Altho'  I  think  'twas  in  another  fenfe, 
I  am  content  to  be  Lucentio, 
Becaufe  fo  well  I  love  Lucentio. 

hue.  Tranio,  be  fo,-  becaufe  Lucentio  loves ; 
And  let  me  be  a  flave  t'atchieve  that  maid, 
Whofe  fudden  light  hath  thral'd  my  wounded  eye. 

Enter  Biondello, 

Here  comes  the  rogue.    Sirrah,  where  have  you  been? 

Bion.  Where  have  I  been  ?  nay,  how  now,  where  are  you  ? 
mafter,  has  my  fellow  Tranio  ftoll'n  your  cloaths,  or  you  ftoll'n 
his,  or  both  ?  pray  what's  the  news  ? 

Luc.  Sirrah,  come  hither :  'tis  no  time  to  jefl, 
And  therefore  frame  your  manners  to  the  time. 
Your  fellow  Tranio  here,  to  fave  my  life, 
Puts  my  apparel  and  my  count'nance  on, 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his : 
For  in  a  quarrel,  fince  I  came  amore, 
I  kill'd  a  man,  and  fear  I  am  defcry'd : 
Wait  you  on  him.,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes  ,- 

While 
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While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  life. 
You  underftand  me? 

Bion.  Ay,  Sir,  ne'er  a  whit. 

Luc.  And  not  a  jot  of  Tramo  in  your  mouth, 
Tranio  is  chang'd  into  Lucenito. 

Bion.  The  better  for  him,  would  I  were  fo  too. 

Tra.  So  would  I,  'faith  boy,  to  have  the  next  wifh  after,  that 
Lucenito  indeed  had  Baptifid's  youngeft  daughter.  But  firrah, 
not  for  my  fake,  but  your  matter's,  I  advife  you  ufe  your  man- 
ners difcreetly  in  all  kind  of  companies :  when  I  am  alone, 
why  then  I  am  Tramo  $  but  in  all  places  elfe,  your  matter  Lu- 
cenito. 

Luc.  Tranio,  let's  go  :  one  thing  more  refts,  that  thy  felf 
execute,  to  make  one  among  thefe  wooers if  thou  ask  me 
why,  fufficeth  my  reafons  are  both  good  and  weighty.  [Exe. 


SCENE  V. 

Before  Hortenfio's  houfe  in  Padua. 

Enter  Petruchio,  and  Grumio. 

Pet.  ~\T  Erona,  for  a  while  I  take  my  leave, 

V     To  fee  my  friends  in  Padua    but  of  all 
My  beft  beloved  and  approved  friend, 
Hortenfw    and  I  trow  this  is  the  houfe, 
Here  firrah,  Grumio,  knock  I  fay.  * 

Enter 

*  knock  I  fay. 

Gru.  Knock,  Sir?  whom  fhould  I  knock?  is  there  any  man  has  rebus'd  your 
worihip  ? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  here  foundly. 

Gru.  Knock  you  here,  Sir?  why,  Sir,  what  am  I,  Sir, 
That  I  mould  knock  you  here  Sir? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  fay  knock  me  at  this  gate, 
And  rap  me  well,  or  I'll  knock  your  knave's  pate, 

Gru,  My  mafter  is  grown  quarrelforae : 
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Enter  Hortenfio. 

Hor,  Alia  nofira  cafa  ben  venuto  multo  bonorato  Signior  mio 
Petruchio.  * 

And  tell  me  now,  fweet  friend,  what  happy  gale 
Blows  you  to  Padua  here,  from  old  Verona  ? 

Pet.  Such  wind  as  fcatters  young  men  through  the  world, 
To  feek  their  fortunes  farther  than  at  home, 
Where  fmall  experience  grows  but  in  a  few. 
Signior  Hortenfio,  thus  it  ftands  with  me, 
Antonio  my  father  is  deceas'd, 
And  I  bhave  thruft  my  felf  into  this  maze, 

I  mould  knock  you  firft, 

And  then  I  know  after,  who  comes  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  Will  it  not  be  ? 
Faith,  firrah,  and  you'll  not  knock,  I'll  ring  it, 

I'll  try  how  you  can  Sol,  Fa,  and  fing  it.  \_He  'wrings  him  by  the  cars. 

Grit.  Help,  miftrefs,  help,  my  mafter  is  mad. 
Pet.  Now  knock  when  I  bid  you:  firrah,  villain. 

Hor.  How  now,  what's  the  matter?  my  old  friend  Grumio,  and  my  good  friend 

Petruchio  !  how  do  you  all  at  Verona  ? 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfio,  come  you  to  part  the  fray  ? 
Con  tutti  le  core  bene  trovato  may  I  fay. 
Enter,  &c. 

*  mio  Petruchio. 

Rife,  Grumio,  we  will  compound  this  quarrel. 

Gru.  Nay,  'tis  no  matter,  what  he  leges  in  latin.    If  this  be  not  a  lawful  caufe 
for  me  to  leave  his  fervice,  look  you,  Sir:  he  bid  me  knock  him,  and  rap  him 
foundly,  Sir.    Well,  was  it  fit  for  a  fervant  to  ufe  his  mailer  fo,  being  perhaps, 
for  ought  I  fee,  two  and  thirty,  a  pip  out? 
Whom  would  to  God  I  had  well  knock'd  at  firft, 
Then  had  not  Grumio  come  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  A  fenfclefs  villain.    Good  Hortenfio, 
I  bid  the  rafcal  knock  upon  your  gate, 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it. 

Gru.  Knock  at  the  gate?  O  heav'ns!  fpake  you  not  thefe  words  plain?  firrah, 
knock  me  here,  rap  me  here,  knock  me  well,  and  knock  me  foundly  ?  and  come 
you  now  with  knocking  at  the  gate  ? 

Pet.  Sirrah,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,  I  advife  you. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  patience,  I  am  Grumio^  pledge: 
Why  this  is  a  heavy  chance  'twixt  him  and  you, 
Your  ancient  trufty  plealant  fervant  Grumio  j 

And  tell  me  now,  &c.  b  mufl. 

Happly 
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Happly  to  wive  and  thrive,  as  beft  I  may : 
Crowns  in  my  purfe  I  have,  and  goods  at  home, 
And  fo  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

Hor,  Petrucbzo,  fhall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee, 
And  wifti  thee  to  a  {hrewd  ill-favour'd  wife  ? 
Thou'dft  thank  me  but  a  little  for  my  counfel, 
And  yet  I'll  promife  thee  me  fhall  be  rich, 
And  very  rich :  but  thou'rt  too  much  my  friend, 
And  I'll  not  wifti  thee  to  her. 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfw,  'twixt  fuch  friends  as  us 
Few  words  fuffice  j  and  therefore  if  you  know 
One  rich  enough  to  be  Petruchicfs  wife  ; 
(As  wealth  is  burthen  of  my  wooing  dance) 
Be  fhe  as  foul  as  was  Florenttus*  love, 
As  old  as  Syb'dy  and  as  curft  and  {hrewd 
As  Socrates'  Zantippe,  or  a  worle, 
She  moves  me  not,  or  not  removes,  at  leaft, 
Affection's  edge  in  cme.  Were  fhe  as  rough 
As  are  the  fwelling  Adr'tatkk  feas, 
I  come  to  wive  it  wealthily  in  Padua  i 
If  wealthily,  then  happily  in  Padua. 

Gru.  Nay,  look  you,  Sir,  he  tells  you  flatly  what  his  mind 
is :  why  give  him  gold  enough,  and  marry  him  to  a  puppet,  or 
an  f  aglet  baby,  or  an  old  trot  with  ne'er  a  tooth  in  her  head, 
tho'  fhe  have  as  many  difeafes  as  two  and  fifty  horfes ;  why  no- 
thing comes  amifs,  fo  mony  comes  withal. 

Hor.  Petrucb'to,  fince  we  are  ftept  thus  far  in, 
I  will  continue  that  I  broach'd  in  jeft. 
I  can,  Petruchto,  help  thee  to  a  wife 
With  wealth  enough,  and  young  and  beauteous, 
Brought  up  as  beft  becomes  a  gentlewoman. 
Her  only  fault,  and  that  is  fault  enough, 
Is,  that  (he  is  intolerable  curs'd, 

And  > 
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And  fhrewd,  and  froward,  fo  beyond  all  meafure, 
That  were  my  ftate  far  worfer  than  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  mine  of  gold. 

Pet.  Hortenjio,  peace    thou  know'ft  not  gold's  effect  ; 
Tell  me  her  father's  name,  and  'tis  enough : 
For  I  will  board  her,  tho'  fhe  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  autumn  crack. 

Hor.  Her  father  is  Baptifla  Minola^ 
An  affable  and  courteous  gentleman  $ 
Her  name  is  Katharma  Minola, 
Renown'd  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  tongue. 

Pet.  I  know  her  father,  tho'  I  know  not  her, 
And  he  knew  my  deceafed  father  well  j 
I  will  not  fleep,  Hortenfio,  'till  I  fee  her, 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you, 
To  give  you  over  at  this  fir  ft  encounter, 
Unlefs  you  will  accompany  me  thither. 

Gru.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  let  him  go  while  the  humour  lafts.  O' 
my  word,  an  fhe  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do,  fhe  would  think 
fcolding  would  do  little  good  upon  him.  She  may  perhaps  call 
him  half  a  fcore  knaves,  or  fo  :  why  that's  nothing  ,•  an  he 
begin  once,  he'll  rail  in  his  rope  tricks.  I'll  tell  you  what,  Sir, 
an  fhe  ftand  him  but  a  little,  he  will  throw  a  figure  in  her 
face,  and  fb  disfigure  her  with  it,  that  fhe  fhall  have  no  more 
eyes  to  fee  withal  than  a  cat :  you  know  him  not,  Sir. 

Hor.  Tarry,  Petruch'io,  I  muft  go  with  thee, 
For  in  Bapnjia's  houfe  my  treafure  is: 
He  hath  the  jewel  of  my  life  in  hold, 
His  youngeft  daughter,  beautiful  Bianca, 
And  her  with-holds  he  from  me.    Other  more 
Suitors  to  her,  and  rivals  in  my  love  : 
Suppofing  it  a  thing  impoflible, 
For  thofe  defects  I  have  before  rehears'd, 

r  That 
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That  ever  Katharina  will  be  woo'd  $ 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Bapnfla  ta'en, 
That  none  (hall  have  accefs  unto  Bianca, 
'Till  Katharine  the  curs'd  have  got  a  husband. 

Gru.  Katharine  the  curs'd, 
A  title  for  a  maid,  of  all  titles  the  worft. 

Hor.  Now  (hall  my  friend  Petruchio  do  mc  grace, 
And  offer  me  difguis'd  in  fober  robes 
To  old  Baptifia  as  a  fchool-mafter 
Well  feen  in  mufick,  to  inftrucl:  B?ancay 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  device,  at  leaft, 
Have  leave  and  leifure  to  make  love  to  her ; 
And  unfiifpe&ed  court  her  by  her  felf. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Gremio,  and  Lucentio  difguis'd, 

Gru.  Here's  no  knavery!  fee,  to  beguile  the  old  folks,  how 
the  young  folks  lay  their  heads  together.  Mafter,  look  about 
you  :  who  goes  there  ?  ha. 

Hor.  Peace,  Grumio,  'tis  the  rival  of  my  love. 
Petruchio,  ftand  by  a  while. 

Gru.  A  proper  (tripling,  and  an  amorous. 

Gre.  O  very  well,  I  have  perus'd  the  note. 
Hark  you,  Sir,  I'll  have  them  very  fairly  bound, 
All  books  of  love,  fee  that,  at  any  hand  ; 
And  fee  you  read  no  other  lectures  to  her : 
You  underftand  me.   Over  and  befide 
Signior  Baptifia's  liberality, 

I'll  mend  it  with  a  largefs.  Take  your  papers  too, 
And  let  me  have  them  very  well  perfum'd, 
For  fhe  is  fweeter  than  perfume  it  felf 
To  whom  they  go :  what  will  you  read  to  her  ? 

Vol.  II.  P  p  Luc. 
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Luc.  Whate'er  I  read  to  her,  I'll  plead  for  you, 
As  for  my  patron,  ftand  you  fo  affured  -y 
As  firmly  as  your  felf  were  ftill  in  place, 
Yea,  and  perhaps  with  more  fuccefsful  words 
Than  you,  unlefs  you  were  a  fcholar,  Sir. 

Gre.  Oh  this  learning,  what  a  thing  it  is ! 

Grit.  Oh  this  woodcock,  what  an  a(s  it  is ! 

Pet.  Peace,  Sirrah. 

Hor.  Grumio,  mum !  God  fave  you,  Signior  Grem'10. 

Gre.  And  you  are  well  met,  Signior  Hortenfw.  Trow  you 
whither  I  am  going  ?  to  Baptifla  M'mola ;  I  promis'd  to  enquire 
carefully  about  a  fchool-mafter  for  the  fair  Bianca,  and  by  good 
fortune  I  have  lighted  well  on  this  young  man :  for  learning 
and  behaviour  fit  for  her  turn,  well  read  in  poetry,  and  other 
books,  good  ones,  I  warrant  ye. 

Hor.  5Tis  well  5  and  I  have  met  a  gentleman 
Hath  promis'd  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  fine  mufician  to  inftrucl:  our  miftrels, 
So  fhall  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  duty 
To  fair  Bianca,  fo  belov'd  of  me. 

Gre.  Belov'd  of  me,  and  that  my  deeds  (hall  prove. 

Gru.  And  that  his  bags  mall  prove. 

Hor.  Grem'to,  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  love. 
Liften  to  me,  and  if  you  fpeak  me  fair, 
I'll  tell  you  news  indifferent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  gentleman  whom  by  chance  I  met, 
Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  liking, 
Will  undertake  to  woo  curs'd  Katherme, 
Yea  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  dowry  pleafe. 

Gre.  So  faid,  fo  done,  is  well ; 
HortenfiO)  have  you  told  him  all  her  faults  ? 

Pet.  I  know  Hie  is  an  irkfome  brawling  fcold ; 
If  that  be  all,  mafters,  I  hear  no  harm. 

Gre. 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.  299 

Gre.  No,  fayeft  me  fo,  friend  ?  what  countryman  ? 

Pet.  Born  in  Verona,  old  Antonio's  Ton ; 
My  father's  dead,  my  fortune  lives  for  me, 
And  I  do  hope,  good  days  and  long,  to  fee. 

Gre.  Oh  Sir,  fiich  a  life  with  fuch  a  wife  were  ftrange ; 
But  if  you  have  a  ftomach,  to't  a  God's  name, 
You  {hall  have  me  aflifting  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  woo  this  wild  cat  ? 

Pet.  Will  I  live  ? 

Gru.  Will  he  woo  her  ?  ay,  or  I'll  hang  her. 

Pet.  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent  ? 
'  Think  you  a  little  din  can  daunt  my  ears  ? 
c  Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar? 
c  Have  I  not  heard  the  fea,  purT'd  up  with  winds, 
f  Rage  like  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  fweat? 
c  Have  I  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  field  ? 
c  And  heav'ns  artillery  thunder  in  the  skies  > 
c  Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  battel  heard 
(  Loud  larums,  neighing  fteeds,  and  trumpets  clanguer 
'  And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue, 
1  That  gives  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  hear, 
1  As  will  a  chefnut  in  a  farmer's  fire  I 
Turn,  tufh,  fear  boys  with  bugs. 

Gru.  For  he  fears  none. 

Gre.  Hortenfio,  hark  : 
This  gentleman  is  happily  arrived, 
My  mind  prefumes,  for  his  own  good,  and  yours. 

Hor.  I  promis'd  we  would  be  contributors, 
And  bear  his  charge  of  wooing  whatfbe'er. 

Gre.  And  fo  we  will,  provided  that  he  win  her. 

Gru.  I  would  I  were  as  fure  of  a  good  dinner. 


SCENE 


goo 
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SCENE  VII. 

To  them  Tranio  bravely  apparelPd,  and  Biondello. 

Tra.  Gentlemen,  God  fave  you.  If  I  may  be  bold,  tell  me 
I  befeech  you,  which  is  the  readied  way  to  the  houfe  of  Signi 
or  Baptifta  Minola? 

Bion.  He  that  has  the  two  fair  daughters  ?  is't  he  you  mean 

Tra.  Even  he,  Biondello, 

Gre.  Hark  you,  Sir,  you  mean  not  her  to  

Tra.  Perhaps  him  and  her,  what  have  you  to  do  ? 

Pet.  Nor  her  that  chides,  Sir,  at  any  hand,  I  pray. 

Tra.  I  love  no  chiders,  Sir :  Biondelloy  let's  away. 

hue.  Well  begun,  Tranio. 

Hor.  Sir,  a  word  ere  you  go  : 
Are  you  a  luitor  to  the  maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or  no  ? 

Tra.  And  if  I  be,  Sir,  is  it  any  offence  ? 

Gre.  No    if  without  more  words  you  will  get  you  hence, 

Tra.  Why,  Sir,  I  pray,  are  not  the  ftreets  as  free 
For  me,  as  for  you  ? 

Gre .  But  fo  is  not  (he. 

Tra.  For  what  reafon  I  befeech  you  ? 

Gre.  For  this  reafon,  if  you'll  know. 
That  ihe's  the  choice  love  of  Signior  Gremio. 

Hor.  That  (he's  the  chofen  of  Signior  Hortenfio. 

Tra.  Softly,  my  matters  if  you  be  gentlemen, 
Do  me  this  right  -}  hear  me  with  patience. 
Bapufta  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
To  whom  my  father  is  not  all  unknown, 
And  were  his  daughter  fairer  than  fhe  is, 
She  may  more  luitors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Leda's  daughter  had  a  thoufand  wooers, 
Then  well  one  more  may  fair  Bianca  have, 
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And  lb  fhe  (hall.    Lucentio  fhall  make  one, 
Tho'  Parts  came,  in  hope  to  {peed  alone. 

Gre.  What,  this  gentleman  will  out-talk  us  all. 

Luc.  Sir,  give  him  head,  I  know  he'll  prove  a  jade. 

Pet,  Hortenfio,  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words  ? 

Hor.  Sir,  let  me  be  fb  bold  as  to  ask  you, 
Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baptiftcfs  daughter  ? 

Tra.  No,  Sir ^  but  hear  I  do  that  he  hath  two: 
The  one  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  tongue, 
As  the  other  is  for  beauteous  modeftv. 

Pet.  Sir,  Sir,  the  firft's  for  me,  let  her  go  by. 

Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  labour  to  great  Hercuks^ 
And  let  it  be  more  than  Alcide?  twelve. 

Pet.  Sir,  underftand  you  this  of  me,  infboth : 
The  youngeft  daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for, 
Her  father  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  fiiitors, 
And  will  not  promife  her  to  any  man, 
Until  the  eldeft  fitter  firft  be  wed : 
The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra.  If  it  be  fb,  Sir,  that  you  are  the  man 
Mud  fteed  us  all,  and  me  amongft  the  reft  : 
And  if  you  break  the  ice,  and  do  this  feat, 
Atchieve  the  elder,  fet  the  younger  free 
For  our  accefs,  whofe  hap  mail  be  to  have  her, 
Will  not  fo  gracelefs  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

Hor.  Sir,  you  fay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive  r 
And  fince  you  do  profels  to  be  a  fiiitor, 
You  muft,  as  we  do,  gratifie  this  gentleman, 
To  whom  we  all  reft  generally  beholden. 

Tra.  Sir,  I  mall  not  be  flack ;  in  fign  whereof, 
Pleafe  ye,  we  may  contrive  this  afternoon, 
And  quaff  caroufes  to  our  miftrefs'  health, 
And  do  as  adverfaries  do  in  law, 

Strive 

4 


302       The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

\ 

Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends. 

Gru.  Bion.  O  excellent  motion :  fellows,  let's  be  gone. 

Hor.  The  motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  fo, 
Petruchio,  I  mall  be  your  ben  venuto.  [Exeunt, 

i  Man.  My  Lord,  you  nod,  you  do  not  m'md  the  play. 

Sly.  Tea,  by  St.  Ann  do  I:  a  good  matter  furely  /  comes  there 
any  more  of  it? 

Lady.  My  Lord,  Hh  but  begun. 

Sly.  *7«  a  very  excellent  piece  of  work,  Madam  Lady.  Would 
'twere  done! 


ACT  II.   SCENE  i. 

Baptifta's  Houfe  m  Padua. 
Enter  Katharina  and  Bianca. 

B  I  A  N  C  A. 

\  Ood  lifter,  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong  your  felf, 
l  To  make  a  bond-maid  and  a  Have  of  me  ; 
t  That  I  difdain :  but  for  thefe  other  goods, 
p  Unbind  my  hands,  111  pull  them  off  my  felf, 
s,a  Yea,  all  my  raiment,  to  my  petticoat, 
Or  what  you  will  command  me  will  I  do,- 
So  well  I  know  my  duty  to  my  elders. 

Kath.  Of  all  thy  fuitors  here  I  charge  thee  tell 
Whom  thou  lov'ft  beft:  fee  thou  diffemble  not. 

Blan.  Believe  me  fifter,  of  all  men  alive 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  fpecial  face 
Which  I  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 
Kath.  Minion,  thoulieft;  is't  not  Hortenfw? 

Bian. 
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Bian.  If  you  affed  him,  fifter,  here  I  fwear 
I'll  plead  for  you  my  felf,  but  you  mall  have  him. 

Kath.  Oh  then  belike  you  fancy  riches  more, 
You  will  have  Gremio,  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  do  fo  envy  me? 
Nay  then  you  jeft,  and  now  I  well  perceive 
You  have  but  jefted  with  me  all  this  while ; 
I  pr'ythee,  filter  Kate,  untie  my  hands. 

Kath.  If  that  be  jeft,  then  all  the  reft  was  fb.    [Strikes  her, 

Enter  Baptifta. 

Bap,  Why  how  now  dame,  whence  grows  this  infolence? 
Bianca,  ftand  afide    poor  girl,  fhe  weeps ; 
Go  ply  thy  needle,  meddle  not  with  her. 
For  fhame,  thou  hilding  of  a  devilifh  fpirit, 
Why  doft  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  ne'er  wrong  thee  ? 
When  did  {he  crofs  thee  with  a  bitter  word  ? 

Kath.  Her  filence  flouts  me,  and  Til  be  reveng'd. 

[Flies  after  Bianca. 

Bap.  What,  in  my  fight  ?  Bianca,  get  thee  in.  [Ex,  Bian, 
Kath.  Will  you  not  fufter  me  ?  nay,  now  I  fee 

She  is  your  treafure,  {he  muft  have  a  husband, 

I  muft  dance  bare-foot  on  her  wedding-day, 

And  for  your  love  to  her  lead  apes  in  hell : 

Talk  not  to  me,  I  will  go  fit  and  weep, 

'Till  I  can  find  occafion  of  revenge.  [Exit  Kath. 

Bap.  Was  ever  gentleman  thus  griev'd  as  I  ? 

But  who  comes  here? 

$  .  1     1rr:  rv  ;' 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  II. 

Enter  Gremio,  Lucentio  in  the  habit  of  a  mean  man,  Petruchio 
with  Hortenfio  like  a  mufician,  Tranio  and  Biondello 

bearing  a  lute  and  books. 

Gre.  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Baptifia. 
Bap.  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Gremio :  God  fave  you  gen- 
tlemen. 

Pet.  And  you,  good  Sir  pray  have  you  not  a  daughter 
call'd  Katharina,  fair  and  virtuous? 

Bap.  I  have  a  daughter,  Sir,  call'd  Katharina. 

Gre.  You  are  too  blunt,  go  to  it  orderly. 

Pet.  You  wrong  me,  Signior  Gremio,  give  me  leave* 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  Verona,  Sir, 
That  hearing  of  her  beauty  and  her  wit, 
Her  affability  and  bafhful  modefty, 
Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behaviour, 
Am  bold  to  mew  my  felf  a  forward  <  ^ft 
Within  your  houfe,  to  make  mine  eye  the  witnefs 
Of  that  report,  which  I  fo  oft  have  heard. 
And  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment,        \Prefentmg  Hor. 
I  do  prefent  you  with  a  man  of  mine, 
Cunning  in  mufick,  and  the  mathematicks, 
To  inftruct  her  fully  in  thofe  fciences, 
Whereof  I  know  fhe  is  not  ignorant: 
Accept  of  him,  or  elfe  you  do  me  wrong, 
His  name  is  Licio,  born  in  Mantua. 

Bap.  Y'are  welcome,  Sir,  and  he  for  your  good  fake. 
But  for  my  daughter  Katharina,  this  I  know, 
She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more's  my  grief. 

Pet.  I  fee  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her, 
Or  elfe  you  like  not  of  my  company. 

Bap. 
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Bap.  Miftake  me  not,  I  fpeak  but  what  I  find. 
Whence  are  you,  Sir?  what  may  I  call  your  name? 

Pet.  Petruchio  is  my  name,'  Antonio's  fon, 
A  man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 

Bap.  I  know  him  well :  you  are  welcome  for  his  fake. 

Gre.  Saving  your  tale,  Petruchio ,  I  pray  let  us  that  are  poor 
petitioners  fpeak  too.     Baccare,  you  are  marvellous  forward. 

Pet.  Oh,  pardon  me,  Signior  Gremio,  I  would  fain  be  doing. 

Gre.  I  doubt  it  not,  Sir,  but  you  will  curfe  your  wooing 
neighbours.  This  is  a  gift  very  grateful,  I  am  fare  of  it.  To 
exprefs  the  like  kindnefs  my  felf,  that  have  been  more  kindly  be- 
holden to  you  than  any,  free  leave  give  to  this  young  fcholar, 
that  hath  been  long  ftudying  at  Reims,  [Pre/enting  Luc]  as 
cunning  in  Greeky  Latin,  and  other  languages,  as  the  other  in 
mufick  and  mathematicks  y-  his  name  is  Cambio  ,•  pray  accept 
his  fervice. 

Bap.  A  thoufand  thanks,  Signior  Gremio:  welcome,  good 
Cambio.  But,  gentle  Sir,  methinks  you  walk  like  a  ftranger, 
[To  Tranio.]  may  I  be  fo  bold  to  know  the  caufe  of  your 
coming? 

Tra.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  the  boldnels  is  mine  own, 
That  being  a  ftranger  in  this  city  here, 
Do  make  my  felf  a  fuitor  to  your  daughter, 
Unto  Bianca,  fair  and  virtuous : 
Nor  is  your  firm  refolve  unknown  to  me, 
In  the  preferment  of  the  eldeft  fifter. 
This  liberty  is  all  that  I  requeft, 
That  upon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 
I  may  have  welcome  'mongft  the  reft  that  woo, 
And  free  accefs  and  favour  as  the  reft. 
And  toward  the  education  of  your  daughters, 
I  here  beftow  a  fimple  inftrument, 
And  this  fmall  packet  of  Greek  and  Latin  books. 

Vol  II.  dq  If 
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If  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great. 

Bap.  Lucentio  is  your  name  ?  of  whence  I  pray  ? 

Tra.  Of  Ptfci,  Sir,  fon  to  jAncentio. 

Bap.  A  mighty  man  of  P'tfa  j  by  report 
I  know  him  well  -}  you  are  very  welcome,  Sir. 
Take  you  the  lute,  and  you  the  fet  of  books, 
You  mail  go  fee  your  pupils  prefently. 
Holla,  within. 

Enter  a  fervant. 

Sirrah,  lead  thefe  gentlemen 

To  my  two  daughters,  and  then  tell  them  both 

Thefe  are  their  tutors,  bid  them  ufe  them  well. 

We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  orchard, 

And  then  to  dinner.    You  are  palling  welcome, 

And  fo  I  pray  you  all  to  think  your  felves. 

Pet.  Signior  Baptifta,  my  bufinefs  asketh  ha(le3 
And  every  day  I  cannot  come  to  woo. 
You  knew  my  father  well,  and  in  him  me, 
Left  folely  heir  to  all  his  lands  and  goods, 
Which  I  have  better'd  rather  than  decreas'd,- 
Then  tell  me,  if  I  get  your  daughter's  love, 
What  dowry  fhall  I  have  with  her  to  wife  ? 

Bap.  After  my  death,  the  one  half  of  my  lands, 
And  in  porTeflion  twenty  thoufand  crowns. 

Pet.  And  for  that  dowry,  111  arTure  her  of 
Her  widowhood,  be  it  that  {he  furvive  me, 
In  all  my  lands  and  leafes  whatfoever ,• 
Let  fpecialties  be  therefore  drawn  between  us, 
That  covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  Ay,  when  the  fpecial  thing  is  well  obtain'd, 
That  is,  her  love  ;  for  that  is  all  in  all. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Why  that  is  nothing :  for  I  tell  you,  father, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  me  proud-minded. 
And  where  two  raging  fires  meet  together 
They  do  confume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  fury. 
Tho'  little  fire  grows  great  with  little  wind, 
Yet  extream  gufts  will  blow  out  fire  and  all : 
So  I  to  her,  and  fb  fhe  yields  to  me, 
For  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  babe. 

Bap.  Well  may'ft  thou  woo,  and  happy  be  thy  fpeed : 
But  be  thou  arm'd  for  fbme  unhappy  words. 

Pet.  Ay,  to  the  proof,  as  mountains  are  for  winds, 
That  make  not,  tho'  they  blow  perpetually. 

scene  Hi. 

Enter  Hortenfio  with  his  head  broke. 

Bap.  How  now  my  friend,  why  doft  thou  look  fo  pale 

Hor.  For  fear  I  promife  you,  if  I  look  pale. 

Bap.  What,  will  my  daughter  prove  a  good  mufician  ? 

Hor.  I  think  {he'll  (boner  prove  a  fbldier  $ 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  lutes. 

Bap.  Why  then  thou  canft  not  break  her  to  the  lute  ? 

Hor.  Why  no,  for  (he  hath  broke  the  lute  to  me. 
I  did  but  tell  her  fhe  miftook  her  frets, 
And  bow'd  her  hand  to  teach  her  fingering, 
When,  with  a  moll  impatient  devilifh  fpirit, 
Frets  call  you  them  ?  quoth  me :  I'll  fume  with  them  : 
And  with  that  word  fhe  ftruck  me  on  the  head, 
And  through  the  inftrument  my  pate  made  way, 
And  there  I  flood  amazed  for  a  while, 
As  on  a  pillory,  looking  through  the  lute ; 
While  fhe  did  call  me  rafcal,  fidler, 
And  twangling  jack,  with  twenty  fuch  vile  terms, 
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As  me  had  ftudied  to  mifufe  me  fb. 

Pet.  Now,  by  the  world,  it  is  a  lufty  wench, 
I  love  her  ten  times  more  than  e'er  I  did ; 
Oh  how  I  long  to  have  fbme  chat  with  her! 

Bap.  Well,  go  with  me,  and  be  not  fo  difcomflted. 
Proceed  in  practice  with  my  younger  daughter, 
She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns ; 
Signior  Petruch'io,  will  you  go  with  us, 
Or  mail  I  fend  my  daughter  Kate  to  you  ? 

Pet.  I  pray  you  do.    I  will  attend  her  here,       [Exit  Bap. 
And  woo  her  with  fome  fpirit  when  (he  comes. 
Say  that  me  rail,  why  then  I'll  tell  her  plain 
She  lings  as  fweetly  as  a  nightingale : 
Say  that  me  frown,  I'll  fay  me  looks  as  clear 
As  morning  rofes  newly  wafh'd  with  dew ; 
Say  fhe  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeak  a  word, 
Then  I'll  commend  her  volubility, 
And  fay  {he  uttereth  piercing  eloquence : 
If  me  do  bid  me  pack,  I'll  give  her  thanks, 
As  tho'  (he  bid  me  (lay  by  her  a  week  ; 
If  fhe  deny  to  wed,  I'll  crave  the  day 
When  I  {hall  ask  the  banes,  and  when  be  married  ? 
But  here  fhe  comes,  and  now  Petntchio  fpeak. 

SCENE   IV.  . 

Enter  Katharina. 

Good  morrow  Kate,  for  that's  your  name  I  hear. 

Kath.  Well  have  you  heard,  but  fomething  hard  of  hearing. 
They  call  me  Katharine,  that  do  talk  of  me. 

Pet.  You  lie  in  faith,  for  you  are  call'd  plain  Kate, 
And  bonny  Kate,  and  fometimes  Kate  the  curft; 
But  Kate,  the  prettieft:  Kate  in  chriftendom, 

Kate 
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Kate  of  Kate-hall,  my  fuper-dainty  Kate, 
(For  dainties  are  all  Gates)  and  therefore  Kate 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  confblation ! 
Hearing  thy  mildnefs  prais'd  in  every  town, 
Thy  virtues  Ipoke  of,  and  thy  beauty  founded. 
Yet  not  fb  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs  : 
My  felf  am  mov'd  to  woo  thee  for  my  wife. 

Kath.  Mov'd!  in  good  time;  let  him  that  mov'd  you  hither,. 
Remove  you  hence  >  I  knew  you  at  the  firft 
You  were  a  moveable. 

Pet.  Why,  what's  a  moveable  2 

Kath.  A  join'd  ftooh 

Pet.  Thou  haft  hit  it    come,  fit  on  me. 

Kath.  AfTes  are  made  to  bear,  and  fb  are  you. 

Pet.  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  fb  are  you. 

Kath.  No  fuch  jade,  Sir,  as  you,  if  me  you  mean. 

Pet.  Alas,  good  Kate,  I  will  not  burthen  thee, 
For  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light  

Kath.  Too  light  for  fuch  a  fwain  as  you  to  catch ; 
And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  fhould  be.  * 

Peh 

*  weight  fhould  be. 

Pet.  Should  be!  fhould!  buz. 

Kath.  Well  ta'en,  and  like  a  buzzard. 

Pet.  Oh  flow-wing'd  turtle,  fhall  a  buzzard  take  thee  ? 

Kath.  Ay,  for  a  turtle,  as  he  takes  a  buzzard. 

Pet.  Come,  come  you  wafp,  i'  faith  you  are  too  angry. 

Kath.  If  I  be  wafpiih,  'beft  beware  my  fling. 

Pet.  My  remedy  is  then  to  pluck  it  out. 

Kath.  Ay,  if  the  fool  could  find  it  where  it  lyes. 

Pet.  Who  knows  not  where  a  wafp  doth  wear  his  fling  ? 
In  his  tail. 

Kath.  In  his  tongue. 

Pet.  Whofe  tongue? 

Kath.  Yours  if  you  talk  of  tails,  and  fo  farewel. 

Pet.  What,  with  my  tongue  in  your  tail?  nay,  come  again. 
Good  Kate,  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Kath.  That  I'll  try.  [She  ftrikes  him. 

Pet.  I  fwear  I'll  cuff  you,  if  you  flrike  again. 

Kath.  So  may  you  lofe  your  arms. 
If  you  flrike  me  you  are  no  gentleman, 

And  if  no  gentleman,  why  then  no  arms,  Pet. 


gio       The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Pet.  Nay,  hear  you  Kate.    Infooth  you  Tcape  not  lo. 

Kath.  I  chafe  you  if  I  tarry let  me  go. 

Pet.  No,  not  a  whit,  I  find  you  palling  gentle  : 
'Twas  told  me  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fallen, 
And  now  I  find  report  a  very  liar, 
For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefbme,  pafling  courteous, 
But  flow  in  fpeech,  yet  fweet  as  fpring-time  flowers. 
Thou  can'ft  not  frown,  thou  can'ft  not  look  afcance, 
Nor  bite  the  lip,  as  angry  wenches  will, 
Nor  haft  thou  plealure  to  be  crols  in  talk : 
But  thou  with  mildnefs  entertain'ft  thy  wooers, 
With  gentle  conf'rence,  fbft,  and  affable. 
Why  doth  the  world  report  that  Kate  doth  limp  ? 
Oh  fland'rous  world  !  Kate,  like  the  hazle  twig, 
Is  ftrait,  and  (lender,  and  as  brown  in  hue 
As  hazle  nuts,  and  fweeter  than  the  kernels. 
Oh  let  me  fee  thee  walk :  thou  doft  not  halt. 

Kath.  Go  fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'ft  command. 

Pet.  Did  ever  Dian  fo  become  a  grove, 
As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gaite  ? 
O  be  thou  Dian,  and  let  her  be  Kate, 
And  then  let  Kate  be  chaft,  and  Dian  fportful. 

Pet.  A  herald,  Kate  ?  oh  put  me  in  thy  books. 

Kath.  What  is  your  creft,  a  coxcomb? 

Pet.  A  comblefs  cock,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  hen. 

Kath.  No  cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a  craven. 

Pet.  Nay,  come  Kate;  come,  you  mult  not  look  fo  fower. 

Kath.  It  is  my  fafhion  when  I  fee  a  crab. 

Pet.  Why  here's  no  crab,  and  therefore  look  not  fower. 

Kath.  There  is,  there  is. 

Pet.  Then  fhew  it  me. 

Kath.  Had  I  a  glafs  I  would. 

Pet.  What,  you  mean  my  face? 

Kath.  Well  aim'd  of  fuch  a  young  one. 

Pet.  Now,  by  St.  George  I  am  too  young  for  you. 

Kath.  Yet  you  are  wither'd. 

Pet.  'Tis  with  cares. 

Kath.  I  care  not. 

Pet.  Nay,  fcfr. 
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Kath.  Where  did  you  ftudy  all  this  goodly  fpeech  ? 
Pet.  It  is  extempore,  from  my  mother-wit. 
Kath.  A  witty  mother,  witlefs  elfe  her  Ton. 
Pet.  Am  I  not  wife  ? 
Kath.  Yes ;  keep  you  warm. 

Pet.  Why  fo  I  mean,  fweet  Katharine,  in  thy  bed : 
And  therefore  fetting  all  this  chat  afide, 
Thus  in  plain  terms :  your  father  hath  contented 
That  you  {hall  be  my  wife ;  your  dowry  'greed  on, 
And  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Now,  Kate,  I  am  a  husband  for  your  turn, 
For  by  this  light,  whereby  I  fee  thy  beauty, 
Thy  beauty  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  well, 
Thou  muft  be  married  to  no  man  but  me. 
For  I  am  he  am  born  to  tame  you  Kate, 
And  bring  you  from  a  wild  cat  to  a  Kate, 
Conformable  as  other  houfhold  Kates 
Here  comes  your  father,  never  make  denial, 
I  muft  and  will  have  Katharine  to  my  wife. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Baptifta,  Gremio,  and  Tranio. 

Bap,  Now,  Signior  Petruchio,  how  fpeed  you   with  my 
daughter  ? 

Pet.   How  but  well,  Sir  ?  how  but  well  ? 
It  were  impoflible  I  mould  fpeed  amils. 

Bap.  Why  how  now  daughter  Katharine,  in  your  dumps  ? 

Kath.  Call  you  me  daughter  ?  now  I  promife  you 
You've  fhew'd  a  tender  fatherly  regard, 
To  wifh  me  wed  to  one  half  lunatick, 
A  madcap  ruffian,  and  a  fwearing  jack, 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  face  the  matter  out, 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Father,  'tis  thus  ,•  your  felf  and  all  the  world 
That  talk'd  of  her,  have  talk'd  amifs  of  her  ; 
If  {he  be  curs'd,  it  is  for  policy, 
For  fhe's  not  froward,  but  modeft  as  the  dove : 
She  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  morn, 
For  patience  {he  will  prove  a  fecond  Griffely 
And  Roman  Lucrece  for  her  chaftity. 
And  to  conclude,  we've  'greed  fo  well  together, 
That  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding  day. 

Kath.  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  on  Sunday  firfh 

Gre.  Hark  :  Petruchio  /  {he  fays  fhe'll  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 

Tra.  Is  this  your  fpeeding  ?  nay  then,  good  night  onr  part! 

Pet.  Be  patient,  Sirs,  I  chufe  her  for  my  felf, 
If  flie  and  I  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you  ? 
'Tis  bargain'd  'twixt  us  twain,  being  alone, 
That  {he  {hall  frill  be  curs'd  in  company. 
I  tell  you  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  me  loves  me;  oh  the  kinder!  Kate  f 
She  hung  about  my  neck,  and  kifs  on  kifs 
She  vy'd  fb  faft,  protefting  oath  on  oath, 
That  in  a  twink  {he  won  me  to  her  love. 
Oh  you  are  novices    'tis  a  world  to  fee, 
How  tame  (when  men  and  women  are  alone) 
A  f  meacock  wretch  can  make  the  curfteft  {hrew. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Kate,  I  will  unto  Venice, 
To  buy  apparel  'gainft  the  wedding  day 
Father,  provide  the  feafl:,  and  bid  the  guefts, 
I  will  be  lure  my  Katharine  {hall  be  fine. 

Bap.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  but  give  your  hands. 
God  fend  you  joy,  Petruchio,  'tis  a  match. 

Gre.  Tra.  Amen  fay  we,  we  will  be  witnefTes. 

Pet.  Father,  and  wife,  and  gentlemen,  adieu, 
I  will  to  Venice,  Sunday  comes  apace, 

We 

f  meacock  or  mew-cock,  an  effeminate  fellow. 
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We  will  have  rings  and  things,  and  fine  array, 
And  kifs  me  Kate,  we  will  be  married  a  Sunday. 

[Ex.  Petruchio  and  Katharina. 

SCENE  VI. 

Gre.  Was  ever  match  clapt  up  Co  fuddenly  ? 

Bap.  Faith,  gentlemen,  I  play  a  merchant's  part, 
And  venture  madly  on  a  defperate  mart. 

Tra.  'Twas  a  commodity  lay  fretting  by  you,- 
'Twill  bring  you  gain,  or  perifh  on  the  Teas. 

Bap.  The  gain  I  feek,  is  quiet  in  the  match. 

Gre.  No  doubt  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  catch : 
But  now  Baptifta,  to  your  younger  daughter, 
Now  is  the  day  we  long  have  looked  for  : 
I  am  your  neighbour,  and  was  luitor  firft. 

Tra.  And  I  am  one  that  love  Bianca  more 
Than  words  can  witnefs  or  your  thoughts  can  guefs. 

Gre.  Youngling!  thou  canft  not  love  fb  dear  as  I. 

Tra.  Grey-beard !  thy  love  doth  freeze. 

Gre.  But  thine  doth  fry. 
Skipper,  (land  back  •  'tis  age  that  nourimeth. 

Tra.  But  youth  in  ladies  eyes  that  flourimeth. 

Bap.  Content  you  gentlemen,  I  will  compound  this  ftrife; 
5Tis  deeds  muft  win  the  prize,  and  he  of  both 
That  can  allure  my  daughter  greateft  dower, 
Shall  have  B'tanca's  love. 

Say,  Signior  Grem'io^  what  can  you  affure  her  ?  N 
Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  houfe  within  the  city 

Is  richly  furnimed  with  plate  and  gold, 

Bafons  and  ewers  to  lave  her  dainty  hands  : 

My  hangings  all  of  Ty/ian  tapeftry  ■> 

In  ivory  coffers  I  have  ftuft  my  crowns  j 

You  II.  R  r  In 
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I  a  cyprefs  chefts  my  arras,  counterpanes, 
Coftly  apparel,  tents  and  canopies, 
Fine  linnen,  Turkey  cushions  bofs'd  with  pearl  ; 
Valance  of  Venice  gold  in  needle-work,- 
Pewter  and  brafs,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  houfe,  or  houfe-keeping :  then  at  my  farm 
I  have  a  hundred  milch-kine  to  the  pail, 
Sixfcore  fat  oxen  (landing  in  my  flails  ,- 
And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  portion. 
My  felf  am  ftruck  in  years,  I  muft  confefs, 
And  if  I  die  to-morrow,  this  is  hers, 
If  whilft  I  live  me  will  be  only  mine. 

Tra.  That  only  came  well  in.    Sir,  lift  to  me$ 

I  am  my  father's  heir,  and  only  fbn ; 

If  I  may  have  your  daughter  to  my  wife, 

I'll  leave  her  houfes  three  or  four  as  good, 

Within  rich  P'ifa  walls,  as  any  one 

Old  Signior  Grem'io  has  in  Padua  y 

Befides  two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year 

Of  fruitful  land  j  all  which  mall  be  her  jointure. 

What,  have  I  pinch'd  you,  Signior  Gremio? 
Gre.  Two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year  of  land  ? 

My  land  amounts  not  to  lb  much  in  all : 

That  me  mall  have,  befides  an  Argofie 

That  now  is  lying  in  Marfeilles's  road. 

What,  have  I  choakt  you  with  an  Argofie  ? 

Tra.  Gremio,  'tis  known  my  father  hath  no  lefs 

Than  three  great  Argofies,  befides  two  galliafTes, 

And  twelve  tight  gallies ;  thefe  I  will  affure  her, 

And  twice  as  much,  what  e'er  thou  offer'ft  next. 
Gre.  Nay,  I  have  offer'd  all  j  I  have  no  more  ,• 

And  (he  can  have  no  more  than  ail  I  have  > 
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If  you  like  me,  me  {hall  have  me  and  mine. 

Tra.  Why  then  the  maid  is  mine  from  all  the  world, 
By  your  firm  promife,-  Gremio  is  out-vied. 

Bap.  I  muft  confefs  your  offer  is  the  beft  • 
And  let  your  father  make  her  the  arTurance, 
She  is  your  own,  elfe  you  muft  pardon  me : 
If  you  mould  die  before  him,  where's  her  dower  ? 

Tra.  That's  but  a  cavil ;  he  is  old,  I  young. 

Gre.  And  may  not  young  men  die  as  well  as  old  ? 

Bap.  Well,  gentlemen,  then  I  am  thus  refolv'd: 
On  Sunday  next,  you  know, 
My  daughter  Katharine  is  to  be  married  : 
Now  on  the  Sunday  following  fhall  Bianca 
Be  bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  arTurance ; 
If  not,  to  Signior  Grem  'io : 

And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both.  [Exit* 

Gre.  Adieu,  good  neighbour.    Now  I  fear  thee  not : 
Sirrah,  young  gamefter,  your  father  were  a  fool 
To  give  thee  all ;  and  in  his  waining  age 
Set  foot  under  thy  table :  tut !  a  toy ! 

An  old  Italian  fox  is  not  fo  kind,  my  boy.  [Exit. 

Tra.  A  vengeance  on  your  crafty  wither'd  hide? 
Yet  I  have  fac'd  it  with  a  card  of  ten  : 
'Tis  in  my  head  to  do  my  mafter  good  ? 
I  fee  no  reajfbn,  but  fuppos'd  Lucentio 
May  get  a  father,  call'd  fuppos'd  Vincentw ; 
And  that's  a  wonder :  fathers  commonly 

Do  get  their  children  -y  but  in  this  cafe  of  wooing,  a  child  fhall 
get  a  fire,  if  I  fail  not  of  my  cunning.  [Exit. 

[Sly  /peaks  to  one  of  the  fervants. 

Sly.  Sim.  when  will  the  fool  come  again  ? 

Sim,  Anony  my  lord. 

R  r  z  Sly. 
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Sly.  Give's  fome  more  drink  here  whereas  the  tapfter?  here 

Sim,  eat  fome  of  thefe  things. 
Sim.  So  I  do,  my  Lord. 
Sly.  Here  Sim,  /  drink  to  thee. 


ACT  III.    SCENE  L 

Continues  in  Padua. 
Enter  Lucentio,  Hortenfio,  and  Bianca. 

LUCENTIO. 

^£2jflG£l2§  Idler,  forbear  j  you  grow  too  forward,  Sir: 
Have  you  fo  fbon  forgot  the  entertainment 
§wS  F  Her  fifter  Katharine  welcom'd  you  withal  ? 

^^gs^^Xj    Hor.  Wrangling  pedant,  this 
^^^ft^^^^  The  patronefs  of  heavenly  harmony,- 

Then  give  me  leave  to  have  prerogative  $ 
And  when  in  mufick  we  have  lpent  an  hour, 
Your  lecture  fhall  have  leifure  for  as  much. 

Luc.  Prepofterous  a{s,  that  never  read  fo  far 
To  know  the  caufe  why  mufick  was  ordain'd  : 
Was  it  not  to  refrelh  the  mind  of  man 
After  his  fhidies,  or  his  ufiial  pain  ? 
Then  oive  me  leave  to  read  philofophy, 
And  while  I  paufe,  ferve  in  your  harmony. 

Hor.  Sirrah,  I  will  not  bear  thefe  braves  of  thine. 

Bian.  Why,  gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  wrong, 
To  drive  for  that  which  refteth  in  my  choice : 
I  am  no  breeching  fcholar  in  the  fchools  ; 


III 
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I'll  not  be  tied  to  hours,  nor  pointed  times, 
But  learn  my  leffons  as  I  pleafe  my  felf; 
And  to  cut  off  all  ftrife,  here  fit  we  down, 
Take  you  your  inftrument,  play  you  the  while, 
His  lecture  will  be  done  ere  you  have  tun'd. 

Hor.  You'll  leave  his  lecture  when  I  am  in  tune? 

[Hortenfio  retire?, 

Luc.  That  will  be  never :  tune  your  inftrument. 

Blew..  Where  left  we  laft  ? 

Luc.  Here,  Madam  :  Hie  ibat  Simois,  hie  efi  Sigeia  tellus, . 
Hie  fleterat  Priami  regia  celfa  /ems. 
Bian.  Conftrue  them. 

Luc.  Hie  ibat,  as  I  told  you  before,  Simois,  I  am  Lucentio, 
hie  eft,  Ion  unto  V mcentio  of  Pifa,  Sigeia  tellus,  difguifed  thus  to  get 
your  love,  hie  fleterat,  and  that  Lucentio  that  comes  a  wooing, 
Priami,  is  my  man  Tranio,  regia,  bearing  my  port,  celfa  fenis^ 
that  we  might  beguile  the  old  Pantaloon. 

Hor.  Madam,  my  inftrument's  in  tune.  [Returning. 

Bian.  Let's  hear.     O  fie,  the  treble  jars. 

Luc.  Spit  in  the  hole,  man,  and  tune  again. 

Bian.  Now  let  me  fee  if  I  can  conftrue  it :  Hie  ibat  Simois, 
I  know  you  not,  hie  eft  Sigeia  tellus,  I  truft  you  not,  hie  flete- 
rat Priami,  take  heed  he  hear  us  not,  regia,  prefume  not,  cel- 
fa fenis,  defpair  not. 

Hor.  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 

Luc.  All  but  the  bafe. 

Hor.  The  bafe  is  right,  'tis  the  bafe  knave  that  jars. 
How  fiery  and  how  froward  is  our  pedant! 
Now  for  my  life  that  knave  doth  court  my  love,- 
Pedafcule,  I'll  watch  you  better  yet : 
In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftruft. 

Bian.  Miftruft  it  not,  for  fure  Macules 
Was  AjaX)  call'd  fo  from  his  grandfather. 

a  I 
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I  muft  believe  my  matter,  elfe  I  promife  you, 
I  mould  be  arguing  ftill  upon  that  doubt; 
But  let  it  reft.     Now  Licio  to  you: 
Good  mafters,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray, 
That  I  have  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  both. 

Hor.  You  may  go  walk,  and  give  me  leave  a  while; 
My  leffons  make  no  mufick  in  three  parts. 

Luc.  Are  you  fo  formal,  Sir  ?  well,  I  muft  wait, 
And  watch  withal  ,•  for,  but  I  be  deceiv'd, 
Our  fine  muiician  groweth  amorous. 

Hor.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  inftrument, 
To  learn  the  order  of  my  fingering, 
I  muft  begin  with  rudiments  of  art, 
To  teach  you  Gamut  in  a  briefer  fort, 
More  pleafant,  pithy,  and  effectual, 
Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  trade ; 
And  there  it  is  in  writing  fairly  drawn. 

Bian.  Why,  I  am  paft  my  Gamut  long  ago. 

Hor.  Yet  read  the  Gamut  of  Hortenfw. 

Bian.  [reading.]  Gamut  I  am,  the  ground  of  all  accord-, 
Are,  to  plead  Hortenfio's  paflion, 
B  miy  Bianca,  take  him  for  thy  lord, 
Cfaut,  that  loves  with  all  affection, 
D  fol  re,  one  cliff,  but  two  notes  have  I, 
Elami,  {how  pity,  or  I  die. 

Call  you  this  Gamut?  tut,  I  like  it  not; 
Old  fafliions  pleafe  me  beft;  Fm  not  fo  nice 
To  change  true  rules  for  new  inventions. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Miftrefs,   your  father  prays  you  leave  your  beoks, 
And  help  to  drefs  your  fifter's  chamber  up,- 
You  know  to-morrow  is  the  wedding-day,  ^ 

Bian. 
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Bian.  Farewel  fweet  mafters  both    I  muft  be  gone,  [Exit. 

Luc.  Faith  miftrefs,  then  I  have  no  caufe  to  (lay.  [Exit. 

Hor.  But  I  have  caufe  to  pry  into  this  pedant  ,• 
Methinks  he  looks  as  tho'  he  were  in  love : 
Yet  if  thy  thoughts,  Bianca,  be  fo  humble, 
To  caft  thy  wandring  eyes  on  every  ftale  ,• 
Seize  thee  who  lift    if  once  I  find  thee  ranging, 
Hortenfw  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing.  [Exit, 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Baptifta,  Gremio,   Tranio,  Katharina,  Lucentio^ 

Bianca,  and  attendants. 

Bap.  Signior  Lucentio,  this  is  the  'pointed  day 
That  Katharine  and  Petruchio  mould  be  married; 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  fbn-in-law. 
What  will  be  faid  ?  what  mockery  will  it  be, 
To  want  the  bridegroom  when  the  prieft  attends 
To  fpeak  the  ceremonial  rites  of  marriage  ? 
What  fays  Lucentio  to  this  fhame  of  ours  ? 

Kath.  No  fhame  but  mine  -y  I  muft,  forfboth,  be  forc'd 
To  give  my  hand  oppos'd  againft  my  heart, 
Unto  a  mad-brain  rudesby,  full  of  fpleen, 
Who  woo'd  in  hafte,  and  means  to  wed  at  leifure, 
I  told  you,  I,  he  was  a  frantick  fool, 
Hiding  his  bitter  jefts  in  blunt  behaviour: 
And  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man, 
He'll  woo  a  thoufand,  'point  the  day  of  marriage, 
Make  friends,  invite,  yes,  and  proclaim  the  banes  y 
Yet  never  means  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo'd. 
Now  muft  the  world  point  at  poor  Katharine, 
And  fay,  lo  there  is  mad  Petruchw's  wife, 
If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marry  her, 

fra. 
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Tra.  Patience,  good  Katharine,  and  Baptifla  too; 
Upon  my  life  Petruchio  means  but  well, 
What  ever  fortune  flays  him  from  his  word. 
Tho'  he  be  blunt,  I  know  him  palling  wife; 
Tho'  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he's  honeft. 

Kath.  Would  Katharine  had  never  feen  him  tho'! 

[Exit  weeping. 

Bap.  Go,  girl;  I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep; 
For  fuch  an  injury  would  vex  a  faint, 
Much  more  a  fhrew  of  thy  impatient  humour. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  Mafter,  mafter  ,•  old  news,  and  luch  news  as  you  ne- 
ver heard  of. 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too  ?  how  may  that  be  ? 

Bion.  Why,  is  it  not  news  to  hear  of  Petruchufs  coming  ? 

Bap.  Is  he  come  ? 

Bion.  Why  no,  Sir. 

Bap.  What  then  ? 

Bion.  He  is  coming. 

Bap.  When  will  he  be  here  ? 

Bion.  When  he  ftands  where  I  am,  and  fees  you  there. 
Tra.  But  fay,  what  to  thine  old  news  ? 

Bion.  £  Why  Petruchio  is  coming  in  a  new  hat  and  an  old  jerkin  ; 
c  a  pair  of  old  breeches  thrice  turn'd,-a  pair  of  boots  that  have  been 
c  candle-cafes,  one  buckled,  another  lac'd;  an  old  rufty  fword 
c  ta'en  out  of  the  town-armory,  with  a  broken  hilt,  and  chape- 
c  lels,  with  two  broken  points ;  his  horfe  hip'd  with  an  old  mo- 
'  thy  faddle,  the  ftirrups  of  no  kindred ;  befides  pofTefl;  with 
1  the  glanders,  and  like  to  mofe  in  the  chine,  troubled  with  the 
*  lampafle,  infected  with  the  fafhions,  full  of  windgalls,  iped 

'  with 
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c  with  fpavins,.  raied  with  the  yellows,  pad  cure  of  the  fives, 
t  ftark  fpoiled  with  the  daggers,  begnawn  with  the  bots,  waid 
'  in  the  back  and  fhoulder-fhotten,  near-legg'd  before,  and  with 
'  a  half  checkt  bit,  and  a  headftall  of  fheep's  leather,  which 
c  bemg  reftrain'd  to  keep  him  from  ftumbling  hath  been  often 
'  burfl,  and  now  repair'd  with  knots  ,•  one  girt  fix  times  piec'd, 
c  and  a  woman's  crupper  of  velure,  which  hath  two  letters  for 

*  her  name,  fairly  fet  down  in  ftuds,  and  here  and  there  piec'd 
[  with  packthread. 

Bap.  Who  comes  with  him  ? 

Bton.  4  Oh  Sir,  his  lackey,  for  all  the  world  caparifbn'd  like 
1  the  horfe,  with  a  linnen  flock  on  one  leg,  and  a  kerfey  boot- 
c  hofe  on  the  other,  garter'd  with  a  red  and  blue  lift,  an  old 

*  hat,  and  the  humour  of  forty  fancies  prickt  up  in't  for  a  fea- 
c  ther :  a  monfter,  a  very  monfter  in  apparel,  and  not  like  a 
(  chriftian  foot-boy,  or  gentleman's  lackey. 

Tra.  'Tis  fbme  odd  humour  pricks  him  to  this  fafliion ; 
Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  but  mean  apparell'd. 

Bap.  I  am  glad  he's  come,  howfoever  he  comes. 
Bton.  Why  Sir,  he  comes  not. 
Bap.  Didft  thou  not  fay  he  comes  ? 
Bton.  Who?  that  Petruchio  came? 
Bap.  Ay,  that  Petruchio  came. 

Bton.  No,  Sir I  lay  his  horfe  comes  with  him  on  his  back. 
Bap.  Why  that's  all  one, 

Bton.  Nay,  by  St.  J  amy,  I  hold  you  a  penny 
A  horfe  and  a  man  is  more  than  one,  and  yet  not  many. 

s  c  E  N  E  IV. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Grumio  fantaflically  habited. 

Pet.  Come,  where  be  thefe  gallants .;  who  is  at  home  ? 
Bap.  You're  welcome,  Sir. 

V  o  l.  II.  S  f  Pet. 


322       The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 
Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  not. 
Tra.  Not  fo  well  'parell'd  as  I  wim  you  were. 
Pet.  Were  it  better,  I  mould  rum  in  thus. 
But  where  is  Kate?  where  is  my  lovely  bride? 
How  does  my  father  ?  gentles,  methinks  you  frown : 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  company, 
As  if  they  faw  fome  wondrous  monument, 
Some  comet,  or  unulual  prodigy? 

Bap.  Why,  Sir,  you  know  this  is  your  wedding-day: 
Firft  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come ,• 
Now  fadder,  that  you  come  fo  unprovided. 
Fie,  doff  this  habit,  mame  to  your  eftate, 
An  eye-fore  to  our  folemn  feftival. 

Tra.  And  tell  us  what  occafion  of  import 
Hath  all  fo  long  detain'd  you  from  your  wife, 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  unlike  your  felf  ? 

Pet.  Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harm  to  hear : 
SufHceth  I  am  come  to  keep  my  word, 
Tho'  in  fome  part  enforced  to  digrefs, 
Which  at  more  leifure  I  will  fo  excufe, 
As  you  mall  well  be  fatisfled  withal. 
But  where  is  Kate  ?  I  flay  too  long  from  her ,* 
The  morning  wears  j  'tis  time  we  were  at  church. 

Tra.   See  not  your  bride  in  thefe  unreverent  robes 
Go  to  my  chamber,  put  on  cloaths  of  mine. 

Pet.  Not  I ;  believe  me,  thus  I'll  vifit  her. 

Bap.  But  thus,  I  truft,  you  will  not  marry  her. 

Pet.  Good  (both,  even  thus    therefore  ha'  done  with  words ; 
To  me  (he's  married,  not  unto  my  cloaths : 
Could  I  repair  what  {he  will  wear  in  me, 
As  I  could  change  thefe  poor  accoutrements, 
'Twere  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  my  felf 

But 
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But  what  a  fool  am  I  to  chat  with  you, 

When  I  mould  bid  good-morrow  to  my  bride, 

And  feal  the  title  with  a  lovely  kifs  ?  [Exit, 

Tra.  He  hath  fome  meaning  in  his  mad  attire : 
We  will  perfuade  him,  be  it  poflible, 
To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  church. 

Bap.  Til  after  him,  and  fee  the  event  of  this.  [Exit, 

s  c  E  n  e  v. 

Tra.  But,  Sir,  our  love  concerneth  us  to  add 
Her  father's  liking ;  which  to  bring  to  pais, 
As  I  before  imparted  to  your  wormip, 
I  am  to  get  a  man,  (whate'er  he  be 
It  skills  not  much,  we'll  fit  him  to  our  turn) 
And  he  fhall  be  Vmcentio  of  Pifa> 
And  make  afturance  here  in  Padua 
Of  greater  funis  than  I  have  promifed : 
So  (hall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  hope, 
And  marry  fweet  Bianca  with  confent. 

Luc.  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  fchool-rhafter 
Doth  watch  Bianca's  fteps  fo  narrowly, 
'Twere  good  methinks  to  fteal  our  marriage ; 
Which  once  perform'd,  let  all  the  world  fay  no, 
I'll  keep  mine  own,  defpight  of  all  the  world. 

Tra.  That  by  degrees  we  mean  to  look  into, 
And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  bufinefs : 
We'll  over-reach  the  gray-beard  Gremioy 
The  narrow-prying  father  Minolay 
The  quaint  mufkian  amorous  Lk'zo; 
All  for  my  matter's  fake  Lucentio, 


Sf  i 


SCENE 


324       /^Taming  of  the  Shrew. 


S  C  E  N  E  VI. 

Enter  Gremio. 

Now,  Signior  Gremio,  came  you  from  the  church  ? 

Gre.  As  willingly  as  e'er  I  came  from  fchool. 

Tra.  And  is  the  bride  and  bridegroom  coming  home  ? 

Gre.  A  bridegroom  fay  you  ?  'tis  a  groom  indeed, 
A  grumbling  groom,  and  that  the  girl  fhall  find. 

Tra.  Curfter  than  {he?  why  'tis  impoflible. 

Gre.  Why  he's  a  devil,  a  devil,  a  very  fiend. 

Tra.  Why  (he's  a  devil,  a  devil,  the  devil's  dam. 

Gre.  Tut  {he's  a  lamb,  a  dove,  a  fool  to  him: 
I'll  tell  you,  Sir  Lucentio,  when  the  prieft 
Should  ask  if  Katharine  mould  be  his  wife? 
Ay,  by  gogs-woons,  quoth  he    and  fwore  fo  loud, 
That  all  amaz'd  the  pried  let  fall  the  book ; 
And  as  he  ftoop'd  again  to  take  it  up, 
This  mad-brain'd  bridegroom  took  him  fuch  a  cuff, 
That  down  fell  prieft  and  book,  and  book  and  prieft. 
Now  take  them  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  lift. 

Tra.  What  faid  the  wench,  when  he  rofe  up  again? 

Gre.  Trembled  and  fhook  >  for  why,  he  ftamp'd  and  fwore, 
As  if  the  vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. 
But  after  many  ceremonies  done, 
He  calls  for  wine:  a  health,  quoth  he;  as  if 
H'ad  been  aboard  carowzing  to  his  mates 
After  a  ftorm  j  quaft  off  the  mufcadel, 
And  threw  the  fops  all  in  the  fexton's  face ; 
Having  no  other  caufe,  but  that  his  beard 
Grew  thin  and  hungerly,  and  feem'd  to  ask 
His  (bps  as  he  was  drinking.     This  done,  he  took 
The  bride  about  the  neck,  and  kift  her  lips. 

With 
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With  fuch  a  clamorous  fmack,  that  at  the  parting 
All  the  church  eccho'd  j  and  I  feeing  this, 
Came  thence  for  very  fhame ;  and  after  me 
I  know  the  rout  is  coming : 
Such  a  mad  marriage  never  was  before. 

Hark,  hark,  I  hear  the  minftrels  play.  [Mufick  plays. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  Bianca,  Hortenfio,  and  Baptifta. 

Pet.  Gentlemen  and  friends,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains : 
I  know  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to-day, 
And  have  prepar'd  great  (lore  of  wedding  cheer -> 
But  fo  it  is,  my  hafte  doth  call  me  hence ; 
And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  leave. 

Bap.  Is't  poffible  you  will  away  to-night? 

Pet.  I  muft  away  to-day,  before  night  come. 
Make  it  no  wonder  ,•  if  you  knew  my  bufinefs, 
You  would  entreat  me  rather  go  than  ftay. 
And  honeft  company,  I  thank  you  all, 
That  have  beheld  me  give  away  my  felf 
To  this  moft  patient,  fweet  and  virtuous  wife : 
Dine  with  my  father,  drink  a  health  to  me, 
For  I  muft  hence,  and  farewel  to  you  all. 

Tra.  Let  us  intreat  you  ftay  'till  after  dinner.  * 

Pet.  It  may  not  be. 

Gre.  Let  me  intreat  you. 

Pet.  It  cannot  be. 

Kath.  Let  me  intreat  you. 

Pet.  I  am  content. 

Kath.  Are  you  content  to  ftay  ? 

Pet.  I  am  content  you  fhall  intreat  me  ftay,- 

But 
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But  yet  not  (lay,  intreat  me  how  you  can. 
Kath.  Now,  if  you  love  me,  ftay. 
Pet.  Grum'io,  my  horfes. 

Grn.  Ay,  Sir,  they  be  ready :  the  oats  have  eaten  the  horfes. 
Kath.  Nay  then 
Do  what  thou  canft,  I  will  not  go  to-day ; 
No,  nor  to-morrow,  nor  'till  I  pleafe  my  fclf : 
The  door  is  open,  Sir,  there  lyes  your  way, 
You  may  be  jogging  while  your  boots  are  green, 
For  me,  I'll  not  go,  'till  I  pleafe  my  (elf : 
'Tis  like  you'll  prove  a  jolly  furly  groom, 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  lb  roundly. 

Pet.  O  Kate  content  thee  j  pr'ythee  be  not  angry. 
Kath.  I  will  be  angry  ;  what  haft  thou  to  do  ? 
Father,  be  quiet ;  he  mall  ftay  my  leifure. 

Gre.  Ay,  marry  Sir,  now  it  begins  to  work. 
Kath.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  bridal-dinner. 
I  fee  a  woman  may  be  made  a  fool, 
If  fhe  had  not  a  fpirit  to  refift. 

Pet,  They  (hall  go  forward,  Kate,  at  thy  command. 
Obey  the  bride,  you  that  attend  on  her  : 
Go  to  the  feaft,  revel  and  domineer  ,• 
Carowfe  full  meafure  to  her  maiden-head  ; 
Be  mad  and  merry,  or  go  hang  your  felves ,• 
But  for'my  bonny  Kate,  (he  muft  with  me. 
Nay  look  not  big,  nor  ftamp,  nor  ftare,  nor  fret, 
I  will  be  mafter  of  what  is  mine  own  ,• 
She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels,  (lie  is  my  houfe, 
My  houftiold-ftuff,  my  field,  my  barn, 
My  horfe,  my  ox,  my  als,  my  any  thing  j 
And  here  me  ftands,  touch  her  who  ever  dare 
I'll  bring  my  action  on  the  proudeft  he, 

That 
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That  ftops  my  way  in  Padua :  Grumio, 

Draw  forth  thy  weapon ;  we're  befet  with  thieves  ; 

Refcue  thy  miftrefs  if  thou  be  a  man: 

Fear  not,  fweet  wench,  they  mall  not  touch  thee,  Kate  -y 

I'll  buckler  thee  againft  a  million.  [Exe.  Pet.  and  Kath. 

Bap.  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones. 

Gre.  Went  they  not  quickly,  I  mould  die  with  laughing. 

7ra.  Of  all  mad  matches,  never  was  the  like. 

Luc.  Miftrefs,  what's  your  opinion  of  your  filler? 

Bian.  That  being  mad  her  felf,  {he's  madly  mated. 

Gre.  I  warrant  him  Petruchio  is  Kated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  friends,   tho'  bride  and  bridegroom 
want 

For  to  fupply  the  places  at  the  table 
You  know  there  wants  no  junkets  at  the  feaft : 
Lucentio,  you  fupply  the  bridegroom's  place. 
And  let  Bianca  take  her  filler's  room. 

Tr a.  Shall  fweet  Bianca  practife  how  to  bride  it  ? 

Bap,  She  mail,  Lucentto :  gentlemen,  let's  go.  [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT  IV.   SCENE  I. 

PetruchioV  Country  Houfe. 
Enter  Grumio. 

G  R  U  M  I  O. 

IE,  fie  on  all  tired  jades,  on  all  mad  matters, 
and  all  foul  ways!  was  ever  man  fb  beaten  ?  was 
ever  man  fo  raide  ?  was  ever  man  fo  weary  ?  I 
am  fent  before  to  make  a  fire,  and  they  are  com- 
ing after  to  warm  them :  now  were  I  not  a 
little  pot,  and  foon  hot,  my  very  lips  might 
freeze  to  my  teeth,  my  tongue  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  my 
heart  in  my  belly,  ere  I  fhould  come  by  a  fire  to  thaw  me ; 
but  I  with  blowing  the  fire  (hall  warm  my  felf  j  for  confidering 
the  weather,  a  taller  man  than  I  will  take  cold :  holla,  hoa, 
Curth  / 

Enter  Curtis. 
Curt.  Who  is  it  that  calls  fb  coldly  ? 

Gru.  A  piece  of  ice.  If  thou  doubt  it,  thou  may'ft  Aide  from 
my  moulder  to  my  heel,  with  no  greater  a  run  but  my  head  and 
my  neck.  A  fire,  good  Curth. 

Curt.  Is  my  mafter  and  his  wife  coming,  Grumio  ? 

Gru.  Oh  ay,  Curtis,  ay  5  and  therefore  fire,  fire,  caft  on  no 
water. 

Curt.  Is  llie  fo  hot  a  fhrew  as  fhe's  reported  ? 

Gru.  She  was,  good  Curtis,  before  the  froft  but  thou 
know' ft  winter  tames  man,  woman  and  beaft,  for  it  hath  tam'd 
my  old  mafter,  and  my  new  miftrefs,  and  my  felf,  fellow  Curtis. 

Curt, 
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Curt.  Away,  you  three-inch'd  fool    I  am  no  beaft. 

Gru.  Ami  but  three  inches?  why  thy  horn  is  a  foot,  and 
fo  long  am  I  at  the  leaft.  But  wilt  thou  make  a  fire,  or  fhall 
I  complain  on  thee  to  our  miftrefs,  whofe  hand,  fhe  being  now 
at  hand,  thou  fhalt  foon  feel  to  thy  cold  comfort,  for  being 
flow  in  thy  hot  office. 

Curt.  I  pr'ythee,  good  Grumio,  tell  me,  how  goes  the  world  ? 

Gru.  A  cold  world,  Curtis,  in  every  office  but  thine ;  and 
therefore  fire :  do  thy  duty,  and  have  thy  duty  ,•  for  my  ma- 
tter and  miftrefs  are  almoft  frozen  to  death. 

Curt.  There's  fire  ready,-  and  therefore,  good  Grumio,  the 
news. 

Gru.  Why,  Jack  boy,  ho  boy,  and  as  much  news  as  thou 
wilt. 

Curt.  Come,  you  are  fo  full  of  conycatching. 

Gru.  Why  therefore  fire  ,•  for  I  have  caught  extream  cold. 
Where's  the  cook  ?  is  flipper  ready,  the  houfe  trimm'd,  rufhes 
ftrew'd,  cobwebs  fwept,  the  fervingmen  in  their  new  fuftian, 
their  white  ftockings,  and  every  officer  his  wedding  garment  on  ? 
be  the  Jacks  fair  within,  the  Jills  fair  without,  carpets  laid,  and 
every  thing  in  order  ? 

Curt.  All  ready:  and  therefore  I  pray  thee  what  news? 

Gru.  Firft,  know  my  horfe  is  tired,  my  mafter  and  miftrefs 
fall'n  out. 

Curt.  How  ? 

Gru.  Out  of  their  faddles  into  the  dirt  and  thereby  hangs  a 
tale. 

Curt.  Let's  ha't,  good  Grumto. 
Gru.  Lend  thine  ear. 
Curt.  Here. 

Gru.  There.  [Strikes  him. 

Curt.  This  is  to  feel  a  tale,  not  to  hear  a  tale. 
Gru.  And  therefore  'tis  call'd  a  fenfible  tale:  and  this  cuff 
Vol.  II.  T  t  was 
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was  but  to  knock  at  your  ear,  and  befeech  liftning.  Now  I 
begin :  imprimis  we  came  down  a  foul  hill,  my  mafter  riding 
behind  my  miftrefs. 

Curt.  Both  on  one  horfe? 

Gru.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 

Curt.  Why  a  horfe. 

Gru.  Tell  thou  the  tale.  But  hadft  thou  not  croft  me,  thou 
fhould'ft  have  heard  how  her  horfe  fell,  and  fhe  under  her 
horfe :  thou  fhould'ft  have  heard  in  how  miry  a  place,  how  me 
was  bemoil'd,  how  he  left  her  with  the  horfe  upon  her,  how  he 
beat  me  becaufe  her  horfe  {tumbled,  how  (he  waded  through 
the  dirt  to  pluck  him  off  me ;  how  he  fwore,  how  fhe  pray'd 
that  never  pray'd  before  |  how  I  cry'd,  how  the  horfes  ran  a- 
way,  how  her  bridle  was  burft,  how  I  loft  my  crupper,-  with 
many  things  of  worthy  memory,  which  now  mall  die  in  obli- 
vion, and  thou  return  unexperienc'd  to  thy  grave. 

Curt.  By  this  reckoning  he  is  more  fhrew  than  me. 

Gru.  Ay,  and  that  thou  and  the  proudeft  of  you  all  mall 
find  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talk  I  of  this  ?  call  forth 
Nathaniel,  Jofeph,  Nicholas,  Philip,  Walter,  Sugerfop,  and  the 
reft :  let  their  heads  be  fleekly  comb'd,  their  blue  coats  brum'd, 
and  their  garters  of  an  indifferent  knit let  them  curt'fie  with 
their  left  legs,  and  not  prefume  to  touch  a  hair  of  my  mafter's 
horfe  tail,  'till  they  kifs  their  hands.  Are  they  all  ready  I 

Curt.  They  are. 

Gru.  Call  them  forth. 

Curt.  Do  you  hear,  ho  ?  you  muft  meet  my  mafter  to  coun- 
tenance my  miftrefs. 

Gru.  Why  fhe  hath  a  face  of  her  own. 
Curt.  Who  knows  not  that  ? 

Gru.  Thou  it  feems,  that  call'ft  for  company  to  counte- 
nance her. 

Curt.  I  call  them  forth  to  credit  her. 

Enter 
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Enter  four  or  five  Serving-men. 

Gru.  Why  fhe  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  them. 

Nat.  Welcome  home,  Grumh. 

Phil,  How  now,  Grumio? 

Jof.  What,  Grumio/ 

Nich.  Fellow  Grumio  / 

Nath.  How  now,  old  lad. 

Gru.  Welcome  you  ,•  how  now  you  what  you ;  fellow  you ; 
and  thus  much  for  greeting.  Now,  my  fpruce  companions,  is 
all  ready,  and  all  things  neat  ? 

Nat.  All  things  are  ready  ,*  how  near  is  our  mafter  ? 

Gru.  E'en  at  hand,  alighted  by  this ;  and  therefore  be  not— 
cock's  paflion,  filence,  I  hear  my  mafter. 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Kate. 

Pet.  Where  be  thefe  knaves  ?  what,  no  man  at  door  to  hold 
my  ftirrup,  nor  to  take  my  horfe?  where  is  Nathaniel,  Gre- 
gory, Philip  ? 

All  Ser.  Here,  here,  Sir ;  here,  Sir. 

Pet.  Here  Sir,  here  Sir,  here  Sir,  here  Sir? 
You  loggerheaded  and  unpolifh'd  grooms : 
What  ?  no  attendance  ?  no  regard  ?  no  duty  ? 
Where  is  the  foolifh  knave  I  fent  before? 

Gru.  Here  Sir,  as  foolifh  as  I  was  before. 

Pet.  You  peafant  fwain,  you  whorefon,  malt-horfe  drudge, 
Did  not  I  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  park, 
And  bring  along  the  rafcal  knaves  with  thee  ? 

Gru.  Nathaniel's  coat,  Sir,  was  not  fully  made : 
And  Gabriel's  pumps  were  all  unpink'd  i'  th'  heel : 
There  was  no  link  to  colour  Peter's  hat, 

T  t  2  And 
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And  Walters  dagger  was  not  come  from  fheathing: 
There  were  none  fine,  but  Adam,  Ralph,  and  Gregory, 
The  reft  were  ragged,  old  and  beggarly, 
Yet  as  they  are,  here  are  they  come  to  meet  you. 

Pet.  Go,  rafcals,  go  and  fetch  my  fupper  in.  [Exit  Ser, 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led  ? 

Where  are  thofe  ?  fit  down  Kate, 

And  welcome.   Soud,  foud,  foud,  foud. 

Enter  Servants  with  fupper. 

Why  when  I  fay  ?  nay,  good  fweet  Kate  be  merry. 

Off  with  my  boots,  you  rogue  :  you  villains,  when  ?  [Sings, 

It  was  the  friar  of  orders  grey. 
As  he  forth  walked  on  his  way. 

Out,  out,  you  rogue,  you  pluck  my  foot  awry. 

Take  that,  and  mind  the  plucking  off  the  other.    [Strikes  him. 

Be  merry,  Kate :  fome  water  here  ,•  what  hoa. 

Enter  one  with  water. 

Where's  my  fpaniel  Troilus?  firrah,  get  you  hence, 

And  bid  my  coufin  Ferdinand  come  hither : 

One,  Kate,  that  you  muft  kifs,  and  be  acquainted  with. 

Where  are  my  flippers :  fhall  I  have  fome  water? 

Come  Kate,  and  wafh,  and  welcome  heartily  : 

You  whorefon  villain,  will  you  let  it  fall  ? 

Kat.  Patience,  I  pray  you,  'twas  a  fault  unwilling. 

Pet.  A  whorefon,  beatle-headed,  flat-ear'd  knave : 
Come  Kate,  fit  down,  I  know  you  have  a  ftomach. 
Will  you  give  thanks,  fweet  Kate,  or  elfe  fhall  I  ? 
What's  this,  mutton  ? 

i  Ser.  Yes. 

Pet.  Who  brought  it  ? 

Ser.  I.  Pet. 
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Pet.  'Tis  burnt,  and  fo  is  all  the  meat : 
What  dogs  are  thefe  ?  where  is  the  rafcal  cook  > 
How  durft  you,  villains,  bring  it  from  the  drefler, 
And  ferve  it  thus  to  me  that  love  it  not  ? 
There,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers,  cups  and  all  : 

[Throws  the  meat,  Sec.  about  the  ftage. 
You  heedlefs  jolt- heads,  and  unmanner'd  flaves. 
What,  do  you  grumble  ?  I'll  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Kat.  I  pray  you,  husband,  be  not  fo  difquiet, 
The  meat  was  well,  if  you  were  fo  contehted. 

Pet.  I  tell  thee,  Kate,  'twas  burnt  and  dry'd  away, 
And  I  exprefly  am  forbid  to  touch  it  : 
For  it  engenders  choler,  planteth  anger, 
And  better  'twere  that  both  of  us  did  faft, 
Since  of  our  felves,  our  felves  are  cholerick, 
Than  feed  it  with  fuch  over-roafted  flefh : 
Be  patient,  for  to-morrow't  mail  be  mended, 
And  for  this  night  we'll  faft  for  company. 
Come,  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  bridal  chamber.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Servants  feverally. 

Nath.  Peter,  didft  ever  fee  the  like  ? 
Peter.  He  kills  her  in  her  own  humour. 
Gru.  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  Curtis,  a  Servant. 

Curt.  In  her  chamber,  making  a  fermon  of  continency  to  her, 
And  rails,  and  fwears,  and  rates  ,*  and  me  poor  foul 
Knows  not  which  way  to  ftand,  to  look,  to  fpeak, 
And  fits  as  one  new-rifen  from  a  dream. 
Away,  away,  for  he  is  coming  hither.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Petruchio. 

Pet.  Thus  have  I  politickly  begun  my  reign, 
And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  fuccefsfully : 
My  faulcon  now  is  fharp,  and  pafling  empty, 
And  till  me  ftoop,  me  muft  not  be  full  gorg'd, 
For  then  me  never  looks  upon  her  lure. 
Another  way  I  have  to  man  my  haggard, 
To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  keeper's  call: 
That  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  thefe  kites, 
That  bait  and  beat,  and  will  not  be  obedient. 
She  eat  no  meat  to-day,  nor  none  (hall  eat. 
Laft  night  me  flept  not,  nor  to-night  mall  not : 
As  with  the  meat,  fome  undeferved  fault 
I'll  find  about  the  making  of  the  bed. 
And  here  I'll  fling  the  pillow,  there  the  bolder, 
This  way  the  coverlet,  that  way  the  meets  ^ 
Ay,  and  amid  this  hurly  I'll  pretend 
That  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her, 
And  in  conclufion,  me  fhall  watch  all  night : 
And  if  fhe  chance  to  nod,  I'll  rail  and  brawl, 
And  with  the  clamour  keep  her  (till  awake. 
This  is  a  way  to  kill  a  wife  with  kindnefs, 
And  thus  I'll  curb  her  mad  and  headftrong  humour. 
He  that  knows  better  how  to  tame  a  mrew, 
Now  let  him  fpeak,  'tis  charity  to  fhew.  [Exit-. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Katharina  and  Grumio. 

Gru.  No,  no,  for/both,  I  dare  not  for  my  life. 

Kath.  The  more  my  wrong ;  the  more  his  fpite  appears : 
What,  did  he  marry  me  to  famifh  me  ? 
Beggars  that  come  unto  my  father's  door, 
Upon  intreaty,  have  a  prefent  alms  -y 
If  not,  elfewhere  they  meet  with  charity : 
But  I,  who  never  knew  how  to  intreat, 
Nor  never  needed  that  I  fhould  intreat, 
Am  ftarv'd  for  meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  fleep ,• 
With  oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  brawling  fed ,• 
And  that  which  fpights  me  more  than  all  thefe  wants, 
He  does  it  under  name  of  perfect  love : 
As  who  would  fay,  if  I  mould  fleep  or  eat 
'Twere  deadly  ficknefs,  or  el(e  prefent  death : 
I  pr'ythee  go,  and  get  me  fbme  repaft ; 
I  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholefbme  food. 

Gru.  What  lay  you  to  a  neat's  foot? 

Kath.  'Tis  pafling  good    I  pr'ythee  let  me  have  it. 

Gru.  I  fear  it  is  too  flegmatick  a  meat : 
How  fay  you  to  a  fat  tripe  finely  broil'd  ? 

Kath.  I  like  it  well;  good  Grumio  fetch  it  me. 

Gru.  I  cannot  tell,  I  fear  it's  cholerick  : 
What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  beef  and  muftard  ? 

Kath.  A  dim  that  I  do  love  to  feed  upon. 

Gru.  Ay,  but  the  muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Kath.  Why  then  the  beef,  and  let  the  muftard  reft. 

Gru.  Nay  then  I  will  not  j  you  fhall  have  the  muftard, 
Or  elfe  you  get  no  beef  of  Grumio. 

Kath.  Then  both,  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 

Gru.  Why  then  the  muftard  without  the  beef, 

Kath. 
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Kath.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  thou  falfe  deluding  flave, 

[beats  htm. 

That  feed'ft  me  with  the  very  name  of  meat : 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  pack  of  you 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  mifery. 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  I  fay, 

scene  v. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Hortenfio  with  meat. 

Pet.  How  fares  my  Kate?  what,  fweeting,  all  amort? 

Hor,  Miftrefs,  what  cheer  ? 

Kath.  'Faith  as  cold  as  can  be. 

Pet.  Pluck  up  thy  lpirits  ,•  look  cheerfully  upon  me  % 
Here  love,  thou  feefl  how  diligent  I  am, 
To  drefs  thy  meat  my  felf,  and  bring  it  thee : 
Fm  fare,  fweet  Kate,  this  kindnefs  merits  thanks. 
What,  not  a  word?  nay  then,  thou  lov'ft  it  not: 
And  all  my  pains  is  fbrted  to  no  proof. 
Here  take  away  the  dim. 

Kath.  I  pray  you  let  it  Hand. 

Pet.  The  poorer!  fervice  is  repaid  with  thanks, 
And  fo  {hall  mine  before  you  touch  the  meat. 

Kath.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Hor.  Signior  Petruchio,  fie,  you  are  to  blame : 
Come,  miftrefs  Kate,  I'll  bear  you  company. 

Pet.  Eat  it  up  all,  Hortenfio,  if  thou  loveft  me, 
Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  heart  j 
Kate,  eat  apace.     And  now  my  honey  love, 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  father's  houfe, 
And  revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  beft, 
With  filken  coats,  and  caps,  and  golden  rings, 
With  ruffs,  and  cufrs,  -and  fardingals,  and  things: 

With 
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With  fcarfs,  and  fans,  and  double  change  of  brav'ry, 
With  amber  bracelets,  beads  and  all  this  knavery. 
What,  haft  thou  din'd  ?  the  taylor  flays  thy  leifure, 
To  deck  thy  body  with  his  a  ruftling  treafure. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Taylor. 
Come,  taylor,  let  us  fee  thefe  ornaments. 

Enter  Haberdafher. 

Lay  forth  the  gown.    What  news  with  you,  Sir  ? 

Hab.  Here  is  the  cap  your  worfhip  did  be/peak. 

Pet.  Why  this  was  moulded  on  a  porringer, 
A  velvet  dim,-  fie,  fie,  'tis  lewd  and  filthy: 
Why  'tis  a  cockle  or  a  walnut-fliell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  trick,  a  baby's  cap. 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

Kath.  I'll  have  no  bigger,  this  doth  fit  the  time,, 
And  gentlewomen  wear  fuch  caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  fhall  have  one  too5 
And  not  'till  then. 

Hor.  That  will  not  be  in  hafte, 

Kath.  Why,  Sir,  I  truft  I  may  have  leave  to  fj>eaks 
And  ipeak  I  will.     I  am  no  child,  no  babe, 
Your  betters  have  endur'd  me  fay  my  mind  5 
And  if  you  cannot,  beft  you  flop  your  ears. 
My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart, 
Or  elfe  my  heart  concealing  it  will  break ; 
And  rather  than  it  fhall,  I  will  be  free, 
Even  to  the  utmoft  as  I  pleafe  in  words. 

Pet.  Why  thou  fay'ft  true,  it  is  a  paltry  eap3 
A  cuftard  coffin,  a  bauble,  a  filken  pie, 

Vol  II.  U  u 
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I  love  thee  well  in  that  thou  lik*ft  it  not. 

Kath.  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  like  the  cap, 
And  I  will  have  it,  or  I  will  have  none. 

Pet.  Thy  gown  ?  why  ay  ,•  come  taylor,  let  us  fee't. 

0  mercy  heav'n,  what  masking  fluff  is  here  ? 
What  ?  this  a  fleeve  ?  'tis  like  a  demi-cannon  -y 
What,  up  and  down  carv'd  like  an  apple-tart? 
Here's  fhip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  flifli,  and  flam, 
Like  to  a  cenfer  in  a  barber's  fhop  : 

Why  what  a  devil's  name,  taylor,  call'ft  thou  this  ? 

Hor.  I  fee  {he's  like  to've  neither  cap  nor  gown. 

Tay.  You  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well, 
According  to  the  fafhion  of  the  time. 

Pet.  Marry  and  did  :  but  if  you  be  remembred, 

1  did  not  bid  you  marr  it  to  the  time. 
Go  hop  me  over  every  kennel  home, 

For  you  fhall  hop  without  my  cuftom,  Sir : 
I'll  none  of  it  $  hence,  make  your  bed:  of  it. 

Kath.  I  never  faw  a  hetter  fafhion'd  gown, 
More  cjueint,  more  pleafmg,  nor  more  commendable  : 
Belike  you  mean  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 

Pet.  Why  true,  he  means  to  make  a  puppet  of  thee. 

Tay.  She  fays  your  worfhip  means  to  make  a  puppet  of 

Pet.  Oh  mod  monftrous  arrogance! 
Thou  lyeft,  thou  thread,  thou  thimble, 
Thou  yard,  three  quarters,  half  yard,  quarter,  nail, 
Thou  flea,  thou  nit,  thou  winter  cricket  thou! 
Brav'd  in  mine  own  houfe  with  a  skein  of  thread! 
Away,  thou  rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant, 
Or  I  fhall  fo  be-mete  thee  with  thy  yard, 
As  thou  fhalt  think  on  prating  whilfl:  thouliv'ft: 
I  tell  thee  I,  that  thou  haft  marr'd  her  gown. 

Tay.  Your  worfhip  is  deceiv'd,  the  gown  is  made 
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Juft  as  my  matter  had  direction. 
Grumto  gave  order  how  it  fhould  be  done. 

Gru.  I  gave  him  no  order,  I  gave  him  the  fluff, 

Tay.  But  how  did  you  defire  it  fhould  be  made  ? 

Gru.  Marry,  Sir,  with  needle  and  thread. 

Tay.  But  did  you  not  recjueft  to  have  it  cut  ? 

Gru.  Thou  haft  fac'd  many  things. 

Tay.  I  have. 

Gru.  Face  not  me :  thou  haft  brav'd  many  men,  brave  not 
me,  I  will  neither  be  fac'd  nor  brav'd.  I  fay  unto  thee,  I  bid 
thy  mafter  cut  out  the  gown,  but  I  did  not  bid  him  cut  it 
to  pieces.    Ergo  thou  lieft. 

Tay.  Why  here  is  the  note  of  the  fafhion  to  teftify. 

Pet.  Read  it. 

Gru.  The  note  lies  in's  throat  if  he  fay  I  faid  fo. 
Tay.  Imprimis,  a  loofe-bodied  gown. 

Gru.  Mafter,  if  ever  I  faid  loofe-bodied  gown,  fow  me  up 
in  the  skirts  of  it,  and  beat  me  to  death  with  a  bottom  of  brown 
thread  :  I  faid  a  gown. 

Pet.  Proceed. 

Tay.  With  a  fmall  compaft  cape. 
Gru.  I  confefs  the  cape. 
Tay.  With  a  trunk  fleeve. 
Gru.  I  confefs  two  fleeves. 
Tay.  The  fleeves  curioufly  cut. 
Pet.  Ay  there's  the  villany. 

Gru.  Error  i'th' bill,  Sir,  error  i'th'  bill:  I  commanded  the 
fleeves  fhould  be  cut  out,  and  fow'd  up  again,  and'  that  I'll  prove 
upon  thee,  tho'  thy  little  finger  be  armed  in  a  thimble. 

Tay.  This  is  true  that  I  fay,  an  I  had  thee  in  place  where, 
thou  fhou'dft  know  it. 

Gru.  I  am  for  thee  ftraight:  take  thou  the  bill,  give  me  thy 
meet-yard,  and  fpare  not  me. 

U  u  2  Hor. 
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ffor,  God-amercy,  Grumto,  then  he  fhall  have  no  odds. 

Pet.  Well,  Sir,  in  brief  the  gown  is  not  for  me. 

Gru.  You  are  i'th'  right,  Sir,  'tis  for  my  miftrefs. 

Pet.  Go  take  it  up  unto  thy  matter's  ufe. 

Gru.  Villain,  not  for  thy  life :  take  up  my  miftrefs's  gown 
for  thy  matter's  ufe! 

Pet.  Why,  Sir,  what's  your  conceit  in  that? 

Gru.  Oh,  Sir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  than  you  think  for,- 
Take  up  my  miftrefs's  gown  unto  his  matter's  ufe  ? 
Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Pet.  Hortenfio,  fay  thou  wilt  fee  the  taylor  paid.  \_Afide. 
Go  take  it  hence,  be  gone,  and  fay  no  more. 

Hor.  Taylor,  I'll  pay  thee  for  thy  gown  to-morrow, 
Take  no  unkindnefs  of  his  hafty  words : 

Away  I  fay,  commend  me  to  thy  matter.  [Exit  TayL 

Pet.  W ell  come  my  Kate,  we  will  unto  your  father's, 
Even  in  thefe  honeft  mean  habiliments : 
Our  purfes  mail  be  proud,  our  garments  poor; 
For  'tis  the  mind  that  makes  the  body  rich. 
And  as  the  fun  breaks  through  the  darkeft  clouds, 
So  honour  peereth  in  the  meaneft  habit. 
What  j  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark, 
Becaufe  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful? 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel, 
Becaufe  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eye  ? 
Oh  no,  good  Kate  •   neither  art  thou  the  worfe 
For  this  poor  furniture,  and  mean  array. 
If  thou  account1  ft  it  fhame,  lay  it  on  me ; 
And  therefore  frolick ;  we  will  hence  forthwith, 
To  feaft  and  Iport  us  at  thy  father's  houfe. 
Go  call  my  men,  and  let  us  ftraight  to  him, 
And  bring  our  horfes  unto  Long-lane  end, 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  foot. 

Let's 
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Let's  fee,  I  think  'tis  now  fome  feven  a-clock, 
And  well  we  may  come  there  by  dinner-time. 

Kath.  I  dare  aflure  you,  Sir,  'tis  almoft  two ; 
And  'twill  be  fupper-time  ere  you  come  there. 

Pet.  It  {hall  be  feven  ere  I  go  to  horfe : 
Look  what  I  Ipeak,  or  do,  or  think  to  do, 
You  are  ftill  crofling  it;  Sirs,  let't  alone> 
I  will  not  go  to-day,  and  ere  I  do, 
It  fliall  be  what  a  clock  I  fay  it  is. 

Hor.  Why  fo  :  this  gallant  will  command  the  Urn.' 

[Exeunt  Pet.  Kath,  and  Hor. 

Lord.  Who's  within  there  ?  [Sly  fleeps* 

Enter  Servants. 

Ajleep  again !  go  take  him  eafdy  upy  and  put  him  in  his  own 
apparel  again.    But  fee  you  wake  him  not  in  any  cafe. 

Serv.  It  /hall  be  done,  my  lord:  come  help  to  bear  him  hence. 

[They  bear  off  Sly. 


ACT 
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ACT   V.    SCENE  I. 

PADUA. 

f —  Y'Pi 

Enter  Tranio  and  Hortenfio. 

T  R  A  N  I  O. 

S't  poffible,  friend  Lkio,  that  Bianca 
Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Lucentio  ? 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  me  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

Hor.  To  fatisfie  you,  Sir,  in  what  I  faid, 
Stand  by,  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teaching. 
Enter  Bianca  and  Lucentio. 
Luc.  Now,  miftrefs,  profit  you  in  what  you  read  ? 
Bian.  What  mafter  read  you  firft,  re/blve  me  that  ? 
Luc.  I  read  that  I  profefs,  the  art  of  love. 
Bian.  And  may  you  prove,  Sir,  mafter  of  your  art. 
Luc.  While  you,  fweet  dear,  prove  miftrefs  of  my  heart. 
Hor.  Quick  proceeders!  marry!  now  tell  me  I  pray,  you 
that  durft  fwear  that  your  miftrefs  Bianca  lov'd  none  in  the 
world  fo  well  as  Lucentio. 

Tra.  O  delpightful  love,  unconftant  womankind ! 
I  tell  thee,  L/cio,  this  is  wonderful. 

Hor.  Miftake  no  more,  I  am  not  Lic  'to, 
Nor  a  mufician,  as  I  feem  to  be, 
But  one  that  fcorn  to  live  in  this  difguife, 
For  luch  a  one  as  leaves  a  gentleman, 
And  makes  a  God  of  fuch  a  cullion  ; 
Know,  Sir,  that  I  am  call'd  Hortenfio. 

Tra.  Signior  Hortenfio,  I  have  often  heard 
Of  your  entire  affection  to  Bianca, 

And 
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And  fince  mine  eyes  are  witnefs  of  her  lightneft, 
I  will  with  you,  if  you  be  fo  contented, 
Forfwear  Bianca  and  her  love  for  ever. 

Hor.  See  how  they  kifs  and  court.    Signior  Lucenttol 
Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow 
Never  to  woo  her  more,  but  do  forfwear  her 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  favours 
That  I  have  fondly  flatter'd  her  withal. 

Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  oath, 
Never  to  marry  her,  tho'  {lie  intreat. 
Fie  on  her,  fee  how  beaftly  (he  doth  court  him. 

Hor.  Would  all  the  world  but  he  had  quite  forfworn  her. 
For  me,  that  I  may  furely  keep  mine  oath, 
I  will  be  married  to  a  wealthy  widow, 
Ere  three  days  pafs,  which  has  as  long  lov'd  me, 
As  I  have  lov'd  this  proud  difdainful  haggard. 
And  lb  farewel,  Signior  Lucentio. 
Kindnels  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks, 
Shall  win  my  love :  and  fo  I  take  my  leave, 
In  refolution  as  I  fwore  before.  [Exit  Hor, 

Tra.  Miftrefs  Bianca,  blefs  you  with  fuch  grace, 
As  longeth  to  a  lover's  blefled  cafe  : 
Nay,  I  have  ta'en  you  napping,  gentle  love, 
And  have  forfworn  you  with  Hortenfio. 

Bian.  Tranio,  you  jeft:  but  have  you  both  forfworn  me? 

Tra.  Miftrefs,  we  have. 

Luc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Licio. 

Tra.  I'faith  he'll  have  a  lufty  widow  now, 
That  (hall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day. 

Bian.  God  give  him  joy. 

Tra.  Ay,  and  he'll  tame  her, 

Bian.  He  fays  (b,  Tran'to. 

Tra.  'Faith  he  is  gone  unto  the  taming  fchool. 

Bian. 
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Bian.  The  taming  fchool  ?  what,  is  there  fiich  a  place  ? 

7nz.  Ay,  miftrefs,  and  Petruchio  is  the  mailer, 
That  teacheth  tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long, 
To  tame  a  fhrew,  and  charm  her  chattering  tongue. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  Oh  mafter,  mafter,  I  have  watch'd  fo  long, 
That  I'm  dog  weary ,  but  at  laft  I  Ipied 
An  ancient  angel  coming  down  the  hill 
Will  ferve  the  turn. 

Tra.  What  is  he,  Biondello  ? 

Bion.  Mafter,  a  mercantant,  or  elfe  a  pedant ; 
1  know  not  what    but  formal  in  apparel ; 
In  gate  and  countenance,  furely  like  a  father. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him,  Trarito  ? 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  truft  my  tale, 
I'll  make  him  glad  to  feem  Vmceniioy 
And  give  affurance  to  Baptifla  Minola, 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincentio : 

Take  me  your  love,  and  then  let  me  alone.  [Ex.  Luc.  &  Bian. 

Enter  a  Pedant. 

Ped.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 

Tra.  And  you,  Sir ;  you  are  welcome : 
Travel  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  the  farther!:? 

Ped.  Sir,  at  the  fartheft  for  a  week  or  two } 
But  then  up  farther,  and  as  far  as  Rome  -} 
And  fo  to  Trtpoly,  if  God  lend  me  life. 

Tra.  What  countryman,  I  pray  ? 

Fed.  Of  Mantua. 

Tra.  Of  Mantua,  Sir  ?  God  forbid  j 

And 
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And  come  to  Padua,  carelefs  of  your  life  ? 

Ped.  My  life,  Sir !  how,  I  pray  ?  for  that  goes  hard. 

Tra.  'Tis  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua ;  know  you  not  the  caufe  ? 
Your  {hips  are  ftaid  at  Venice,  and  the  Duke 
(For  private  quarrel  'twixt  your  Duke  and  himj 
Hath  publifh'd  and  proclaim'd  it  openly  : 
'Tis  marvel,  but  that  you're  but  newly  come, 
You  might  have  heard  it  elfe  proclaim'd  about. 

Ped.  Alas,  Sir,  it  is  worle  for  me  than  Co ; 
For  I  have  bills  for  mony  by  exchange 
From  Florence,  and  muft  here  deliver  them. 

Tra.  Well,  Sir,  to  do  you  courtefie, 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  will  I  advife  you 
Firfl:  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pifal 

Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  in  P'tfa  have  I  often  been ; 
P'tfa  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them  know  you  one  Vtncentto  ? 

Ped.  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him ; 
A  merchant  of  incomparable  wealth. 

Tra.  He  is  my  father,  Sir $  and  (both  to  fay, 
In  count'nance  fbmewhat  doth  refemble  you. 

Bion.  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyfter,  and  all  one.  \Afick* 

Tra.  To  fave  your  life  in  this  extremity, 
This  favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  fakej 
And  think  it  not  the  word  of  all  your  fortunes 
That  you  are  like  to  Sir  Vmcenth : 
His  name  and  credit  (hall  you  undertake, 
And  in  my  houfe  you  {hall  be  friendly  lodg'd : 
Look  that  you  take  upon  you  as  you  mould. 
You  under ftand  me,  Sir :  fo  {hall  you  ftay 
'Till  you  have  done  your  buimefs  in  the  city. 
If  this  be  court'fie,  Sir,  accept  of  it. 

Vol.  II.  X  x  Ped. 
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Ped.  Oh,  Sir,  I  do,  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  patron  of  my  life  and  liberty. 

Tra.  Then  go  with  me  to  make  the  matter  good: 
This  by  the  way  I  let  you  underftand, 
My  father  is  here  look'd  for  every  day, 
To  pafs  aflurance  of  a  dowre  in  marriage 
'Twixt  me  and  one  Bapt'tfia's  daughter  here : 
In  all  thefe  circumftances  I'll  inftruct  you: 
Go  with  me,  Sir,  to  cloath  you  as  becomes  you.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Tranio,  and  the  Pedant  drefi  like  Vincentioa 

Tra.  OIrs,  this  is  the  houfe,  pleafe  it  you  that  I  call. 

O    Ped.  Ay  what  elfe,  and  (but  I  be  deceived,) 
Signior  Baptifla  may  remember  me 
Near  twenty  years  ago  in  Genoa, 

Tra.  Where  we  were  lodgers,  at  the  Pegafus : 
JTis  well,  and  hold  your  own  in  any  cafe 
With  fuch  aufterity  as  longeth  to  a  father. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Ped.  I  warrant  you :  but  Sir,  here  comes  your  boy  j 
'Twere  good  he  were  fchool'd. 

Tra.  Fear  you  not  him  -y  fir  rah  Biondello y 
Now  do  your  duty  throughly,  I  advife  you : 
Imagine  'twere  the  right  Vmcenuo. 

Bton,  Tut,  fear  not  me. 

Tra.  But  haft  thou  done  thy  errand  to  Baprifla? 
Bion.  I  told  him  that  your  father  was  in  Vemcey 
And  that  you  look'd  for  him  in  Padua, 


Tra, 
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Tra.  Th'art  a  tall  fellow,  hold  thee  that  to  drink, 
Here  comes  Baptifia ;  fet  your  countenance,  Sir. 

scene  m. 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Lucentio. 

Tra.  Signior  Baptifta,  you  are  happily  met : 
Sir,  this  is  the  gentleman  I  told  you  of; 
I  pray  you  (land,  good  father,  to  me  now, 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony. 

Fed.  Soft,  fon.    Sir,  by  your  leave,  having  come  to  Padua 
To  gather  in  fome  debts,  my  fon  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  caufe 
Of  love  between  your  daughter  and  himfelf : 
And  for  the  good  report  I  hear  of  you, 
And  for  the  love  he  beareth  to  your  daughter, 
And  (he  to  him ;  to  ftay  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content  in  a  good  father's  care 
To  have  him  match'd,  and  if  you  pleafe  to  like 
No  worfe  than  I,  Sir,  upon  fome  agreement, 
Me  mall  you  find  mod  ready  and  mod  willing 
With  one  confent  to  have  her  fo  beftowed : 
For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you, 
Signior  Baptifta,  of  whom  I  hear  fo  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  I  have  to  fay. 
Your  plainnefs  and  your  fhortnefs  pleafe  me  well: 
Right  true  it  is,  your  fon  Lucentio  here 
Doth  love  my  daughter,  and  {he  loveth  him, 
Or  both  diffemble  deeply  their  affections ; 
And  therefore  if  you  fay  no  more  than  this, 
That  like  a  father  you  will  deal  with  him, 
And  pafs  my  daughter  a  fufficient  dowry, 
The  match  is  made,  and  all  is  done, 

X  x  i  Your 
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Your  fon  mall  have  my  daughter  with  confent. 

Tra.  I  thank  you,  Sir.  Where  then  do  you  know  beft 
Be  we  affied,  and  fuch  aflurance  ta'en, 
As  mall  with  either  part's  agreement  ftand  > 

Bap.  Not  in  my  houfe,  Lucentio,  for  you  know 
Pitchers  have  ears,  and  I  have  many  fervants ; 
Befides  old  Gremio  is  hearkning  ftill, 
And  haply  then  we  might  be  interrupted. 

Tra.  Then  at  my  lodging,  an  it  like  you,  Sir; 
There  doth  my  father  lye  j  and  there  this  night 
We'll  pafs  the  bufinefs  privately  and  well : 
Send  for  your  daughter  by  your  fervant  here, 
My  boy  mall  fetch  the  fcrivener  prefently. 
The  worft  is  this,  that  at  fo  (lender  warning 
You're  like  to  have  a  thin  and  llender  pittance. 

Bap.  It  likes  me  well.     Go,  Cambio,  hie  you  home, 
And  bid  Bianca  make  her  ready  ftraight : 
And  if  you  will,  tell  what  hath  happen'd  here  $ 
Lucentio's  father  is  arriv'd  in  Padua 9 
And  how  (he's  like  to  be  Lucenttds  wife. 

Luc.  I  pray  the  gods  me  may  with  all  my  heart.  [Exit, 

Tra.  Dally  not  with  the  gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 

Enter  Peter. 

Signior  Bapitfta,  (hall  I  lead  the  way  ? 
Welcome !  one  mels  is  like  to  be  your  cheer, 
Come,  Sir,  we  will  better  it  in  Pi/a. 

Bap.  I  follow  you.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Lucentio  and  Biondello. 
Bion.  Camhto, 

Luc,  What  fay'ft  thou,  B'tondelh? 

Bion,  You  faw  my  mafter  wink  and  laugh  upon  you. 

Luc,  B'tondelh  y  what  of  that  > 

Bion.  'Faith  nothing  9-  but  has  left  me  here  behind  to  ex- 
pound the  meaning  or  moral  of  his  figns  and  tokens. 
Luc,  I  pray  thee  moralize  them. 

B'ton,  Then  thus.    Baptifia  is  fafe,  talking  with  the  deceiving 
father  of  a  deceitful  fon. 
Luc,  And  what  of  him? 

B'ton,  His  daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the  (upper. 
Luc,  And  then? 

B'ton,  The  old  prieflr  at  St.  Luke's  church  is  at  your  com- 
mand at  all  hours. 

Luc,  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

B'ton.  I  cannot  tell,  except  they  are  buried  about  a  counter- 
feit affurance,-  take  you  affurance  of  her,  Cum  priv'tlegto  ad  'tm- 
primendum  folum  t-  to  th'  church  take  the  prieft,  dark,  and  fome 
fufficient  honeft  witneffes: 

If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to  fay. 
But  bid  Bianca  farewel  for  ever  and  a  day, 
Luc.  Hear 'ft  thou,  Biondello? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tarry ,-  I  knew  a  wench  married  in  an  after- 
noon as  fhe  went  to  the  garden  for  parfly  to  ftuff  a  rabbet,  and 
fb  may  you,  Sir,  and  fo  adieu,  Sir,-  my  mafter  hath  appoint" 
ed  me  to  go  to  St.  Luke's,  to  bid  the  prieft  be  ready  to  come 
againft  you  come  with  your  appendix.  [Exit,. 

Luc.  I  may,  and  will,  if  (he  be  fo  contented  : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  mould  I  doubt  her? 

Hap 
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Hap  what  hap  may,  III  roundly  go  about  her: 

It  (hall  go  hard  if  Camb'io  go  without  her.  \Exh« 

SCENE  V. 

The  Street  before  LucentioV  Houfe. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  and  Hortenfio. 
Pet .        Orae  on  a  god's  name,  once  more  tow'rds  our  father's* 
Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  mines  the  moon. 
Kath.  The  moon !  the  fun  j  it  is  not  moon-light  now. 
Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  moon  that  mines  fo  bright. 
Kath.  I  know  it  is  the  fun  that  mines  fo  bright. 
Pet.  Now  by  my  mother's  fon,  and  that's  my  felf, 
It  fhall  be  moon,  or  ftar,  or  what  I  lift, 
Or  ere  I  journey  to  your  father's  houfe : 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  horfes  back  again. 
Evermore  croft  and  croft,  nothing  but  croft ! 
Uor.  Say  as  he  fays,  or  we  fhall  never  go. 
Kath.  Forward  I  pray,  fince  we  have  come  fo  far, 
And  be  it  moon,  or  fun,  or  what  you  pleafe : 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  rufh  candle, 
Henceforth  I  vow  it  fhall  be  fo  for  me. 
Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  moon. 
Kath.  I  know  it  is  the  moon. 
Pet.  Nay  then  you  lye  j  it  is  the  bleffed  fun. 
Kath.  Then  God  be  bleft,  it  is  the  bleffed  fun. 
But  fun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not, 
And  the  moon  changes  even  as  your  mind. 
What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is, 
And  fo  it  (hall  be  fo  for  Kather'me. 

Hor.  Petruchio ,  go  thy  way,  the  field  is  won. 

Pet.  Well,  forward,  forward,  thus  lire  :>owl  fhould  run; 

And 
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And  not  unluckily  againft  the  bias : 
But  fbft,  fome  company  is  coming  here. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Vincentio. 

Good  morrow,  gentle  miftrefs,  where  away  ?  [To  Vin. 

Tell  me  fweet  Kate,  and  tell  me  truly  too, 

Haft  thou  beheld  a  freftier  gentlewoman : 

Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  cheeks : 

What  ftars  do  fpangle  heaven  with  (uch  beauty, 

As  thofe  two  eyes  become  that  heav'nly  face  ? 

Fair  lovely  maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee  : 

Sweet  Kate,  embrace  her  for  her  beauty's  fake. 

Hor.  He  will  make  the  man  mad,  to  make  a  woman  of  him. 
f    Kath.  Young  budding  virgin,  fair,  and  frefli,  and  fweet 
Whither  away,  or  where  is  thy  aboad  ? 
Happy  the  parents  of  ib  fair  a  child ; 
Happier  the  man  whom  favourable  ftars 
Allot  thee  for  his  lovely  bedfellow. 

Pet.  Why,  how  now,  Kate,  I  hope  thou  art  not  mad ! 

■f  In  the  fir  ft  sketch  of  this  flay,  printed  in  1 607,  we  find  two  fpeeches  in  this  place 
worth  preferring,  and  feeming  to  be  of  the  hand  of  Shakefpear,  tho1  the  reft  of  that  play 
is  far  inferior. 

Fair  lovely  maiden,  young*  and  affable, 
More  clear  of  hue,  and  far  more  beautiful 
Than  precious  fardonyx,  or  purple  rocks 

Of  amethifts,  or  gliftering  hyacinth  

'       Sweet  Katharine,  this  lovely  woman 

Kath.  Fair  lovely  lady,  bright  and  chryftalline,' 
Beauteous  and  ftately  as  the  eye-train'd  bird 
As  glorious  as  the  morning  wafti'd  with  dew, 
Within  whofe  eyes  fhe  takes  her  dawning  beams. 
And  golden  fummer  fleeps  upon  thy  cheeks. 
Wrap  up  thy  radiations  in  fome  cloud, 
Left  that  thy  beauty  make  this  ftately  town 
Unhabitable  as  the  burning  zone, 
With  fweet  reflexions  of  thy  lovely  face. 

This 
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This  is  a  man,  old,  wrinkled,  faded,  withered, 
And  not  a  maiden,  as  thou  fay'ft  he  is. 

Kath.  Pardon,  old  father,  my  miftaken  eyes$ 
That  have  been  fo  bedazled  with  the  fun, 
That  every  thing  I  look  on  feemeth  green. 
Now  I  perceive  thou  art  a  reverend  father  : 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Pet.  Do,  good  old  grandfir,  and  withal  make  known 
Which  way  thou  traveller!: ;  if  along  with  us, 
We  mall  be  joyful  of  thy  company. 

Vtn.  Fair  Sir,  and  you  my  merry  miftrefs, 
That  with  your  ftrange  encounter  much  amaz'd  me  : 
My  name  is  call'd  V'mceniio,  my  dwelling  Pifa> 
And  bound  I  am  to  Paduay  there  to  vifit 
A  Con  of  mine,  which  long  I  have  not  feen. 

Pet,  What  is  his  name? 

Vm.  LucenttOy  gentle  Sir. 

Pet.  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  fbn$ 
And  now  by  law  as  well  as  reverend  age, 
I  may  entitle  thee  my  loving  father  .: 
The  fifter  of  my  wife,  this  gentlewoman, 
Thy  fon  by  this  hath  married.    Wonder  not, 
Nor  be  not  griev'd,  fhe  is  of  good  efteem, 
Her  dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  birth  ; 
Befide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  befeem 
The  fpoufe  of  any  noble  gentleman. 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Vtncentto9 
And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honeft  ion, 
Who  will  of  thy  arrival  be  full  joyous. 

Vm.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  elfe  your  pleafiire, 
J^ike  pleafant  travellers,  to  break  a  jeft 
Upon  the  company  you  overtake  ? 
v  Hor.  I  do  affure  thee,  father,  fo  it  is. 
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Pet.  Come,  go  along,  and  fee  the  truth  hereof. 
For  our  firft  merriment  hath  made  thee  jealous.  [Exeunt. 

Hor.  Well  Petruchioy  this  hath  put  me  in  heart. 
Have  to  my  widow,  and  if  me  be  froward, 
Then  haft  thou  taught  Hortenfio  to  be  untoward.  [Exit. 


SCENE  VII. 

Before  Lucentio's  Houfe. 

Enter  Biondello,  Luccntio  and  Bianca ,•  Gremio  walking 

on  one  fide, 

Bion.  Q  O  F  T  L  Y  and  fwiftly,  Sir,  for  the  pried  is  ready. 

^3     Luc.  I  fly,  Biondello  ;  but  they  may  chance  to  need 
thee  at  home,  therefore  leave  us. 

Bion.  Nay,  faith,  I'll  fee  the  church  o'  your  back,  and  then 
come  back  to  my  miftrefs  as  foon  as  I  can.  [Ex. 

Gre.  I  marvel  Cambio  comes  not  all  this  while. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  Vincentio  and  Grumio, 

with  attendants. 

Bet.  Sir,  here's  the  door,  this  is  Lucentio's  houfe, 
My  father's  bears  more  towards  the  market-place, 
Thither  muft  I,  and  here  I  leave  you,  Sir. 

Vin.  You  mail  not  chufe  but  drink  before  you  go ; 
I  think  I  fhall  command  your  welcome  here  ; 
And  by  all  likelihood  fbme  cheer  is  toward.  [KnocL 

Gre.  They're  bufie  within,  you  were  beft  knock  louder. 

[Pedant  looks  out  of  the  window. 

Ped.  What's  he  that  knocks  as  he  would  beat  down  the  gate  ? 

Vm.  Is  Signior  Lucentio  within,  Sir  ? 

Ped.  He's  within,  Sir,  but  not  to  be  fpoken  withal. 
Vol.  II.  Y  y  Vw. 


354       Ibe  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Vin.  What  if  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound  or  two,  to 
make  merry  withal  ? 

Ped.  Keep  your  hundred  pounds  to  your  felf,  he  mail  need 
none  as  long  as  I  live. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  told  you  your  Ton  was  belov'd  in  Padua.  Do 
you  hear,  Sir,  to  leave  frivolous  circumftances  I  pray  you  tell 
Signior  Lucentio  that  his  father  is  come  from  Pifay  and  is  here 
at  the  door  to  fpeak  with  him. 

Ped.  Thou  lieft,  his  father  is  come  to  Padua,  and  here 
looking  out  of  the  window. 

Vin.  Art  thou  his  father  ? 

Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  io  his  mother  fays,  if  I  may  believe  her. 

Pet.  Why  how  now,  gentleman !  why  this  is  flat  knavery  to 
take  upon  you  another  man's  name. 

Ped.  Lay  hands  on  the  villain.  I  believe  he  means  to  co- 
zen fome  body  in  this  city  under  my  countenance. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  I  have  feen  them  in  the  church  together.  God  fend 
'em  good  fhipping :  but  who  is  here  ?  mine  old  mafter  Vwcen- 
tio  ?  now  we  are  undone,  and  brought  to  nothing. 

Vin.  Come  hither,  crackhemp.  [Seeing  Biondello. 

Bion.  I  hope  I  may  chufe,  Sir. 

Vm.  Come  hither  you  rogue  j  what,  have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Bion.  Forgot  you  ?  no  Sir  :  I  could  not  forget  you,  for  I  ne- 
ver faw  you  before  in  all  my  life. 

Vin.  What,  you  notorious  villain,  didft  thou  never  lee  thy 
matter's  father  Vincentio? 

Bion.  What,  my  old  worfhipful  old  mafter?  yes,  marry  Sir, 
fee  where  he  looks  out  of  the  window. 

Vm* 
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Vin.  Is't  fo  indeed?  [He  beats  Biondello. 

Bion.  Help,  help,  help,  here's  a  mad-man  will  murther  me. 
Fed.  Help,  Ton,  help  Signior  Baptifla. 
Pet.  Pr'ythee,  Kate,  let's  ftand  afide,  and  fee  the  end  of 
this  controverfie. 

Enter  Pedant  with  Servants,  Baptifta  and  Tranio. 

Tra.  Sir,  what  are  you  that  offer  to  beat  my  fervant  ? 

Vtn.  What  am  I,  Sir ;  nay,  what  are  you,  Sir  ?  oh  immor- 
tal Gods !  oh  fine  villain,  a  filken  doublet,  a  velvet  hofe,  a  fcar- 
let  cloak  and  a  f  copatain  hat :  oh  I  am  undone,  I  am  undone! 
while  I  play  the  good  husband  at  home,  my  fon  and  my  fer- 
vants  fpend  all  at  the  univerfity. 

Tra.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bap,  What,  is  this  man  lunatick  ? 

Tra.  Sir,  you  feem  a  fbber  ancient  gentleman  by  your  habit, 
but  your  words  mew  you  a  mad-man  why,  Sir,  what  con- 
cerns it  you,  if  I  wear  pearl  and  gold  ?  I  thank  my  good  fa- 
ther, I  am  able  to  maintain  it. 

Vm.  Thy  father !  oh  villain,  he  is  a  fail-maker  in  Bergamo, 

Bap.  You  miftake,  Sir,  you  miftake,  Sir  pray  what  do  you 
think  is  his  name  ? 

Vin.  His  name  ?  as  if  I  knew  not  his  name :  I  have  brought 
him  up  ever  fince  he  was  three  years  old,  and  his  name  is 
Tramo. 

Bed.  Away,  away  mad  afs,  his  name  is  Lucentio,  and  he  is 
mine  only  /on,  and  heir  to  the  lands  of  me  Signior  Vtncentio. 

Vin.  Lucentio  /  oh  he  hath  murthered  his  mafter  lay  hold 
on  him  I  charge  you  in  the  Duke's  name  j  oh  my  fon,  my  fon, 
tell  me,  thou  villain,  where  is  my  fon  Lucentio  1 

Tra.  Call  forth  an  officer ;  carry  this  mad  knave  to  the  jail; 
father  Baptifla ,  I  charge  you  fee  that  he  be  forth-coming. 

Vin.  Carry  me  to  jail  ? 

Y  y  i  Gre. 

t  copped,  or  pointed. 
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Gre.  Stay,  officer,  he  {Viall  not  go  to  prifon. 
Bap.  Talk  not,  Signior  Gremio :  I  fay  he  fhall  go  to  prifon. 
Gre.  Take  heed,  Signior  Baptijfa,  left  you  be  cony-catch'd 
in  this  bufinefs  ;  I  dare  fwear  this  is  the  right  Vincentio. 
Pea7.  Swear,  if  thou  dar'ft. 
Gre.  Nay,  I  dare  not  /wear  it. 

Tra.  Then  thou  wert  beft  fay,  that  I  am  not  Lucentio. 
Gre.  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  Signior  Lucentio. 
Bap.  Away  with  the  dotard,  to  the  jail  with  him. 

Enter  Lucentio  and  Bianca. 

Vtn*  Thus  ftrangers  may  be  hal'd  and  abus'd  ;  oh  monftrous 
villain ! 

Bion.  Oh  we  are  lpoil'd,  and  yonder  he  is,  deny  him,  for- 
fwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all  undone. 

[Ex.  Biondello,  Tranio  and  Pedant. 

SCENE  IX. 

Luc.  Pardon,  fweet  father.  [Kneeling. 
V'tn.  Lives  my  fweet  fon  ? 
Bian.  Pardon,  dear  father. 

Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended?  where  is  Lucentio? 

Luc.  Here's  Lucentio,  right  Ion  to  the  right  Vincent'to, 
That  have  by  marriage  made  thy  daughter  mine : 
While  counterfeit  fuppofers  bleer'd  thine  eyes. 

Gre.  Here's  packing  with  a  witnels  to  deceive  us  all. 

Vin.  Where  is  that  damn'd  villain  Tranio, 
That  fac'd  and  brav'd  me  in  this  matter  fo  ? 

Bap.  Why  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Cambio  ? 

Bian.  Cambio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Love  wrought  thefe  miracles.    Bianca's  love 
Made  me  exchange  my  ftate  with  Tranio, 

While 
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While  he  did  bear  my  countenance  in  the  town : 
And  happily  I  have  arriv'd  at  laft 
Unto  the  wifhed  haven  of  my  blifs  j 
What  Tranio  did,  my  felf  enforced  him  to ; 
Then  pardon  him,  fweet  father,  for  my  fake. 

Vtn.  Ill  flit  the  villain's  nofe  that  would  have  fent  me  to 
the  jail. 

Bap.  But  do  you  hear,  Sir,  have  you  married  my  daughter 
without  asking  my  good  will? 

Vin.  Fear  not,  Bapnfta,  we  will  content  you,  go  to :  but  I 
will  in,  to  be  reveng'd  on  this  villain.  [Exit. 

Bap.  And  I  to  found  the  depth  of  this  knavery.  [Exit. 

Luc.  Look  not  pale,  Bianca,  thy  father  will  not  frown. 

[Exeunt. 

Gre.  My  cake  is  dough,  but  111  in  among  the  reft, 
Out  of  hope  of  all,  but  my  fhare  of  the  feaft.  [Exit. 

Kath.  Husband  let's  follow,  to  fee  the  end  of  this  ado. 

Pet.  Firft  kifs  me,  Kate,  and  we  will. 

Kath.  What,  in  the  midft  of  the  ftreet  ? 

Pet.  What,  art  thou  afham'd  of  me? 

Kath.  No,  Sir,  God  forbid ;  but  afham'd  to  kifs. 

Pet.  Why  then  let's  home  again :  come,  firrah,  let's  away. 

Kath.  Nay,  I  will  give  thee  a  kifs  j  now  pray  thee  love,  flay. 

Pet.  Is  not  this  well  ?  come,  my  fweet  Kate  $ 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late,  [Exeunt.  * 

SCENE 

*   too  late.  SJLxeunt, 


Enter  Baptifta,  Vincentio,  Gremio,  Pedant,  Lucentio,  Bianca,  Tranio,  Biondello, 
Petruchio,  Katharina,  Grumio,  Hortenfio  and  widow,  Tranio'i  fervants  hinging 
in  a  banquet. 

Luc.  At  iaft,  tho'  long,  our  jarring  notes  agree  i 
And  time  it  is  when  raging  war  is  done, 
To  fmile  at  'fcapes  and  perils  over-blown. 
My  fair  Bianca,  bid  my  father  welcome, 
While  I  with  felf-fame  kindnefs  welcome  thine  j 
Brother  Petrucbio,  filter  Katharine , 

An4 
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SCENE  X. 

Lucentio's  houfe  m  Padua. 


Enter  Baptifta,  Petruchio,  Hortenfio,  Lucentio,  and  the  reft. 

Z^.^VTOW  in  good  fadnefs,  fon  Petruch'w, 

1S\   I  think  thou  haft  the  verieft  flirew  of  all. 
Pet.  Well,  I  fay  no ;  and  therefore  for  affurance, 
Let's  each  one  fend  unto  his  wife,  and  he 
Whofe  wife  is  moll  obedient  to  come  firft, 
When  he  doth  fend  for  her,  mall  win  the  wager. 

Hor* 

And  thou  Hortenfio,  with  thy  loving  widow  j 
Feaft  with  the  beft,  and  welcome  to  my  houfe, 
My  banquet  is  to  clofe  our  ftomachs  up 
After  our  great  good  cheer :  pray  you  fit  down, 
For  now  we  fit  to  chat  as  well  as  eat. 

Pet.  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and  eat  and  eat ! 

Bap.  Padua  affords  this  kindnefs,  fon  Petruchio. 

Pet.  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 

Hor.  For  both  our  fakes  1  would  that  word  were  true. 

Pet.  Now  for  my  life  Hortenfio  fears  his  widow. 

Hor.  Then  never  truft  me  if  I  be  afeard. 

Pet.  You  are  very  fenfible,  and  yet  you  mifs  my  fenfe : 
I  mean  Hortenfio  is  afeard  of  you. 

Wid.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  world  turns  round. 

Pet.  Roundly  replied. 

Kath.  Miftrefs,  how  mean  you  that? 

Wid.  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 

Pet.  Conceives  by  me,  how  likes  Hortenfio  that  ? 

Hor.  My  widow  fays,  thus  fhe  conceives  her  tale. 

Pet.  Very  well  mended,  kifs  him  for  that  good  widow. 

Kath.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  world  turns  round  

I  pray  you  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

Wid.  Your  Husband  being  troubled  with  a  fhrew, 
Meafures  my  husband's  forrow  by  his  woej 
And  now  you  know  my  meaning. 

Kath.  A  very  mean  meaning. 

Wid.  Right,  I  mean  you. 

Kath.  And  I  am  mean  indeed,  rcfpe&ing  you, 

Pet.  To  her,  Kate. 

Hor.  To  her,  widow. 

Pet. 
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Hor.  Content,  what  wager  ? 

Luc.  Twenty  crowns. 

Pet.  Twenty  crowns! 
I'll  venture  fo  much  on  my  hawk  or  hound, 
But  twenty  times  fo  much  upon  my  wife. 

Luc.  A  hundred  then. 

Hor.  Content. 

Pet.  A  match,  'tis  done. 

Hor.  Who  fhall  begin  ? 

Luc.  That  will  I. 
Go,  B'tondello,  bid  your  miftrefs  come  to  me. 

Bton.  I  go. 

Bap.  Son,  I'll  be  your  half,  Bianca  comes. 
Luc.  I'll  have  no  halves :  I'll  bear  it  all  my  felf. 

Pet.  A  hundred  marks,  my  Kate  do  put  her  down. 

Hor.  That's  my  office. 

Pet.  Spoke  like  an  officer ;  ha,  to  thee  lad.  [Drinks  to  Hortenfio, 

Bap.  How  likes  Gremio  thefe  quick-witted  folks  ? 

Gre.  Believe  me,  Sir,  they  butt  heads  together  well. 

Bian.  Head  and  but  ?  an  hafty-witted  body 
Would  fay,  your  head  and  but  were  head  and  horn. 

Fin.  Ay,  miftrefs  bride,  hath  that  awaken'd  you  rs 

Bian.  Ay,  but  not  frighted  me,  therefore  I'll  fleep  again. 

Pet.  Nay,  that  thou  malt  not,  fince  you  have  begun : 
Have  at  you  for  a  better  jeft  or  two. 

Bian.  Am  I  your  bird?  I  mean  to  mift  my  bufh. 
And  then  purfue  me  as  you  draw  your  bow. 

You  are  welcome  all.  [_Exe.  Bianca,  Kath.  and  Wido%\ 

Pet.  She  hath  prevented  me.    Here  Signior  Tranio, 
This  bird  you  aim'd  at,  tho'  you  hit  it  not, 
Therefore  a  health  to  all  that  mot  and  mifs'd. 

Tra.  Oh  Sir,  Lucentio  flip'd  me  like  his  gray-hound, 
Which  runs  himfelf,  and  catches  for  his  mafter. 

Pet.  A  good  fwift  fimile,  but  fomething  currifh. 

'Tra.  'Tis  well,  Sir,  that  you  hunted  for  your  felf: 
'Tis  thought  your  deer  does  hold  you  at  a  bay. 

Bap.  Oh,  oh  Petruchio,  Tranio  hits  you  now. 

Luc.  I  thank  thee  for  that  gird,  good  Tranio. 

Hor.  Confefs,  confefs,  hath  he  not  hit  you  there? 

Pet.  He  has  a  little  gall'd  me,  I  confefs  j 
And  as  the  jeft  did  glance  away  from  me, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  two  outright. 

SCENE  X.  fcjV. 

Re-enter 


[Exit. 
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Re-enter  Biondello. 

How  now,  what  news? 

Bion.  Sir,  my  miftrefs  fends  you  word 
That  {he  is  bulie,  and  cannot  come. 

Pet.  How?  (he'sbufie,  and  cannot  come:  is  that  an  anfwer? 

Gre.  Ay,  and  a  kind  one  too : 
Pray  God,  Sir,  your  wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 

Pet.  I  hope  better. 

Hor.  Sirrah  Biondello^  go  and  intreat  my  wife  to  come  to 
me  forthwith.  [Exit  Biondello. 

Pet.  Oh  ho!  intreat  her!  nay  then  fhe  needs  mud  come. 
Hor.  I  am  afraid,  Sir,  do  what  you  can, 

Enter  Biondello. 

Yours  will  not  be  intreated :  now,  where's  my  wife  ? 

Bion.  She  fays  you  have  fome  goodly  jeft  in  hand, 
She  will  not  come  :  (he  bids  you  come  to  her. 

Pet.  Worfe  and  worfe,  fhe  will  not  come! 
Oh  vile,  intolerable,  not  to  be  indur'd : 
Sirrah  Grumio,  go  to  your  miftrefs, 

Say  I  command  her  to  come  to  me.  [Exit  Gru. 

Hor.  I  know  her  anfwer. 
Pet.  What? 
Hor,  She  will  not. 

Pet,  The  fouler  fortune  mine,  and  there's  an  end. 

SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Katharina. 

Bap,  Now,  by  my  hollidam,  here  comes  Katharine. 
Kath.  What  is  your  will,  Sir,  that  you  fend  for  me? 
Pet.  Where  is  your  fifter,  and  Hortenfio's  wife  ? 

6  Kath, 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.  361 

Kath.  They  fit  conferring  by  the  palour  fire. 

Pet.  Go,  fetch  them  hither;  if  they  deny  to  come, 
Swinge  me  them  foundly  forth  unto  their  husbands : 
Away,  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  ftraight.        [Exit  Kath. 

Luc.  Here  is  a  wonder,  if  you  talk  of  a  wonder. 

Hor.  And  fo  it  is:  I  wonder  what  it  boads. 

Pet.  Marry,  peace  it  boads,  and  love,  and  quiet  life, 
And  awful  rule,  and  right  fupremacy : 
And  to  be  (hort,  what  not,  that's  fweet  and  happy. 

Bap.  Now  fair  befall  thee,  good  Petruchio  > 
The  wager  thou  halt  won,  and  I  will  add 
Unto  their  lolfes  twenty  thoufand  crowns, 
Another  dowry  to  another  daughter, 
For  {he  is  chang'd  as  (he  had  never  been. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  will  win  my  wager  better  yet, 
And  (how  more  fign  of  her  obedience, 
Her  new-built  virtue  and  obedience. 

Enter  Katharina,  Bianca  and  Widow. 
See  where  fhe  comes,  and  brings  your  froward  wives 
As  prifbners  to  her  womanly  perfuafion  : 
Katharine,  that  cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not, 
Off  with  that  bauble,  throw  it  underfoot. 

[She  pulls  off  her  cap,  and  throws  it  down. 

Wid.  Lord,  let  me  never  have  a  caufe  to  figh, 
'Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  pafs. 

Bian.  Fie,  what  a  foolifh  duty  call  you  this  ? 

Luc.  I  would  your  duty  were  as  foolifh  too : 
The  wifdom  of  your  duty,  fair  B  'iancay 
Coft  me  an  hundred  crowns  fince  fupper-time. 

Btan.  The  more  fool  you  for  laying  on  my  duty. 

Pet.  Katharine,  I  charge  thee  tell  thefe  headftrong  women, 
What  duty  they  owe  to  their  lords  and  husbands. 

Wtd.  Come,  come,  you're  mocking  j  we  will  have  no  telling. 

V  o  l  II.  Z  z  Pet. 
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Pet.  Come  on,  I  fay,  and  firft  begin  with  her. 
, ,  id.  She  mall  not. 

Pet.  I  fay  fhe  (hall,  and  firft  begin  with  her. 

Kath.  Fie,  fie,  unknit  that  threatning  unkind  brow, 
And  dart  not  fcornful  glances  from  thofe  eyes, 
To  wound  thy  lord,  thy  king,  thy  governor. 
It  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frofts  bite  the  meads, 
Confounds  thy  fame,  as  whirlwinds  {hake  fair  buds, 
And  in  no  fenfe  is  meet  or  amiable. 
A  woman  mov'd  is  like  a  fountain  troubled, 
Muddy,  ill  feeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty  ; 
And  while  it  is  fo,  none  fo  dry  or  thirfty 
Will  dain  to  fip,  or  touch  a  drop  of  it. 
Thy  husband  is  thy  lord,  thy  life,  thy  keeper, 
Thy  head,  thy  foveraign ;  one  that  cares  for  thee 
And  for  thy  maintenance :  commits  his  body 
To  painful  labour,  both  by  fea  and  land ; 
To  watch  the  night  in  dorms,  the  day  in  cold, 
While  thou  ly'ft  warm  at  home,  fecure  and  fafe, 
And  craves  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands, 
But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience; 
Too  little  payment  for  fo  great  a  debt. 
Such  duty  as  the  fubjecl:  owes  the  prince, 
Even  fuch  a  woman  oweth  to  her  husband  : 
And  when  (he's  froward,  peevifti,  fullen,  fower, 
And  not  obedient  to  his  honeft  will  ,• 
What  is  fhe  but  a  foul  contending  rebel, 
And  gracelefs  traitor  to  her  loving  lord  ? 
I  am  afham'd  that  women  are  fo  fimple, 
To  offer  war  where  they  mould  kneel  for  peace  5 
Or  feek  for  rule,  fupremacy,  and  fway, 
When  they  are  bound  to  ferve,  love,  and  obey. 
Why  are  our  bodies  foft,  and  weak  and  fmooth, 
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Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  world, 

But  that  our  foft  conditions  and  our  hearts 

Should  well  agree  with  our  external  parts? 

Come,  come,  you're  froward  and  unable  worms ; 

My  mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours, 

My  heart  is  great,  my  reafbn  haply  more, 

To  bandy  word  for  word,  and  frown  for  frown  ; 

But  now  I  fee  our  launces  are  but  ftraws, 

Our  ftrength  is  weak,  our  weaknels  paft  compare, 

That  feeming  to  be  moft,  which  we  indeed  lead  are.  * 

Enter  two  fervants  bearing  Sly  in  his  own  apparel,  and  leave  him 
on  the  ftage.     Then  enter  a  Tapfter. 

Sly  awaking.]  Sim,  give's  fome  more  wine  what,  all  the  play- 

ers  gone  ?  am  not  I  a  lord? 

Tap.  A  lord  with  a  murrain  /  come,  art  thou  drunk  fiill? 

Sly.  Who's  this?  Tapfter/  oh  I  have  had  the  brave  ft  dream 
that  ever  thou  heardfi  in  all  thy  life. 

Tap.  Tea  marry,  but  thou  hadfi  befi  get  thee  home,  for  your 
wife  will  courfe  you  for  dreaming  here  all  night. 

Sly.  Will  jhe  ?  I  know  how  to  tame  a  fhrew.  I  dreamt  upon 
it  all  this  night,  and  thou  haft  wak'd  me  out  of  the  beft  dream  that 
ever  I  had.  But  I'll  to  my  wife,  and  tame  her  too,  if  Jhe  anger  me. 
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Then  vale  your  ftomachs,  for  it  is  no  boot, 
And  place  your  hands  below  your  husband's  foot : 
In  token  of  which  duty,  if  he  pleafe, 
My  hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  eafe. 

Pet.  Why,  there's  a  wench  :  come  on,  and  kifs  me  Kate. 

Luc.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  lad,  for  thou  (halt  ha't. 

Fin.  'Tis  a  good  hearing  when  children  are  toward. 

Luc.  But  a  harm,  hearing  when  women  are  froward. 

Pet.  Come,  Kate,  we'll  to-bed, 
We  two  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 
'Twas  I  won  the  wager,  tho'  you  hit  the  white, 

And  being  a  winner,  God  give  you  good  night.  \_Ex.  Petruchio  and  Kath. 

Hor.  Now  go  thy  ways,  thou  haft  tam'd  a  curfl  fhrew. 

Luc.  'Tis  a  wonder,  by  your  leave,  fhe  will  be  tam'd  fo.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT   I.    SCENE  I. 

Roufillon  tn  France. 

Enter  Bertram,  the  Countefs  of  Roufillon,  Helena,  and  Lafeu 

tn  mourning. 

Countess. 

N  delivering  my  Ton  from  me,  I  bury  a  fe- 
cond  husband. 

Ber.  And  in  going,  madam,  I  weep  o'er 
my  father's  death  anew,-  but  I  mull  attend 
his  Majefty's  command,  to  whom  I  am  now 
in  ward,  evermore  in  fubjection. 

Laf.  You  (hall  find  of  the  King  a  husband, 
madam ;  you,  Sir,  a  father.  He  that  fo  generally  is  at  all 
times  good,  muft  of  neceflity  hold  his  virtue  to  you,  whole 
worthinefs  would  ftir  it  up  where  it  wanted,  rather  than  lack  it 
where  there  is  fuch  abundance. 

Count.  What  hope  is  there  of  his  Majefty's  amendment? 
Laf.  He  hath  abandon'd  his  phyficians,  madam,  under  whole 
practices  he  hath  perfecuted  time  with  hope,  and  finds  no  other 
advantage  in  the  procefs,  but  only  the  lofing  of  hope  by  time, 
Count.  This  young  gentlewoman  had  a  father,  (O  that  had ! 
how  fad  a  paffage  'tis !)  whofe  skill  was  almoft  as  great  as  his 

honefty  $ 
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honefty ;  had  it  ftretch'd  fo  far,  it  would  have  made  nature  im- 
mortal, and  death  mould  have  play  for  lack  of  work.  Would, 
for  the  King's  fake,  he  were  living,  I  think  it  would  be  the 
death  of  the  King's  difeafe. 

Laf.  How  call'd  you  the  man  you  fpeak  of,  madam  ? 

Count.  He  was  famous,  Sir,  in  his  profeflion,  and  it  was  his 
great  right  to  be  fb  :  Gerard  de  Narbon. 

L,af  He  was  excellent  indeed,  madam ;  the  King  very 
lately  fpoke  of  him  admiringly  and  mourningly  :  he  was  skilful 
enough  to  have  liv'd  rail,  if  knowledge  could  be  fet  up  againft 
mortality. 

Ber.  What  is  it,  my  good  lord,  the  King  languifhes  of? 
Laf  A  fiftula,  my  lord. 
Ber.  I  heard  not  of  it  before. 

Laf.  I  would  it  were  not  notorious.  Was  this  gentlewoman 
the  daughter  of  Gerard  de  Narbon  ? 

Count.  His  fole  child,  my  lord,  and  bequeathed  to  my  over- 
looking, I  have  thofe  hopes  of  her  good,  that  her  education 
promifes  her  j  difpofition  me  inherits,  which  makes  fair  gifts 
fairer ;  for  where  an  unclean  mind  carries  virtuous  qualities,  there 
commendations  go  with  pity,  they  are  virtues  and  traitors  too : 
in  her  they  are  the  better  for  their  fimplenefs,  fhe  derives  her 
honefty,  and  atchieves  her  goodnefs. 

Laf.  Your  commendations,  madam,  get  tears  from  her. 

Count.  JTis  the  beft  brine  a  maiden  can  feafon  her  praife  in. 
The  remembrance  of  her  father  never  approaches  her  heart,  but 
the  tyranny  of  her  forrows  takes  all  livelihood  from  her  cheek. 
No  more  of  this,  Helena,  go  to,  no  more,  left  it  be  rather 
thought  you  affect  a  forrow,  than  to  have  

Hel.  I  do  arTed  a  forrow  indeed,  but  I  have  it  too. 

Laf.  Moderate  lamentation  is  the  right  of  the  dead,  exceMIve 
grief  the  enemy  to  the  living. 

Count.  If  the  living  be  enemy  to  the  grief,  the  excels  makes 
it  foon  mortal.  Ber. 
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Ber.  Madam,  I  defire  your  holy  wifhes. 
Laf  How  underftand  we  that  ? 

Count.  Be  thou  bleft,  Bertram,  and  lucceed  thy  father 
In  manners  as  in  (hape :  thy  blood  and  virtue 
Contend  for  empire  in  thee,  and  thy  goodneis 
Share  with  thy  birth-right.    Love  all,  truft  a  few, 
Do  wrong  to  none :  be  able  for  thine  enemy 
Rather  in  power  than  ufe  •>  and  keep  thy  friend 
Under  thy  own  life's  key :  be  check'd  for  filence, 
But  never  tax'd  for  fpeech.   What  heav'n  more  will, 
That  thee  may  furnifh,  and  my  prayers  pluck  down, 
Fall  on  thy  head.   Farewel,  my  lord; 
'Tis  an  unfeafbn'd  courtier,  good  my  lord, 
Advife  him. 

Laf  He  cannot  want  the  beft 
That  fhall  attend  his  love. 

Count.  Heav'n  blefs  him.  Farewel,  Bertram.       [Exit  Count. 

Ber.  [to  Hel.]  The  bed  wifhes  that  can  be  forg'd  in  your 
thoughts  be  fervants  to  you:  be  comfortable  to  my  mother, 
your  miftrels,  and  make  much  of  her. 

Laf.  Farewel,  pretty  lady,  you  muft  hold  the  credit  of  your 
father.  [Exeunt  Ber.  and  Laf. 

SCENE  II. 

He  I.  Oh  were  that  all  1  think  not  on  my  father, 

And  thefe  great  tears  grace  his  remembrance  more 

Than  thofe  I  fhed  for  him.   What  was  he  like  ? 

I  have  forgot  him.    My  imagination 

Carries  no  favour  in  it,  but  my  Bertram^. 

I  am  undone,  there  is  no  living,  none, 

If  Bertram  be  away.    It  were  all  one 

That  I  fhould  love  a  bright  partic'lar  ftar, 

Vol.  II.  A  a  a  And 
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And  think  to  wed  it,-  he  is  fo  above  me: 
In  his  bright  radiance  and  collateral  light 
Muft  I  b<*  comforted,  not  in  his  fphere. 
Th'  ambition  in  my  love  thus  plagues  it  felf ; 
The  hind  that  would  be  mated  by  the  lion, 
Muft  die  for  love.    'Twas  pretty,  tho'  a  plague, 
To  fee  him  every  hour,  to  fit  and  draw 
His  arched  brows,  his  hawking  eye,  his  curls 
In  our  heart's  table  :  heart  too  capable 
Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  fweet  favour. 
But  now  he's  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 
Muft  fanctifie  his  relicks.   Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Parolles. 

One  that  goes  with  him  :  I  love  him  for  his  fake, 

And  yet  I  know  him  a  notorious  liar; 

Think  him  a  great  way  fool,  folely  a  coward; 

Yet  thefe  fix'd  evils  fit  fo  fit  in  him, 

That  they  take  place,  when  virtue's  fteely  bones 

Look  bleak  in  the  cold  wind ;  full  oft  we  fee 

Cold  wifdom  waiting  on  fuperrluous  folly. 

SCENE  III. 

Par.  Save  you,  fair  Queen, 
HeL  And  you,  monarch. 
Par.  No. 
HeL  And  no. 

Par.  Are  you  meditating  on  virginity  ? 

HeL  Ay  :  you  have,  fbme  ftain  of  foldier  in  you ;  let  me  ask 
you  a  queftion.  Man  is  enemy  to  virginity,  how  may  we  bar- 
ricado  it  againft  him  ? 

Par*  Keep  him  out. 

HeL 
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Hel.  But  he  affails ;  and  onr  virginity,  though  valiant,  in  the 
defence  yet  is  weak  :  unfold  to  us  fbme  warlike  refiftance. 

Par.  There  is  none :  man  fetting  down  before  you,  will  un- 
dermine you  and  blow  you  up. 

Hel.  Blefs  our  poor  virginity  from  underminers  and  blowers 
up.  Is  there  no  military  policy  how  virgins  might  blow  up 
men  ? 

Par.  Virginity  being  blown  down,  man  will  quicklier  be 
blown  up  :  marry,  in  blowing  him  down  again,  with  the  breach 
your  felves  made,  you  lofe  your  city.  It  is  not  politick  in  the 
commonwealth  of  nature,  to  preferve  virginity.  Lois  of  vir- 
ginity is  rational  encreafe,  and  there  was  never  virgin  got,  'till 
virginity  was  firft  loft.  That  you  were  made  of  is  metal  to 
make  virgins.  Virginity,  by  being  once  loft,  may  be  ten  times 
found :  by  being  ever  kept,  it  is  ever  loft  'tis  too  cold  a  com- 
panion,- away  with't. 

Hel.  I  will  ftand  for't  a  little,  though  therefore  I  die  a  vir- 
gin. 

Par.  There's  little  can  be  faid  in't ;  'tis  againft  the  rule  of 
nature.  To  fpeak  on  the  part  of  virginity,  is  to  accufe  your 
mother  ;  which  is  moft  infallible  dhobedience.  '  He  that  hangs 
6  himfelf  is  a  virgin  :  virginity  murthers  it  felf,  and  mould  be 
1  buried  in  high-ways  out  of  all  fanctified  limit,  as  a  defperate 

*  offendrefs  againft  nature.    Virginity  breeds  mites ;  much  like 

*  a  cheefe,  confumes  it  felf  to  the  very  paring,  and  fo  dies  with 
'  feeding  its  own  ftomach.  Befides,  virginity  is  peevifh,  proud, 
'  idle,  made  of  felf-love,  which  is  the  moft  prohibited  fin  in  the 
'  canon.    Keep  it  not,  you  cannot  chufe  but  lofe  by't.  Out 

*  with't  -y  within  ten  years  it  will  make  it  felf  two,  which  is  a 
c  goodly  increafe,  and  the  principal  it  felf  not  much  the  worfe. 
1  Away  with't. 

Hel.  How  might  one  do,  Sir,  to  lofe  it  to  her  own  liking  ? 
Par.  Let  me  fee.    Marry  ill,  to  like  him  that  ne'er  it  likes. 

A  a  a  2  'Tis 
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'Tis  a  commodity  will  lofe  the  glofs  with  lying.  The  longer 
kept,  the  left  worth  :  off  with't  while  'tis  vendible.  Anfwer  the 
time  of  recpeft.  Virginity,  like  an  old  courtier,  wears  her  cap 
out  of  fafhion,  richly  futed,  but  unfutable,  juft  like  the  brooch 
and  the  tooth-pick,  which  we  wear  not  now :  your  date  is  bet- 
ter in  your  pye  and  your  porridge,  than  in  your  cheek ;  and 
your  virginity,  your  old  virginity,  is  like  one  of  our  French  wi- 
ther'd  pears ;  it  looks  ill,  it  eats  drily  j  marry,  'tis  a  wither'd 
pear:  it  was  formerly  better,  marry,  yet  'tis  a  wither'd  pear. 
Will  you  any  thing  with  it  ? 

He!.  Not  my  virginity  yet. 
There  {hall  your  matter  have  a  thoufand  loves, 
a  A  mother,  and  a  miftrefs,  and  a  friend, 
A  phoenix,  captain,  and  an  enemy, 
A  guide,  a  goddefs,  and  a  foveraign, 
A  councilor,  a  traitreft,  and  a  dear,- 
His  humbleft  ambition,  proud  humility, 
His  jarring  concord ;  and  his  difcord  dulcet, 
His  faith,  his  fweet  difafter ;  with  a  world 
Of  pretty  fond  adoptious  chriftendoms 
That  blinking  Cupid  goflips.    Now  mall  he—- — 

I  know  not  what  he  {hall  God  fend  him  well — - 

The  court's  a  learning  place  and  he  is  one  

Par.  What  one,  i' faith? 

HeL  That  I  wim  well  'tis  pity  

Par.  What's  pity? 

Hel.  That  wifhing  well  had  not  a  body  in't, 
Which  might  be  felt,  that  we  the  poorer  bom, 
Whofe  bafer  ftars  do  fhut  us  up  in  wimes, 
Might  with  effects  of  them  follow  our  friends, 
And  {hew  what  we  alone  muffc  think,  which  never 
Returns  us  thanks. 

Enter 

a  another. 
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Enter  Page. 

Page.  Monfieur  Parolles, 
My  lord  calls  for  you. 

Par.  Little  Helen  farewel,  if  I  can  remember  thee,  I  will 
think  of  thee  at  court. 

Hel.  Monfieur  Parolles,  you  were  born  under  a  charitable 
ftar. 

Par.  Under  Mars,  I. 

Hel.  I  efpecially  think,  under  Mars. 

Par.  Why  under  Mars} 

Hel.  The  b  wars  have  fb  kept  you  under,  that  you  muft  needs 
be  born  under  Mars, 

Par.  When  he  was  predominant. 

Hel.  When  he  was  retrograde,  I  think  rather. 

Par.  Why  think  you  fo? 

Hel.  You  go  fb  much  backward  when  you  fight. 
Par.  That's  for  advantage. 

Hel.  So  is  running  away,  when  fear  propofes  fafety :  but  the 
compofition  that  your  valour  and  fear  makes  in  you,  is  a  vir- 
tue of  a  good  wing,  and  I  like  the  wear  well. 

Par.  I  am  fo  full  of  bufinefs,  I  cannot  anfwer  thee  acutely : 
I  will  return  perfect  courtier,  in  the  which  my  cinftruction 
fhall  ferve  to  naturalize  thee,  fo  thou  wilt  be  capable  of  cour- 
tiers counfel,  and  underftand  what  advice  fhall  thruft  upon  thee ; 
elfe  thou  diefl  in  thine  unthankfulnefs,  and  thine  ignorance 
makes  thee  away  j  farewel.  When  thou  haft  leifure,  fay  thy 
prayers  when  thou  haft  none,  remember  thy  friends  ;  get  thee 
a  good  husband,  and  ufe  him  as  he  ufes  thee :  fb  farewel. 

[Exit, 
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SCENE  IV. 

Hel.  Our  remedies  oft  in  our  felves  do  lie, 
Which  we  afcribe  to  heav'm     The  fated  sky 
Gives  us  free  fcope,  only  doth  backward  pull 
Our  flow  defigns,  when  we  our  felves  are  dull. 
What  power  is  it  which  mounts  my  love  fb  high, 
That  makes  me  fee,  and  cannot  feed  mine  eye  ? 
The  mightieft  Ipace  in  fortune,  nature  brings 
To  join  like  likes,  and  kifs  like  native  things. 
Impotfible  be  ftrange  attempts  to  thofe 
That  weigh  their  pains  in  fenfe,  and  do  fuppofe 
What  hath  been,  cannot  be.     Who  ever  ftrove 
To  mew  her  merit,  that  did  mifs  her  love  ? 

The  King's  difeafe  my  project  may  deceive  me, 

But  my  intents  are  hVd,  and  will  not  leave  me.  [Exit. 


SCENE  V. 

■  ft 

The  Court  of  France. 

Flourijh  Cornets.    Enter  the  King  of  France  with  letters,  and 

divers  attendants. 

King. '  1  {  HE  Florentines  and  Senoys  are  by  th'  ears, 

-A*    Have  fought  with  equal  fortune,  and  continue 

A  braving  war. 

i  Lord.  So  'tis  reported,  Sir. 

King.  Nay,  'tis  moft  credible,-  we  here  receive  it, 
A  certainty  vouch'd  from  our  coufin  Auftria  j 

With 
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With  caution,  that  the  Florentine  will  move  us 
For  fpeedy  aid;  wherein  our  deareft  friend 
Prejudicates  the  bufinefs,  and  would  feem 
To  have  us  make  denial. 

1  Lord.  His  love  and  wifdom, 
Approv'd  fo  to  your  majelty,  may  plead 
For  ampleft  credence. 

King.  He  hath  arm'd  our  anfwer, 
And  Florence  is  deny'd  before  he  comes: 
Yet  for  our  gentlemen  that  mean  to  fee 
The  Tufcan  fervice,  freely  have  they  leave 
To  ftand  on  either  part. 

2  Lord.  It  may  well  ferve 

A  nurfery  to  our  gentry,  who  are  lick 
For  breathing  and  exploit. 
King.  What's  he  comes  here? 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu  and  Parolles. 

i  Lord.  It  is  the  Count  Roufillon,  my  good  lord, 
Young  Bertram. 

King.  Youth,  thou  bear'ft  thy  father's  face. 
Frank  nature,  rather  curious  than  in  hafte, 
Compos'd  thee  well.     Thy  father's  moral  parts 
May'ft  thou  inherit  too.     Welcome  to  Paris. 

Ber.  My  thanks  and  duty  are  your  majefty's. 

King.  I  would  I  had  that  corporal  found  nefs  now, 
As  when  thy  father  and  my  felf  in  friendmip 
Firft  try'd  our  foldierfhip :  he  did  look  far 
Into  the  fervice  of  the  time,  and  was 
Difcipled  of  the  brav'ft.    He  lafted  long, 
But  on  us  both  did  haggifh  age  fteal  on, 
And  wore  us  out  of  ad.    It  much  repairs  me 
To  talk  of  your  good  father ;  in  his  youth 
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He  had  the  wit,  which  I  can  well  obferve 

To-day  in  our  young  lords  j  but  they  may  jefl:, 

Till  their  own  fcorn  return  to  them  unnoted, 

Ere  they  can  hide  their  levity  in  honour: 

Sp  like  a  courtier,  no  contempt  or  bitternefs 

Were  in  his  pride,  or  marpnefs;  if  they  were, 

His  equal  had  awak'd  them,  and  his  honour 

d  Clock  to  it  felf,  knew  the  true  minute  when 

Exception  bid  him  fpeak ;  and  at  that  time 

His  tongue  obey'd  his  hand.     Who  were  below  him 

He  us'd  as  creatures  of  another  place, 

And  bow'd  his  eminent  top  to  their  low  ranks, 

Making  them  proud  of  his  humility, 

In  their  poor  praife  he  humbled:  fuch  a  man 

Might  be  a  copy  to  thefe  younger  times  ■> 

Which  follow'd  well,  would  now  demonftrate  them 
But  goers  backward. 

Ber.  His  remembrance,  Sir, 

Lies  richer  in  your  thoughts,  than  on  his  tomb : 

So  in  approof  lives  not  his  epitaph, 

As  in  your  royal  (peech. 

King.  Would  I  were  with  him  j  he  would  always  fay, 

(Methinks  I  hear  him  now)  his  plaufive  words 

He  fcatter'd  not  in  ears,  but  grafted  them 

To  grow  there  and  to  bear;  let  me  not  live, 

(Thus  his  good  melancholy  oft  began 

On  the  cataftrophe  and  heel  of  paftime 

When  it  was  out)  let  me  not  live,  quoth  he, 

After  my  flame  lacks  oil,  to  be  the  fnuff 

Of  younger  fpirits,  whofe  apprehenfive  fenfes 

All  but  new  things  difdain ;  whofe  judgments  are 

Meer  fathers  of  their  <rarments :  whofe  conftancies 

Expire  before  their  famions :  this  he  wifh'd. 

I 
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I  after  him,  do  after  him  wim  too 
(Since  I  nor  wax  nor  honey  can  bring  home,) 
I  quickly  were  diflolved  from  my  hive, 
To  give  fbme  labourers  room. 

2  Lord.  You're  loved,  Sir  ,• 
They  that  lead  lend  it  you,  mall  lack  you  firft. 

King.  I  fill  a  place,  I  know't.     How  long  is't,  Count, 
Since  the  phyfician  at  your  father's  died  ? 
He  was  much  fam'd. 

Ber.  Some  fix  months  fince,  my  Lord. 

King.  If  he  were  living,  I  would  try  him  yet ; 
Lend  me  an  arm ;  the  reft  have  worn  me  out 
With  feveral  applications    nature  and  fickne/s 
Debate  it  at  their  leifure.    Welcome,  Count, 
My  fon's  no  dearer. 

Ber.  Thanks  to  your  majefly.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI. 

ROUSILLON. 

Enter  Countefs,  Steward  and  Clown. 

Count.  T  Will  now  hear,  what  fay  you  of  this  gentlewoman  ? 

X.  Stew.  Madam,  the  care  I  have  had  to  even  your 
content,  I  wifli  might  be  found  in  the  calender  of  my  paft 
endeavours ;  for  then  we  wound  our  modefty,  and  make  a  foul 
the  clearnefs  of  our  defervings,  when  of  our  felves  we  publifh  them. 

Count.  What  does  this  knave  here  ?  get  you  gone,  firrah : 
the  complaints  I  have  heard  of  you,  I  do.  not  all  believe ;  'tis 
my  flownefs  that  I  do  not,  for  I  know  you  lack  not  folly  to  com- 
mit them,  and  have  ability  enough  to  make  fuch  knaveries  yours. 

Vol.  II,  B  b  b  Clo. 
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Clo.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  madam,  I  am  a  poor  fellow. 
Count.  Well,  Sir. 

Clo.  No,  madam,  'tis  not  fo  well  that  I  am  poor,  though  ma- 
ny of  the  rich  are  damn'd  \  but  if  I  have  your  ladyfhip's  good 
will  to  go  to  the  world,  hbel  the  woman  and  I  will  do  as  we 
may. 

Count.  Wilt  thou  needs  be  a  beggar  ? 
Clo.  I  do  beg  your  good  will  in  this  cafe. 
Count.  In  what  cafe  ? 

Clo.  In  Mel's  cafe  and  mine  own;  fervice  is  no  heritage, 
and  I  think  I  fhall  never  have  the  blefling  of  God,  'till  I  have 
iffue  o'  my  body ;  for  they  fay  beams  are  bleffings. 

Count.  Tell  me  the  reafon  why  thou  wilt  marry. 

Clo.  My  poor  body,  madam,  requires  it.  I  am  driven  on 
by  the  flefh,  and  he  muft  needs  go  that  the  devil  drives. 

Count.  Is  this  all  your  worfhip's  reafon? 

Clo.  Faith,  madam,  I  have  other  holy  reafons,  fuch  as  they 
are. 

Count.  May  the  world  know  them  ? 

Clo.  I  have  been,  madam,  a  wicked  creature,  as  you  and  all 
flefh  and  blood  are,  and  indeed  I  do  marry  that  I  may  repent. 

Count.  Thy  marriage  fooner  than  thy  wickednefs. 

Clo.  I  am  out  of  friends,  madam,  and  I  hope  to  have  friends 
for  my  wife's  fake. 

Count.  Such  friends  are  thine  enemies,  knave. 

Clo.  Y'are  fhallow,  madam,  in  great  friends  j  for  the  knaves 
eome  to  do  that  for  me  which  I  am  weary  of  -y  he  that  f  eres 
my  land,  fpares  my  team,  and  gives  me  leave  to  inne  the  crop  ; 
if  I  be  his  cuckold,  he's  my  drudge  -}  he  that  comforts  my  wife, 
is  the  cherifher  of  my  flefh  and  blood  he  that  cherifheth  my 
flefh  and  blood,  loves  my  flefh  and  blood ;  he  that  loves  my 
flefh  and  blood,  is  my  friend :  ergo,  he  that  kiffes  my  wife  is 
my  friend.     If  men  could  be  contented  t'o  be  what  they  are, 

there 
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there  were  no  fear  in  marriage ;  for  young  Charbon  the  puritan, 
and  old  Poyfam  the  papift,  howfbe'er  their  hearts  are  fever'd  in 
religion,  their  heads  are  both  one,  they  may  joul  horns  toge- 
ther like  any  deer  i'th'  herd. 

Count.  Wilt  thou  ever  be  a  foul-mouth'd  and  calumnious 
knave  ? 

Clo.  A  prophet,  I  madam,  and  I  fpeak  the  truth  the  next  way, 
For  I  the  ballad  will  repeat,  which  men  full  true  {hall  find, 
Your  marriage  comes  by  deftiny,  your  cuckow  fings  by  kind. 

Count.  Get  you  gone,  Sir,  I'll  talk  with  you  more  anon. 

Stew.  May  it  pleafe  you,  madam,  that  he  bid  Helen  come 
to  you,  of  her  I  am  to  fpeak. 

Count.  Sirrah,  tell  my  gentlewoman  I  would  fpeak  with  her, 
Helen  I  mean. 

Clo.  Was  this  fair  face  the  caufe,  quoth  {he, 
Why  the  Grecians  facked  Troy} 
Was  this  King  Priam's  joy  ? 
With  that  {he  fighed  as  {he  flood, 
And  gave  this  fentence  then ; 
Among  nine  bad  if  one  be  good, 
There's  yet  one  good  in  ten. 

Count.  What,  one  good  in  ten  ?  You  corrupt  the  fbng, 
firrah. 

Clo.  One  good  woman  in  ten,  madam,  which  is  a  purifying 
o'th'  fong:  would  God  would  ferve  the  world  fb  all  the  year, 
we'd  find  no  fault  with  the  tithe  woman  if  I  were  the  parfon ; 
one  in  ten,  quotha'!  an  we  might  have  a  good  woman  born 
but  every  blazing  flar,  or  at  an  earthquake,  'twould  mend  the 
lottery  well ;  a  man  may  draw  his  heart  out,  ere  he  pluck  one. 

Count.  You'll  be  gone,  Sir  knave,  and  do  as  I  command 
you. 

Clo.  That  man  that  mould  be  at  a  woman's  command,  and 
yet  no  hurt  done!  tho'  honefty  be  no  puritan,  yet  it  will  do 
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no  hurt  j  it  will  wear  the  furplis  of  humility  over  the  black 
gown  of  a  big  heart :  I  am  going,  forfooth,  the  bufinefs  is  for 
Helen  to  come  hither.  [Exit. 
Count.  Well  now. 

Stew.  I  know,  madam,  you  love  your  gentlewoman  intirely. 

Count.  Faith  I  do ;  her  father  bequeath'd  her  to  me ;  and 
me  herfelf,  without  other  advantages,  may  lawfully  make  title 
to  as  much  love  as  fhe  finds  -y  there  is  more  owing  her  than  is 
paid,  and  more  mall  be  paid  her  than  {he'll  demand. 

Stew.  Madam,  I  was  very  late  more  near  her  than  I  think 
fhe  wiuYd  me,-  alone  fhe  was,  and  did  communicate  to  her 
felf,  her  own  words  to  her  own  ears  fhe  thought,  I  dare  vow 
for  her,  they  touch'd  not  any  ftranger  fenfe.  Her  matter  was, 
fhe  lov'd  your  fon ;  Fortune,  (he  faid,  was  no  goddefs,  that  had 
put  fuch  difference  betwixt  their  two  eftates  -}  Love,  no  god, 
that  would  not  extend  his  might,  only  where  qualities  were  le- 
vel :  complain'd  againfl;  the  queen  of  virgins,  that  would  fuffer 
her  poor  Knight  to  be  furpriz'd  without  refcue  in  the  firffc  af- 
fault,  or  ranfom  afterward.  This  fhe  deliver'd  in  the  mod 
bitter  touch  of  fbrrow  that  e'er  I  heard  a  virgin  exclaim  in, 
which  I  held  it  my  duty  fpeedily  to  acquaint  you  withal  •>  fi- 
thence  in  the  lofs  that  may  happen,  it  concerns  you  fomething 
to  know  it. 

Count.  You  have  difcharg'd  this  honeftly,  keep  it  to  your 
felf ;  many  likelihoods  inform'd  me  of  this  before,  which  hung  fo 
tottering  in  theballance,  that  I  could  neither  believe  normifdoubt  : 
pray  you  leave  me,  flail  this  in  your  bofbm,  and  I  thank  you 
for  your  honeft  care ;  I  will  fpeak  with  you  further  anon. 

6  [Exit  Steward. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Helena. 

Count.  Ev'n  fo  it  was  with  me  when  I  was  young ; 
If  we  are  nature's,  thefe  are  ours :  this  thorn 
Doth  to  our  rofe  of  youth  rightly  belong, 

Our  blood  to  us,  this  to  our  blood  is  born ; 
It  is  the  (how  and  feal  of  nature's  truth, 
Where  love's  ftrong  paflion  is  impreft  in  youth  ; 
By  our  remembrances  of  days  foregone, 
Such  were  our  faults,  or  then  we  thought  them  none. 
Her  eye  is  fick  on't,  I  obferve  her  now. 

Hel.  What  is  your  pleafure,  madam  ? 

Count,  Helen,  you  know,  I  am  a  mother  to  you. 

Hel.  Mine  honourable  miftrefs. 

Count.  Nay,  a  mother  ,• 
Why  not  a  mother  ?  when  I  faid  a  mother, 
Methought  you  faw  a  fcrpent  ,•  what's  in  mother, 
That  you  (tart  at  it  ?  I  fay,  I'm  your  mother, 
And  put  you  in  the  catalogue  of  thofe 
That  were  enwombed  mine,-  'tis  often  feen 
Adoption  ftrives  with  nature,  and  choice  breeds 
A  native  flip  to  us  from  foreign  feeds. 
You  ne'er  oppreft  me  with  a  mother's  groan, 
Yet  I  exprefs  to  you  a  mother's  care  : 
God's  mercy,  maiden,  do's  it  curd  thy  blood, 
To  fay  1  am  thy  mother  ?  what's  the  matter, 
That  this  diftemper'd  meffenger  of  wet, 
The  many  colour'd  Iris  rounds  thine  eyes  ? 
WThy —  that  you  are  my  daughter  ? 

Hel.  That  I  am  not. 

Count,  I  fay  I  am  your  mother: 
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Hel.  Pardon,  madam. 
The  Count  Roujillon  cannot  be  my  brother  -y 
I  am  from  humble,  he  from  honour'd  name; 
No  note  upon  my  parents,  his  all  noble. 
My  mafter,  my  dear  lord  he  is,  and  I 
His  fervant  live,  and  will  his  vaflal  die  : 
He  mud  not  be  my  brother. 

Count.  Nor  I  your  mother  ? 

Hel.  You  are  my  mother,  madam  ,•  would  you  were 
(So  that  my  lord  your  fon  were  not  my  brother) 

Indeed  my  mother  or  were  you  both  our  mothers 

I  care  no  more  for,  than  I  do  for  heav'n, 

So  I  were  not  his  fitter y  can't  no  other  ? 

But  I  your  daughter,  he  mud  be  my  brother. 

Count.  Yes  Helen,  you  might  be  my  daughter-in-law 
God  fhield  you  mean  it  not,  daughter  and  mother 
So  ftrive  upon  your  pulfe;  what,  pale  again? 
My  fear  hath  catch'd  your  fondnefs.    Now  I  fee 
The  myft'ry  of  your  lovelinefs,  and  find 
Your  fait  tears  head  -y  now  to  all  fenfe  'tis  grofs, 
You  love  my  fon  y-  invention  is  afham'd 
Againft  the  proclamation  of  thy  paflion, 
To  fay  thou  dofl  not ;  therefore  tell  me  true, 
But  tell  me  then  'tis  fo.    For  look,  thy  cheeks 
Confefs  it  one  to  th' other,  and  thine  eyes 
See  it  fb  grofly  fhown  in  thy  behaviour, 
That  in  their  kind  they  fpeak  it :  only  fin 
And  hellifh  obftinacy  tie  thy  tongue, 
That  truth  mould  be  fufpecled ;  fpeak,  is't  fo  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  you've  wound  a  goodly  clew  : 
If  it  be  not,  forfwear't ;  howe'er  I  charge  thee, 
As  heav'n  fhall  work  in  me  for  thine  avail, 
To  tell  me  truly. 
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Hel.  Good  madam,  pardon  me. 

Count.  Do  you  love  my  fori  ? 

Hel.  Your  pardon,  noble  miftrefs. 

Count.  Love  you  my  Ton  ? 

Hel.  Do  not  you  love  him,  madam  ? 

Count.  Go  not  about;  my  love  hath  in't  a  bond, 
Whereof  the  world  takes  note:  come,  come,  difclofe. 
The  ftate  of  your  affection,  for  your  pallions 
Have  to  the  full  appeach'd. 

Hel.  Then  I  confefs 
Here  on  my  knee,  before  high  heav'ns  and  you, 
That  before  you,  and  next  unto  high  heav'n, 
I  love  your  fon  : 

My  friends  were  poor,  but  honeft  ,•  fo's  my  love ; 

Be  not  offended,  for  it  hurts  not  him 

That  he  is  lov'd  of  me ;  I  follow  him  not 

By  any  token  of  prefumptuous  fuit, 

Nor  would  I  have  him,  'till  I  do  deferve  him, 

Yet  never  know  how  that  ckfert  mould  be : 

I  know  I  love  in  vain,  ftrive  againft  hope,- 

Yet  in  this  captious*  and  intenible  five, 

I  ftill  pour  in  the  water  of  my  love, 

And  lack  not  to  lofe  ftill  j  thus  Indian  like, 

Religious  in  mine  error,  I  adore 

The  fun  that  looks  upon  his  wormipper, 

But  know  of  him  no  more.    My  deareft  madam, 

Let  not  your  hate  incounter  with  my  love, 

For  loving  where  you  do  $  but  if  your  felf, 

Whofe  aged  honour  cites  a  virtuous  youth, 

Did  ever  in  fo  true  a  flame  of  liking 

Wifh  chaftly,  and  love  dearly,  that  your  Dian 

Was  both  her  felf  and  love;  O  then  give  pity 

To  her  whofe  ftate  is  fuch,  that  cannot  chufe 
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But  lend  and  give  where  (he  is  fure  to  lofe  j 
That  feeks  not  to  find  that  which  fearch  implies, 
But  riddle  like,  lives  fweetly  where  {he  dies. 

Count.  Had  you  not  lately  an  intent,  fpeak  truly, 
To  go  to  Paris? 

Hel.  Madam,  I  had. 

Count.  Wherefore?  tell  true. 

Hel.  I  will  tell  truth,  by  grace  it  felf  I  fwear ; 
Ifou  know  my  father  left  me  fbme  prefcriptions 
Of  rare  and  prov'd  effects,  fuch  as  his  reading 
And  manifeft  experience  had  collected 
For  general  fov'reignty  ,•  and  that  he  wili'd  me 
In  heedfull'ft  refervation  to  beftow  them, 
As  notes,  whofe  faculties  inclufive  were, 
More  than  they  were  in  note  :  amongft  the  reft, 
There  is  a  remedy,  approv'd  fet  down, 
To  cure  the  defperate  languifhings,  whereof 
The  King  is  render'd  loft. 

Count.  This  was  your  motive  for  Paris,  was  it,  fpeak 

Hel.  My  lord  your  fon  made  me  to  thiak  of  this  ; 
Elfe  Paris,  and  the  medicine  and  the  King, 
Had  from  the  converfation  of  my  thoughts 
Haply  been  abfent  then. 

Count.  But  think  you,  Helen, 
If  you  fhould  tender  your  fuppofed  aid, 
He  would  receive  it  ?  he  and  his  phyfkians 
Are  of  a  mind  $  he,  that  they  cannot  help  him: 
They,  that  they  cannot  help.     How  mall  they  credk 
A  poor  unlearned  virgin,  when  the  fchools, 
Embowell'd  of  their  doctrine,  have  left  off 
The  danger  to  it  felf? 

Hel.  There's  fbmething  irrt 
More  than  my  father's  skill,  which  was  the  greafft 
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Of  his  profeflion,  that  his  good  receipt 

Shall  for  my  legacy  be  fanctified 

By  th'  luckiefl:  ftars  in  heav'n  ,•  and  would  your  honour 

But  give  me  leave  to  try  fuccefs,  I'd  venture 

The  well-loft  life  of  mine  on  his  grace's  cure, 

By  luch  a  day  and  hour. 

Count.  Do'ft  thou  believe't  ? 

Hel.  Ay,  madam,  knowingly. 

Count.  Why,  Helen,  thou  malt  have  my  leave  and  love. 
Means  and  attendants,  and  my  loving  greetings 
To  thofe  of  mine  in  court.    I'll  flay  at  home, 
And  pray  God's  blefling  into  thy  attempt : 
Be  gone  to-morrow,  and  be  fure  of  this, 

What  I  can  help  thee  to  thou  malt  not  mi(s.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   II.    SCENE  I. 

The  Court  of  France. 

Enter  the  King,  with  divers  young  Lords  taking  leave  for  the 
Florentine  war.  Bertram  and  Parolles.  Flourijh  Cornets. 

King. 

AREWEL,  young' lords :  thefe  warlike  prin- 
ciples 

Do  not  throw  from  you  ;  you,  my  lords,  fare- 
wel  j 

Share  the  advice  betwixt  you.     If  both  gain, 
The  gift  doth  ftretch  it  felf  as  'tis  receiv'd, 
And  is  enough  for  both. 

1  Lord.  'Ti<  our  hope,  Sir, 
Vol.  II.  C  c  c  After 
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After  well-enter'd  foldiers,  to  return 
And  find  your  Grace  in  health. 

King.  No,  no,  it  cannot  be  ,•  and  yet  my  heart 
Will  not  confefs  it  owns  the  malady 
That  doth  my  life  befiege ;  farewel,  young  lords, 
Whether  I  live  or  die,  be  you  the  fons 
Of  worthy  French  men    let  higher  Italy, 
(Thofe  bated  that  inherit  but  the  fall 
Of  the  laft  monarchy)  fee  that  you  come 
Not  to  woo  honour,  but  to  wed  it  when 
The  braveft  a  cpeftant  mrinks,  find  what  you  feek, 
That  fame  may  cry  you  loud :  I  fay,  farewel. 

2  Lord.  Health  at  your  bidding  ferve  your  majefty. 

Kmg.  Thofe  girls  of  Italy y  take  heed  of  them  j 
They  fay  our  French  lack  language  to  deny 
If  they  demand :  beware  of  being  captives 
Before  vou  ferve. 

Both.  Our  hearts  receive  your  warnings. 

Kmg.  Farewel.   Come  hither  to  me.     [To  Bert.]  [Exit, 

1  Lord.  Oh,  my  fweet  lord,  that  you  will  ftay  behind  us. 
Par.  3Tis  not  his  fault,  the  fpark  

2  Lord.  Oh  'tis  brave  wars. 

Far.  Mod  admirable    I  have  feen  thofe  wars. 

Ber.  I  am  commanded  here,  and  kept  a  coil  with 
Too  young,  and  the  next  year,  and  'tis  too  early. 

Par.  And  thy  mind —  ftand  to  it,  boy  j  fteal  away  bravely. 

Ber.  Shall  I  ftay  here  the  forehorfe  to  a  fmock, 
Creeking  my  flioes  on  the  plain  mafbnry, 
'Till  honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  fword  worn 
But  one  to  dance  with  ?  by  heav'n  I'll  fteal  away. 

1  Lord.  There's  honour  in  the  theft. 
Par.  Commit  it,  Count. 

2  Lord.  I  am  your  accelfary,  and  fo  farewel. 

Ber. 

a  quefilon, 
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Ber.  I  grow  to  you,  and  our  parting  is  a  tortur'd  body. 

1  Lord.  Farewel,  captain. 

2  Lord.  Sweet  Monfieur  Parolles. 

Par.  Noble  heroes,  my  fword  and  yours  are  kin ;  good  fparks 
and  luftrous.  A  word,  good  metals.  You  mall  find  in  the 
regiment  of  the  Spinii,  one  captain  Spurio  his  cicatrice,  with  aa 
emblem  of  war  here  on  his  finifter  cheek  ,•  it  was  this  very 
fword  entrench'd  it ,  fay  to  him,  I  live,  and  obferve  his  reports 
of  me. 

1  Lord.  We  (hall,  noble  captain. 

Par.  Mars  doat  on  you  for  his  novices ;  what  will  ye  do  ? 

Ber.  Stay ;  the  King   [Ex.  Lords. 

Par.  Ufe  a  more  fpacious  ceremony  to  the  noble  lords,  you 
have  reftrain'd  your  felf  within  the  lift  of  too  cold  an  adieu  ; 
be  more  exprefllve  to  them,  for  they  wear  themfelves  in  the 
cap  of  the  time,  there  do  mufter  true  gate,  eat,  fpeak,  and 
move  under  the  influence  of  the  moft  receiv'd  ftar  ,•  and  tho' 
the  devil  lead  the  meajfure,  fuch  are  to  be  follow'd :  after  them, 
and  take  a  more  dilated  farewel. 

Ber.  And  I  will  do  fo. 

Par.  Worthy  fellows,  and  like  to  prove  moft  finewy  fword- 
men.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  the  King  and  Lafeu. 

Laf.  Pardon,  my  lord,  for  me  and  for  my  tidings. 
King.  I'll  fee  thee  to  ftand  up. 

Laf.  Then  here's  a  man  ftands  that  hath  brought  his  pardon, 
I  would  you  had  kneel'd,  my  lord,  to  ask  me  mercy, 
And  that  at  my  bidding  you  could  fb  ftand  up. 

King.  I  would  I  had,  fo  I  had  broke  thy  pate, 

C  c  c  2  And 


388  All's  well  that  Ends  well 

And  ask'd  thee  mercy  for't. 

Laf  Goodfaith  acrofs :  but,  my  good  lord,  'tis  thus ; 
Will  you  be  cur'd  of  your  infirmity  ? 

King.  No. 

Laf.  O  will  you  eat  no  grapes,  my  royal  fox? 
Yes,  but  you  will,  my  noble  grapes,  and  if 
My  royal  fox  could  reach  them :  I  have  feen  a  med'cine 
That's  able  to  b  breathe  life  into  a  ftone, 
Quicken  a  rock,  and  make  you  dance  canary 
With  fprightly  fire  and  motion,  whofe  fimple  touch 
Is  powerful  to  raife  King  Pippen,  nay 
To  give  great  Charlemam  a  pen  in's  hand 
And  write  to  her  a  love-line. 

Kmg.  What  her  is  this  ? 

Laf.  Why  doctor  fhe:  my  lord,  there's  one  arriv'd, 
If  you  will  fee  her  :  now,  by  my  faith  and  honour, 
If  ferioufly  I  may  convey  my  thoughts 
In  this  my  light  deliverance,  I  have  fpoke 
With  one,  that  in  her  fex,  her  years,  profem*on, 
Wifdom  and  conftancy,  hath  amaz'd  me  more 
Than  I  dare  blame  my  weaknefs :  will  you  fee  her, 
For  that  is  her  demand,  and  know  her  bufinefs  ? 
That  done,  laugh  well  at  me. 

Kmg.  Now,  good  Lafeu^ 
Bring  in  the  admiration,  that  we  with  thee 
May  fpend  our  wonder  too,  or  take  off  thine, 
By  wondring  how  thou  took'ft  it. 

Laf.  Nay,  I'll  fit  you, 
And  not  be  all  day  neither. 

Kmg.  Thus  he  his  fpecial  nothing  ever  prologues. 

Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways.  [Br'mgmg  m  Helena. 

Kmg.  This  hafte  hath  wings  indeed. 

Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways, 

This 
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This  is  his  majefty,  fay  your  mind  to  him  ; 
A  traitor  you  do  look  like,  but  fuch  traitors 
His  majefty  feldom  fears ;  I'm  Crejfid's  uncle 
That  dare  leave  two  together    fare  you  well, 

SCENE  III. 

King,  Now,  fair  one,  do's  your  bufinefs  follow  us? 

Hel.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 
Gerard  de  Narbon  was  my  father, 
In  what  he  did  profefs,  well  found, 

Ktng.  I  knew  him. 

Hel.  The  rather  will  I  fpare  my  praifes  tow'rds  him, 
Knowing  him  is  enough :  on's  bed  of  death 
Many  receipts  he  gave  me,  chiefly  one, 
Which  as  the  deareft  iffue  of  his  practice, 
And  of  his  old  experience,  th'  only  darling, 
He  bade  me  ftore  up,  as  a  triple  eye, 
Safer  than  mine  own  two :  more  dear  I  have  fo  j 
And  hearing  your  high  majefty  is  touch'd 
With  that  malignant  caufe,  wherein  the  honour 
Of  my  dear  father's  gift  ftands  chief  in  power, 
I  come  to  tender  it,  and  my  appliance, 
With  all  bound  humblenefs. 

Ring.  We  thank  you,  maiden  ; 
But  may  not  be  fb  credulous  of  cure, 
When  our  mod  learned  doctors  leave  us,  and 
The  congregated  college  have  concluded, 
That  labouring  art  can  never  ranfome  nature 
From  her  unaidable  eftate:  we  muft  not 
So  ftain  our  judgment,  or  corrupt  our  hope, 
To  proftitute  our  paft-cure  malady 
To  empericks,  or  to  diffever  fo 

Our 
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Our  great  felf  and  our  credit,  to  efteem 

A  fenfelefs  help,  when  help  pail:  fenfe  we  deem. 

Hel.  My  duty  then  {hall  pay  me  for  my  pains,- 
I  will  no  more  enforce  my  office  on  you, 
Humbly  intreating  from  your  royal  thoughts 
A  modeft  one  to  bear  me  back  again. 

King,  I  cannot  give  thee  left,  to  be  call'd  grateful  .$ 
Thou  thought'ft  to  help  me,  and  fuch  thanks  I  give, 
As  one  near  death  to  thofe  that  wifli  him  live- 
But  what  at  full  I  know,  thou  know'ft  no  part, 
I  knowing  all  my  peril,  thou  no  art. 

HeL  What  I  can  do,  can  do  no  hurt  to  try, 
Since  you  fet  up  your  reft  'gainft  remedy : 
He  that  of  greateft  works  is  finirtier, 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weakeft  minifter : 
So  holy  writ,  in  babes  hath  judgment  mown, 
When  judges  have  been  babes ;  great  floods  have  flown 
From  Ample  fburces  ,•  and  great  feas  have  dry'd, 
When  miracles  have  by  th'  great'ft  been  deny'd. 
Oft  expectation  fails,  and  moft  oft  there 
Where  moft  it  promifes:  and  oft  it  hits 
Where  hope  is  coldeft,  and  defpair  moft  fits. 

King.  I  muft  not  hear  thee ;  fare  thee  well,  kind  maid, 
Thy  pains  not  us'd,  muft  by  thy  felf  be  paid. 
Proffers  not  took,  reap  thanks  for  their  reward. 

Hel.  Infpired  merit  Co  by  breath  is  bar'd  : 
It  is  not  fo  with  him  that  all  things  knows 
As  'tis  with  us  that  fquare  our  guefs  by  mows : 
But  moft  it  is  prefumption  in  us,  when 
The  help  of  heav'n  we  count  the  act  of  men. 
Dear  Sir,  to  my  endeavours  give  confent, 
Of  heav'n,  not  me,  make  an  experiment, 
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I  am  not  an  impoftor  that  proclaim 

My  felf  againft  the  level  of  mine  aim, 

But  know  I  think,  and  think  I  know  raoft  fure, 

My  art  is  not  pad  power,  nor  you  pad  cure. 

King.  Art  thou  fo  confident  ?  within  what  fpace 
Hop'ft  thou  my  cure  ? 

He/.  The  Greateft  lending  grace, 
Ere  twice  the  horfes  of  the  fun  (hall  bring 
Their  fiery  torcher  his  diurnal  ring. 
Ere  twice  in  murk  and  occidental  damp 
Moift  Hefperus  hath  quench'd  his  fleepy  lamp ; 
Or  four  and  twenty  times  the  pilot's  glafs 
Hath  told  the  thievifh  minutes  how  they  pafs, 
What  is  infirm  from  your  found  parts  (hall  fly, 
Health  (hall  live  free,  and  ficknefs  freely  die. 

King.  Upon  thy  certainty  and  confidence, 
What  dar'ft  thou  venture? 

Hel.  Tax  of  impudence, 
A  (trumpet's  boldnefs,  a  divulged  (hame 
Traduc'd  by  odious  ballads :  my  maiden's  name 
Sear'd  otherwife,  no  worfe  of  worft  extended, 
With  vileft  torture  let  my  life  be  ended. 

King.  Methinks  in  thee  fome  blefTed  Ipirit  doth 
His  powerful  found,  within  an  organ  weak  ; 
And  what  impofTibility  would  flay 
In  common  fenfe,  fenfe  faves  another  way. 
Thy  life  is  dear,  for  all  that  life  can  rate 
Worth  name  of  life,  in  thee  hath  eftimate : 
Youth,  beauty,  wifdom,  courage,  all 
That  happinefs  and  prime  can  happy  call  5 
Thou  this  to  hazard,  needs  muft  intimate 
Skill  infinite,  or  monftrous  defperate„ 
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Sweet  pra&ifer,  thy  phyfick  I  will  try, 
That  rainifters  thine  own  death  if  I  die. 

Hel.  If  I  break  time,  or  flinch  in  property 
Of  what  I  fpoke,  unpitied  let  me  die, 
And  well  deferv'd :  not  helping,  death's  my  fee  j 
But  if  I  help,  what  do  you  promife  me  ? 

King.  Make  thy  demand. 

Hel.  But  will  you  make  it  even  ? 

King.  Ay,  by  my  fcepter,  and  my  hopes  of  help. 

Hel.  Then  {halt  thou  give  me,  with  thy  kingly  hand, 
What  husband  in  thy  power  I  will  command. 
Exempted  be  from  me  the  arrogance 
To  chufe  from  forth  the  royal  blood  of  France, 
My  low  and  humble  name  to  propagate 
With  any  branch  or  image  of  thy  ftate: 
But  fuch  a  one  thy  vaffal,  whom  I  know 
Is  free  for  me  to  ask,  thee  to  beftow. 

King.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  premifes  obferv'd, 
Thy  will  by  my  performance  {hall  be  ferv'd : 
To  make  the  choice  of  thine  own  time,  for  I, 
Thy  refolv'd  patient,  on  thee  ftill  rely. 
More  mould  I  queftion  thee,  and  more  I  mud, 
Tho'  mere  to  know  could  not  be  more  to  truft: 
Prom  whence  thou  cam'ft,  how  tended  on,  but  reft 
Unqueftion'd  welcome,  and  undoubted  bleft. 
Give  me  fome  help  here  hoa!  if  thou  proceed 
As  high  as  word,  my  deed  mall  match  thy  deed.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 

ROUSILLON. 

Enter  Countefs  and  Clown. 

Count. O  ME  on,  Sir,  I  {hall  now  put  you  to  the  height  of 
v_>   your  breeding. 

Clown.  I  will  {hew  my  felf  highly  fed,  and  lowly  taught ;  I 
know  my  bufinefs  is  but  to  the  court. 

Count.  To  the  court  ?  why  what  place  make  you  fpecial,  when 
you  put  off  that  with  fuch  contempt?  but  to  the  court! 

Clo.  Truly,  madam,  if  God  have  lent  a  man  any  manners 
he  may  eafily  put  it  off  at  court :  he  that  cannot  make  a  leg, 
put  off's  cap,  kifs  his  hand,  and  fay  nothing,  has  neither  leg, 
hands,  lip,  nor  cap ;  and  indeed  fuch  a  fellow,  to  fay  precifely, 
were  not  for  the  court,  but  for  me:  I  have  an  anfwer  will 
ferve  all  men. 

Count.  Marry  that's  a  bountiful  anfwer  that  fits  all  queftions. 

Clo.  It  is  like  a  barber's  chair,  that  fits  all  buttocks  •>  the  pin 
buttock,  the  quatch  buttock,  the  brawn  buttock,  or  any  but- 
tock. 

Count.  Will  your  anfwer  ferve  fit  to  all  queftions? 

Clo.  As  fit  as  ten  groats  is  for  the  hand  of  an  attorney,  as 
your  French  crown  for  your  taffaty  punk,  as  Tib\  rufh  for  Tom's 
fore-finger,  as  a  pancake  for  Shrove-Tuefday,  a  morris  for  May- 
day,  as  the  nail  to  his  hole,  the  cuckold  to  his  horn,  as  a  fcold- 
ing  quean  to  a  wrangling  knave,  as  the  nun's  lip  to  the  friar's 
mouth,  nay,  as  the  pudding  to  his  skin. 

Count.  Have  you,  I  fay,  an  anfwer  of  fuch  fitnefs  for  all 
queftions  ? 

Clo.  From  below  your  Duke,  to  beneath  your  conftable,  it 
will  fit  any  queftion. 

V  o  l.  II.  D  d  d  Count. 
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Count.  It  muft  be  an  anfwer  of  mod  monftrous  fize  that  mud 
fit  all  demands. 

Clo.  But  a  trifle  neither  in  good  faith,  if  the  learned  mould 
fpeak  truth  of  it :  here  it  is,  and  all  that  belongs  to't.  Ask  me 
if  I  am  a  courtier,  it  mall  do  you  no  harm  to  learn. 

Count.  To  be  young  again,  if  we  could  :  I  will  be  a  fool  in 
queftion,  hoping  to  be  the  wifer  by  your  anfwer.  I  pray  you, 
Sir,  are  you  a  courtier  ? 

Clo.  O  lord,  Sir— —  there's  a  (imple  putting  off:  more,  more, 
a  hundred  of  them. 

Count.  Sir,  I  am  a  poor  friend  of  yours,  that  loves  you. 

Clo.  O  lord,  Sir —  thick,  thick,  fpare  not  me. 

Count.  I  think,  Sir,  you  can  eat  none  of  this  homely  meat. 

Clo.  O  lord,  Sir — nay  put  me  to't,  I  warrant  you. 

Count.  You  were  lately  whip'd,  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clo.  O  lord,  Sir  fpare  not  me. 

Count.  Do  you  cry,  O  lord,  Sir,  at  your  whipping,  and/pare 
not  me  ?  indeed,  your  O  lord,  Sir,  is  very  fequent  to  your 
whipping :  you  would  anfwer  very  well  to  a  whipping  if  you 
were  but  bound  to't. 

Clo.  I  ne'er  had  worfe  luck  in  my  life,  in  my  O  lord  Sir ;  I 
fee  things  may  ferve  long,  and  not  ferve  ever. 

Count.  I  play  the  noble  hufwife  with  the  time  to  entertain 
it  fo  merrily  with  a  fool. 

Clo.  O  lord,  Sir  why  there't  ferves  well  again. 

Count.  An  end,  Sir;  to  your  bufinefs:  give  Helen  this, 
And  urge  her  to  a  prefent  anfwer  back. 
Commend  me  to  my  kinfmen,  and  my  fon  : 
This  is  not  much. 

Clo.  Not  much  commendation  to  them,. 

Count.  Not  much  imployment  for  you,  you  underftand  me. 

Clo.  Mod  fruitfully,  I  am  there  before  my  legs. 

Count.  Hafte  you  again.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  V. 

The  Court  of  France. 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu,  and  Parolles. 

Laf.y  I  "* HE Y  fay  miracles  are  paft,  and  we  have  our  philo- 
JL  fophical  perfbns  to  make  modern  and  familiar  things 
fupernatural  and  caufelefs.  Hence  is  it,  that  we  make  trifles  of 
terrors,  enfconfing  our  felves  into  feeming  knowledge,  when 
we  mould  fubmit  our  felves  to  an  unknown  fear. 

Par.  Why  'tis  the  rareft  argument  of  wonder  that  hath  (hot 
out  in  our  later  times. 

Ber.  And  fo  'tis. 

Laf.  To  be  relinquifh'd  of  the  artifts. 

Par.  So  I  fay,  both  of  Galen  and  Paracelfus. 

Laf.  Of  all  the  learned  and  authentick  fellows. 

Par.  Right,  (6  I  fay. 

Laf  That  gave  him  out  incurable. 

Par.  Why  there  'tis,  fo  fay  I  too. 

Laf.  Not  to  be  help'd. 

Par.  Right,  as  'twere  a  man  affur'd  of  an  

Laf.  Uncertain  life  ,•  and  fure  death. 

Par.  Juft,  you  fay  well :  fo  would  I  have  faid. 

Laf.  I  may  truly  fay,  it  is  a  novelty  to  the  world. 

Par.  It  is  indeed,  if  you  will  have  it  in  mewing,  you  {hall 

read  it  in  what  do  you  call  there  

Laf  A  fhewing  of  a  heav'nly  erTecl:  in  an  earthly  actor. 

Par.  That's  it,  I  would  have  faid  the  very  fame. 

Laf.  Why  your  dolphin  is  not  luftier  :  for  me,  I  fpeak  in 

Par.  Nay,  'tis  ftrange,  'tis  very  ftrange,  that  is  the  brief 
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and  the  tedious  of  it,  and  he's  of  a  mod  facinerious  fpirit,  that 
will  not  acknowledge  it  to  be  the  

Laf.  Very  hand  of  heav'n. 

Par.  Ay,  fo  I  fay. 

Laf.  In  a  mod  weak  

Par.  And  debile  minifter,  great  power,  great  tranfcendence, 
which  mould  indeed  give  us  a  further  ufe  to  be  made  than  only 
the  recov'ry  of  the  King,  as  to  be  

Laf.  Generally  thankful. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  King,  Helena,  and  attendants. 

Par.  I  would  have  faid  it,  you  faid  well:  here  comes  the 
King. 

Laf.  Luftick,  as  the  Dutchman  fays :  I'll  like  a  maid  the 
better  while  I  have  a  tooth  in  my  head :  why  he's  able  to  lead 
her  a  corranto. 

Par.  Mort  du  Vtnatgre,  is  not  this  Helen? 

Laf.  'Fore  God  I  think  fo. 

King.  Go  call  before  me  all  the  lords  in  court. 
Sit,  my  preferver,  by  thy  patient's  fide, 
And  with  this  healthful  hand,  whofe  banifli'd  fenfe 
Thou  haft  repeal'd,  a  fecond  time  receive 
The  confirmation  of  my  promis'd  gift, 
Which  but  attends  thy  naming. 

Enter  three  or  four  Lords. 
Fair  maid,  fend  forth  thine  eye ;  this  youthful  parcel 
Of  noble  batchelors  ftand  at  my  beftowing, 
O'er  whom  both  fov'reign  power  and  father's  voice 
I  have  to  ufe  ->  thy  frank  election  make, 
Thou  haft  power  to  chufe,  and  they  none  to  forfake. 

Hel.  To  each  of  you,  one  fair  and  virtuous  miftrefs 

Fall, 


AIVs  well  that  Ends  well.  397 

Fall,  when  love  pleafe  :  marry,  to  each  but  one. 

Laf.  I'd  give  bay  curtal  and  his  furniture, 
My  mouth  no  more  were  broken  than  thefe  boys, 
And  writ  as  little  beard. 

King.  Perufe  them  well : 
Not  one  of  thofe,  but  had  a  nobh  father. 

[She  addreffes  her  felf  to  a  lord. 

Hel.  Gentlemen,  heav'n  hath,  through  me,  reftor'd  the  King 
to  health. 

All.  We  underftand  it,  and  thank  heav'n  for  you. 

Hel.  I  am  a  fimple  maid,  and  therein  wealthiehY, 

That  I  proteft  I  Amply  am  a  maid  

Pleafe  it  your  majefty,  I  have  done  already  ; 
The  blumes  in  my  cheeks  thus  whifper  me, 
We  blufh  that  thou  fhould'ft  chufe  j  but  be  refus'd,- 
Let  the  white  death  fit  on  thy  cheek  for  ever, 
We'll  ne'er  come  there  again. 

King.  Make  choice  and  fee, 
Who  (huns  thy  love  fhuns  all  his  love  in  me. 

Hel.  Now  Dian  from  thy  altar  do  I  fly, 
And  to  c imperial  Lovey  that  God  mod  high, 
Do  my  fighs  ftream :  Sir,  will  you  hear  my  fuit  ? 

1  Lord.  And  grant  it. 

Hel.  Thanks,  Sir ;  all  the  reft  are  mute. 
Laf.  I  had  rather  be  in  this  choice,  than  throw  Ames-ace 
for  my  life. 

Hel.  The  honour,  Sir,  that  flames  in  your  fair  eyes, 
Before  I  fpeak,  too  threatningly  replies  : 
Love  make  your  fortunes  twenty  times  above 
Her  that  Co  wi(hes,  and  her  humble  love. 

2  Lord.  No  better,  if  you  pleafe. 
Hel.  My  wifh  receive, 

Which  great  Love  grant,  and  fo  1  take  my  leave, 

Laf. 
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Laf  Do  all  they  deny  her?  if  they  were  Tons  of  mine,  I'd 
have  them  whip'd,  or  I  would  fend  them  to  the  Turk  to  make 
eunuchs  of. 

Hel.  Be  not  afraid  that  I  your  hand  mould  take, 
I'll  never  do  you  wrong  for  your  own  fake: 
BleiTmg  upon  your  vows,  and  in  your  bed 
Find  fairer  fortune,  if  you  ever  wed. 

Laf  Thefe  boys  are  boys  of  ice,  they'll  none  of  her :  fure 
they  are  baftards  to  the  Engli/h,  the  French  ne'er  got  'em. 

Hel.  You  are  too  young,  too  happy,  and  too  good 
To  make  your  felf  a  fon  out  of  my  blood. 

4  Lord.  Fair  one,  I  think  not  fb. 

Laf.  There's  one  grape  yet,  I  am  fure  my  father  drunk 
wine  j  but  if  thou  be'ft  not  an  a(s,  I  am  a  youth  of  fourteen : 
I  have  known  thee  already. 

Hel.  I  dare  not  fay  I  take  you,  but  I  give 
Me  and  my  fervice,  ever  whilft  I  live, 

Into  your  guiding  power :  this  is  the  man.  [To  Bertram. 

King.  Why  then  young  Bertram  take  her,  fhe's  thy  wife. 

Ber.  My  wife,  my  liege  ?  I  fhall  befeech  your  highnefs 
In  fuch  a  bufinefs,  give  me  leave  to  ufe 
The  help  of  mine  own  eyes. 

King.  Know'ft  thou  not,  Bertram, 
What  lhe  hath  done  for  me  ? 

Ber.  Yes,  my  good  lord, 
But  never  hope  to  know  why  I  mould  marry  her. 

Kmg.  Thou  know'ft  (he  rais'd  me  from  my  fickly  bed. 

Ber.  But  follows  it,  my  lord,  to  bring  me  down 
Muft  anfwer  for  your  raifmg  ?  I  know  her  well : 
She  had  her  breeding  at  my  father's  charge : 
A  poor  phyfician's  daughter  my  wife!  difdain 
Rather  corrupt  me  ever. 

Ktng.  'Tis  only  title  thou  difdain'ft  in  her,  the  which 
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I  can  build  up  :  ftrange  is  it  that  our  bloods 

Of  colour,  weight,  and  heat,  pour'd  all  together, 

Would  cpite  confound  diftin&ion  ;  yet  (land  off 

In  differences  fo  mighty.    If  me  be 

All  that  is  virtuous,  (lave  what  thou  diflik'ft, ) 

A  poor  phyfician's  daughter,  thou  diflik'ft 

Of  virtue  for  the  name :  but  do  not  fo. 

From  loweft  place,  whence  virtuous  things  proceed, 

The  place  is  dignify'd  by  th'  doer's  deed. 

Where  great  addition  fwells,  and  virtue  none, 

It  is  a  dropfied  honour  ■>  good  alone, 

Is  good  without  a  name.    Vilenefs  is  Co: 

The  property  by  what  it  is  mould  go, 

Not  by  the  title.    She  is  young,  wife,  fair, 

In  thefe,  to  nature  {he's  immediate  heir,- 

And  thefe  breed  honour :  that  is  honour's  fcorn, 

Which  challenges  it  felf  as  honour's  born, 

And  is  not  like  the  fire.     Honours  beft  thrive, 

When  rather  from  our  acts  we  them  derive 

Than  our  fore-goers :  the  meer  Word's  a  Have 

Debaucht  on  every  tomb,  on  every  grave  $ 

A  lying  trophy,  and  as  oft  is  dumb, 

Where  duft  and  damn'd  oblivion  is  the  tomb. 

Of  honour'd  bones  indeed,  what  mould  be  faid? 

If  thou  canft  like  this  creature  as  a  maid, 

I  can  create  the  reft :  virtue  and  (he, 

Is  her  own  dow'r    honour  and  wealth  from  me. 

Ber.  I  cannot  love  her,  nor  will  ftrive  to  do'r. 

King.  Thou  wrong'ft  thy  felf,  if  thou  fhould'ft  ftrive  to  cbufe. 

He/.  That  you  are  well  reftor'd,  my  Lord,  I'm  glad  : 
Let  the  reft  go. 

King.  My  honour's  at  the  ftake,  which  to  defeat 
I  muft  produce  my  power.     Here,  take  her  hand, 
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Proud  fcornful  boy,  unworthy  this  good  gift, 

That  doit  in  vile  mifprifion  {hackle  up 

My  love,  and  her  defert;  that  canft  not  dream, 

We  poizing  us  in  her  defective  fcale, 

Shall  weigh  thee  to  the  beam  ■>  that  wilt  not  know, 

It  is  in  us  to  plant  thine  honour  where 

We  pleafe  to  have  it  grow.     Check  thy  contempt: 

Obey  our  will,  which  travels  in  thy  good, 

Believe  not  thy  difdain,  but  prefently 

Do  thine  own  fortunes  that  obedient  ri^ht 

Which  both  thy  duty  owes,  and  our  power  claims : 

Or  I  will  throw  thee  from  mv  care  for  ever 

Into  the  (taggers  and  the  carelefs  lapfe 

Of  youth  and  ignorance ;  my  revenge  and  hate 

Let  loofe  upon  thee  in  the  name  of  juftice, 

Without  all  terms  of  pity.     Speak  thine  anfwer. 

Ber.  Pardon,  my  gracious  lord  j  for  I  fubmit 
My  fancy  to  your  eyes.     When  I  confider 
What  great  creation,  and  what  dole  of  honour 
Flies  where  you  bid :  I  find  that  (he  which  late 
Was  in  my  nobler  thoughts  mod  bafe,  is  now 
The  praifed  of  the  King;  who  fo  ennobled, 
Is  as  'twere  born  fo. 

King.  Take  her  by  the  hand, 
And  tell  her  fhe  is  thine:  to  whom  I  promife 
A  counterpoize,-  if  not  in  thy  eftate, 
A  ballance  more  repleat. 

Ber.  I  take  her  hand. 

King.  Good  fortune,  and  the  favour  of  the  King 
Smile  upon  the  contract    whofe  ceremony 
Shall  feem  expedient  on  the  now-born  brief, 
And  be  perform'd  to-night;  the  folemn  feafl 
Shall  more  attend  upon  the  coming  fpace, 

Expecting 
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Expecting  abfent  friends.     As  thou  lov'ft  her, 

Thy  love's  to  me  religious ;  elfe  does  err.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  VII. 

Manent  Parolles  and  Lafeu. 

Laf  Do  you  hear,  Monfieur  ?  a  word  with  you. 
Par.  Your  pleafure,  Sir. 

Laf.  Your  lord  and  matter  did  well  to  make  his  recanta- 
tion. 

Par.  Recantation  ?  my  lord  ?  my  mafter  ? 

Laf.  Ay,  is  it  not  a  language  I  fpeak? 

Par.  A  moft  harm  one,  and  not  to  be  underftood  without 
bloody  (ucceeding.     My  mafter? 

Laf  Are  you  companion  to  the  count  Roufdlon  ? 

Par.  To  any  count  •  to  all  counts  ,•  to  what  is  man. 

Laf  To  what  is  count's  man ;  count's  mafter  is  of  another 
ftile. 

Par.  You  are  too  old,  Sir let  it  fatisfie  you,  you  are  too 
old. 

Laf  I  muft  tell  thee,  firrah,  I  write  man  ,•  to  which  title 
age  cannot  bring  thee. 

Par.  What  I  dare  too  well  do,  I  dare  not  do. 

Laf  I  did  think  thee  for  two  ordinaries  to  be  a  pretty  wife 
fellow ;  thou  didft  make  tolerable  vent  of  thy  travel,  it  might 
pafs yet  the  fcarfs  and  the  bannerets  about  thee  did  manifold- 
ly diffuade  me  from  believing  thee  a  veffel  of  too  great  a  bur- 
then. I  have  now  found  thee;  when  I  lole  thee  again,  I  care 
not:  yet  art  thou  good  for  nothing  but  taking  up,  and  that 
thou'rt  fcarce  worth. 

Par.  Hadft  thou  not  the  privilege  of  antiquity  upon  thee — - 

Laf.  Do  not  plunge  thy  felf  too  far  in. anger,  left  thou  ha- 
ften  thy  tryal  ,•  which  is,  Lord  have  mercy  on  thee  for  a  hen ; 
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fo,  my  good  window  of  lattice,  fare  thee  well,  thy  cafement  I 
need  not  open,  I  look  through  thee.    Give  me  thy  hand. 

Par.  My  lord,  you  give  me  mod  egregious  indignity. 

Laf.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart,  and  thou  art  worthy  of  it. 

Par.  I  have  not,  my  lord,  deferv'd  it. 

Laf.  Yes,  good  faith,  ev'ry  dram  of  it  •>  and  I  will  not  bate 
thee  a  fcruple. 

Par.  Well,  I  mall  be  wifer  

Laf.  Ev'n  as  foon  as  thou  canft,  for  thou  haft  to  pull  at  a 
fmack  o'th'  contrary.  If  ever  thou  beeft  bound  in  thy  fcarf  and 
beaten,  thou  malt  find  what  it  is  to  be  proud  of  thy  bondage. 
I  have  a  defire  to  hold  my  acquaintance  with  thee,  or  rather 
my  knowledge,  that  I  may  fay  in  the  default,  he  is  a  man  I 
know. 

Par.  My  lord,  you  do  me  moft  infupportable  vexation. 

Laf  I  would  it  were  hell  pains  for  thy  fake,  and  my  poor 
doing  eternal :  for  doing  I  am  paft,  as  I  will  by  thee,  in  what 
motion  age  will  give  me  leave.  [Exit. 

Par.  Well,  thou  haft  a  fon  mail  take  this  difgrace  off  me; 
fcurvy,  old,  filthy,  fcurvy  lord :  well,  I  muft  be  patient,  there 
is  no  fettering  of  authority.  I'll  beat  him,  by  my  life,  if  I  can 
meet  him  with  any  convenience,  an  he  were  double  and  dou- 
ble a  lord.  I'll  have  no  more  pity  of  his  age  than  I  would 
have  of- — I'll  beat  him,  an  if  I  could  but  meet  him  again. 

Enter  Lafeu. 

Laf  Sirrah,  your  lord  and  mafter's  married,  there's  news 
for  you :  you  have  a  new  miftrefs. 

Par.  I  moft  unfeignedly  befeech  your  lordfhip  to  make  fome 
refervation  of  your  wrongs.  He,  my  good  lord,  whom  I  ferve 
above  is  my  mafter. 

Laf  Who?  God? 

Par, 
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Par.  Ay,  Sir. 

Laf.  The  devil  it  is,  that's  thy  mafter.  Why  dod.  thou  gar- 
ter up  thy  arms  o'  this  fafhion  ?  doft  make  hofe  of  thy  fleeves  ? 
do  other  fervants  fo?  thou  wert  beft  fet  thy  lower  part  where 
thy  nofe  ftands.  By  mine  honour,  if  I  were  but  two  hours  young- 
er, I'd  beat  thee  :  methinks  thou  art  a  general  offence,  and  eve- 
ry man  {hould  beat  thee.  I  think  thou  waft  created  for  men  to 
breathe  themfelves  upon  thee. 

Par.  This  is  hard  and  undeferved  meafure,  my  lord. 

Laf.  Go  to,  Sir,-  you  were  beaten  in  Italy  for  picking  a 
kernel  out  of  a  pomegranat ;  you  are  a  vagabond,  and  no  true 
traveller :  you  are  more  fawcy  with  lords  and  honourable  perfo- 
nages,  than  the  commiflion  of  your  birth  and  virtue  gives  you 
heraldry.  You  are  not  worth  another  word,  elfe  I'd  call  you 
knave.     I  leave  you.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Bertram. 

Par.  Good,  very  good,  it  is  fo  then.  Good,  very  good, 
let  it  be  conceal'd  a  while. 

Ber.  Undone,  and  forfeited  to  cares  for  ever! 

Par.  What  is  the  matter,  fweet  heart? 

Ber.  Although  before  the  folemn  prieft  I've  fworn  $ 
I  will  not  bed  her. 

Par.  What?  what,  fweet  heart? 

Ber.  O  my  Parolks,  they  have  married  me: 
I'll  to  the  Tufcan  wars,  and  never  bed  her. 

Par.  France  is  a  dog  hole,  and  it  no  more  merits  the  tread 
of  a  man's  foot :  to  th'  wars. 

Ber.  There's  letters  from  my  mother;  what  th'  import  is,  I 
know  not  yet. 
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Par.  Ay,  that  would  be  known :  to  thJ  wars  my  boy,  to 
th'  wars. 

He  wears  his  honour  in  a  box  unfeen, 
That  hugs  his  kickfy  wickfy  here  at  home, 
Spending  his  manly  marrow  in  her  arms, 
Which  mould  fuftain  the  bound  and  high  curvet 
Of  Mars's  fiery  fteed:  to  other  regions 
France  is  a  ftable,  we  that  dwell  in't  jades, 
Therefore  to  th1  war. 

Ber.  It  mail  be  fo,  I'll  fend  her  to  my  houfe, 
Acquaint  my  mother  with  my  hate  to  her, 
And  wherefore  I  am  fled ;  write  to  the  King 
That  which  I  durft  not  fpeak.    His  prefent  gift 
Shall  furnim  me  to  thofe  Italian  fields 
Where  noble  fellows  ftrike.     War  is  no  ftrife 
To  the  dark  houfe,  and  the  detefted  wife. 

Par.  Will  this  capricio  hold  in  thee,  art  fure.-* 

Ber.  Go  with  me  to  my  chamber,  and  advife  me. 
I'll  fend  her  ftraight  away :  to-morrow 
I'll  to  the  wars,  me  to  her  fingle  fbrrow. 

Par.  Why  thefe  balls  bound,  there's  noife  in  it.     5Tis  hard 
A  young  man  married,  is  a  man  that's  marr'd : 
Therefore  away,  and  leave  her  bravely  go, 
The  King  has  done  you  wrong  :  but  hulli,  'tis  fo.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Helena  and  Clown. 

Mel.  My  mother  greets  me  kindly,  is  me  well? 

Go.  She  is  not  well,  but  yet  me  has  her  health,-  (he's  very 
merry,  but  yet  me  is  not  well :  but  thanks  be  given  (he's  ve- 
ry well,  and  wants  nothing  i'th'  world ;  but  yet  {he  is  not 
well. 

Hel 
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Hel.  If  {he  be  very  well,  what  does  {he  ail,  that  (he's  not 
very  well? 

Clo.  Truly  fhe's  very  well,  indeed,  but  for  two  things. 
Hel.  What  two  things  ? 

Clo.  One,  that  {he  is  not  in  heav'n,  whither  God  fend  her 
quickly  $  the  other,  that  {he's  in  earth,  whence  God  fend  her 
quickly. 

Enter  Parolles. 
Par.  Blefs  you,  my  fortunate  lady. 

Hel.  I  hope,  Sir,  I  have  your  good  will  to  have  mine  own 
good  fortune. 

Par.  You  had  my  prayers  to  lead  them  on,-  and  to  keep 
them  on,  have  them  ftill.  O  my  knave,  how  does  my  old 
lady  ? 

Clo.  So  that  you  had  her  wrinkles  and  I  her  mony,  I  would 
{he  did  as  you  fay. 

Par.  Why  I  fay  nothing. 

Clo.  Marry  you  are  the  wiler  man ;  for  many  a  man's  tongue 
{hakes  out  his  mailer's  undoing :  to  fay  nothing,  to  do  no- 
thing, to  know  nothing,  and  to  have  nothing,  is  to  be  a  great 
part  of  your  title,  which  is  within  a  very  little  of  nothing. 

Par.  Away,  thou'rt  a  knave. 

Clo.  You  mould  have  faid,  Sir,  before  a  knave,  th'art  a 
knave ;  that's  before  me  th'art  a  knave :  this  had  been  truth,  Sir. 

Par.  Go  to,  thou  art  a  witty  fool,  I  have  found  thee. 

Clo.  Did  you  find  me  in  your  felf,  Sir  ?  or  were  you  taught 
to  find  me?  the  fearch,  Sir,  was  profitable,  and  much  fool 
may  you  find  in  you,  even  to  the  world's  pleafure,  and  the 
encreafe  of  laughter. 

Par.  A  good  knave  i' faith,  and  well  fed. 
Madam,  my  lord  will  go  away  to-night, 
A  very  ferious  bufmefs  calls  on  him. 
The  great  prerogative  and  rite  of  love, 
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Which  as  your  due  time  claims,  he  does  acknowledge, 
But  puts  it  off  by  a  compell'd  reftraint : 
Whofe  want,  and  whofe  delay,  is  ftrew'd  with  fweets 
Which  they  diftil  now  in  the  curbed  time, 
To  make  the  coming  hour  o'erflow  with  joy, 
And  pleafure  drown  the  brim. 
Hel.  What's  his  will  elfe  I 

Par.  That  you  will  take  your  inftant  leave  o'  thJ  King, 
And  make  this  hafte  as  your  own  good  proceeding, 
Strengthen'd  with  what  apology  you  think 
May  make  it  probable  need. 

Hel.  What  more  commands  he  ? 

Par.  That  having  this  obtain'd,  you  prefently 
Attend  his  further  pleafure. 

Hel.  In  every  thing  I  wait  upon  his  will. 

Par.  I  mail  report  it  fo.  [Exit  Par. 

Hel.  I  pray  you  come,  Sirrah.  [Exe. 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Lafeu  and  Bertram. 

Laf.  But  I  hope  your  lordfhip  thinks  not  him  a  foldier. 
Ber.  Yes,  my  lord,  and  of  very  valiant  approof. 
Laf.  You  have  it  from  his  own  deliverance. 
Ber.  And  by  other  warranted  teftimony. 
Laf.  Then  my  dial  goes  not  true,  I  took  this  lark  for  a 
bunting. 

Ber.  I  do  affure  you,  my  lord,  he  is  very  great  in  know- 
ledge, and  accordingly  valiant. 

Laf  I  have  then  finned  againft:  his  experience,  and  tranf- 
grefs'd  againft  his  valour,  and  my  ftate  that  way  is  dangerous, 
iince  I  cannot  yet  find  in  my  heart  to  repent:  here  he  comes,  I 
pray  you  make  us  friends,  I  will  purfue  the  amity. 

Enter 
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Enter  Parolles, 

Par.  Thefe  things  {hall  be  done,  Sir. 
Laf  I  pray  you,  Sir,  who's  his  taylor  ? 
Par.  Sir? 

Laf.  O  I  know  him  well,  I,  Sir,  he  fits  a  good  workman^ 
a  very  good  taylor. 

Ber.  Is  flie  gone  to  the  King  ?  \Afide  to  Parolles, 

Par.  She  is. 

Ber.  Will  {he  away  to-night? 
Par.  As  you'll  have  her. 

Ber.  I  have  writ  my  letters,  casketed  my  treafure,  given  or- 
der for  our  horfes;  and  to-night,  when  I  mould  take  pofTeffi- 
on  of  the  bride  and  ere  I  do  begin- — 

Laf.  A  good  traveller  is  fomething  at  the  latter  end  of  a  din- 
ner ;  but  one  that  lyes  three  thirds,  and  ufes  a  known  truth  to 
pa{s  a  thoufand  nothings  with,  mould  be  once  heard  and  thrice 
beaten- —  God  fave  you  captain. 

Ber.  Is  there  any  unkindncfs  between  my  lord  and  you, 
Monfieur  ? 

Par.  I  know  not  how  I  have  deferved  to  run  into  my  lord's 
difpleafure. 

Laf  You  have  made  {hift  to  run  into't,  boots  and  fpurs  and 
all,  like  him  that  leapt  into  the  cuftard  j  and  out  of  it  you'll 
run  again,  rather  than  fuffer  queftion  for  your  refidence. 

Ber.  It  may  be  you  have  miftaken  him,  my  lord. 

Laf  And  (hall  do  fo  ever,  tho'  I  took  him  at's  prayers.  Fare 
you  well,  my  lord,  and  believe  this  of  me,  there  can  be  no 
kernel  in  this  light  nut :  the  {bul  of  this  man  is  his  clothes. 
Truft  him  not  in  matter  of  heavy  confequence :  I  have  kept  of 
them  tame,  and  know  their  natures.   Farewel,  Monfieur,  I  have 

fpoken 
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fpokea  better  of  you,  than  you  have  or  will  deferve  at  my 
hand,  but  we  mud  do  good  againft  evil.  [Exit. 

Par.  An  idle  lord,  I  fwear. 

Ber.  I  think  fo. 

Par.  Why,  do  you  not  know  him  ? 

Ber.  Yes,  I  do  know  him  well,  and  common  fpeech  gives 
him  a  worthy  pafs.    Here  comes  my  clog. 

SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Helena. 

Hel.  I  have,  Sir,  as  I  was  commanded  from  you, 
Spoke  with  the  King,  and  have  procur'd  his  leave 
For  prefent  parting  j  only  he  defires 
Some  private  fpeech  with  you. 

Ber.  I  mall  obey  his  will. 
You  mud  not  marvel,  Helen,  at  my  cour/e, 
Which  holds  not  colour  with  the  time,  nor  does 
The  miniftration  and  required  office 
On  my  particular.    Prepar'd  I  was  not 
For  fuch  a  bufinefs  -y  and  am  therefore  found 
So  much  unfettled :  this  drives  me  to  intreat  you, 
That  prefently  you  take  your  way  for  home, 
And  rather  mufe  than  ask  why  I  intreat  you; 
For  my  refpects  are  better  than  they  feem, 
And  my  appointments  have  in  them  a  need 
Greater  than  fhews  it  felf  at  the  firft  view, 
To  you  that  know  them  not.    This  to  my  mother. 

[Giving  a  letter. 

'Twill  be  two  days  ere  I  {hall  fee  you,  fb 
I  leave  you  to  your  wifdom. 
Hel.  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay, 

2  But 
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But  that  I  am  your  mofl  obedient  fervant. 

Ber.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  that. 

Hel.  And  ever  {hall 
With  true  obfervance  feek  to  eke  out  that 
Wherein  tow'rd  me  my  homely  ftars  have  fail'd 
To  equal  my  great  fortune. 

Ber.  Let  that  go: 
My  hafte  is  very  great.    Farewel;  hie  home. 

Hel.  Pray,  Sir,  your  pardon. 

Ber.  Well,  what  would  you  fay  ? 

Hel.  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  wealth  I  owe, 
Nor  dare  I  fay  'tis  mine,  and  yet  it  is ; 
But,  like  a  tim'rous  thief,  moft  fain  would  fteal 
What  law  does  vouch  mine  own. 

Ber.  What  would  you  have? 

Hel.  Something,  and  fcarce  fo  much  nothing  indeed  

I  would  not  tell  you  what  I  would,  my  lord  'faith  yes  

Strangers  and  foes  do  lunder,  and  not  kifs. 

Ber.  I  pray  you  ftay  not,  but  in  hafte  to  horfe. 

Hel.  I  mall  not  break  your  bidding,  good  my  lord  : 
Where  are  my  other  men?  Monfieur,  farewel.  [Exit, 

Ber.  Go  thou  tow'rd  home,  where  I  will  never  come, 
Whilft  I  can  make  my  fword,  or  hear  the  drum  : 
Away,  and  for  our  flight. 

Par.  Bravely,  Couragio!  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 


Florence. 

Flourifh.    Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,  two  French  Lords, 

with  Soldiers. 

Duke.  ^ 

O  that  from  point  to  point  now  have  you  heard 
The  fundamental  reafons  of  this  war, 
Whofe  great  decifion  hath  much  blood  let  forth, 
And  more  thirds  after. 

i  Lord.  Holy  feems  the  quarrel 
Upon  your  grace's  part    but  black  and  fearful 
On  the  oppofer. 

Duke.  Therefore  we  marvel  much,  our  coufin  France 
Would,  in  fb  juft  a  bufinefs,  {hut  his  bofom 
Againft  our  borrowing  prayers. 

2  Lord.  Good  my  Lord, 
The  reafons  of  our  ftate  I  cannot  yield, 
But  like  a  common  and  an  outward  man, 
That  the  great  figure  of  a  council  frames 
By  felf-unable  motion,  therefore  dare  not 
Say  what  I  think  of  it,  fince  I  have  found 
My  felf  in  my  incertain  grounds  to  fail 
As  often  as  I  gueft. 

Duke.  Be  it  his  pleafure. 

2  Lord.  But  I  am  fure  the  younger  of  our  nation. 
That  furfeit  on  their  eafe,  will  day  by  day 
Gome  here  for  phyfick. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  Welcome  fhall  they  be  : 
And  all  the  honours  that  can  fly  from  us, 
Shall  on  them  fettle.     You  know  your  places  well. 
When  better  fall,  for  your  avails  they  fell, 
To-morrow  to  the  field.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E  II. 

Changes  to  Roufillon  in  France. 

Enter  Countefs  and  Clown, 

Count.  TT  hath  happen'd  all  as  I  would  have  had  it,  fave  that 
JL      he  comes  not  along  with  her. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  I  take  my  young  lord  to  be  a  very  me- 
lancholy man. 

Count.  By  what  obfervance,  I  pray  you  ? 

Clo.  Why  he  will  look  upon  his  boot,  and  fing  j  mend  his 
ruff,  and  fing,-  ask  queftions,  and  fingj  pick  his  teeth,  and 
Zing.  I  knew  a  man  that  had  this  trick  of  melancholy,  fold  a 
goodly  manor  for  a  fong. 

Count.  Let  me  fee  what  he  writes,  and  when  he  means  to 
come. 

Clo.  I  have  no  mind  to  hbel  fince  I  was  at  court.  Our  old 
ling,  and  our  Isbels  o'th3  country,  are  nothing  like  your  old 
ling,  and  your  Isbels  o'th'  court :  the  brain  of  my  Cupid's 
knock' d  out,  and  I  begin  to  love,  as  an  old  man  loves  money, 
with  no  ftomach. 

Count.  What  have  we  here  > 

Clo.  In  that  you  have  there.  [Exit. 

Countefs  reads  a  letter. 
I  have  fent  you  a  daughter-in-law :  fhe  hath  recovered  the  King, 
and  undone  me.    I  have  wedded  her^  not  bedded  her    and  [worn 
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to  make  the  not  eternal.  You  /hall  hear  I  am  run  away ;  know 
it  before  the  report  come.  If  there  be  breadth  enough  m  the  world , 
I  will  hold  a  long  diflance.    My  duty  to  you. 

Tour  unfortunate  fon9 

Bertram. 

This  is  not  well,  rafh  and  unbridled  boy, 
To  fly  the  favours  of  fo  good  a  King, 
To  pluck  his  indignation  on  thy  head, 
By  the  mifprifing  of  a  maid,  too  virtuous 
For  the  contempt  of  empire. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  O  madam,  yonder  is  heavy  news  within  between  two 
fbldiers  and  my  young  lady. 
Count.  What  is  the  matter? 

Clo.  Nay,  there  is  fome  comfort  in  the  news,  fome  comfort, 
you  fon  will  not  be  kill'd  fo  foon  as  I  thought  he  would. 
Count.  Why  mould  he  be  kill'd? 

Clo.  So  fay  I,  madam,  if  he  run  away,  as  I  hear  he  does  -y 
the  danger  is  in  (landing  to't ;  that's  the  lofs  of  men,  though 
it  be  the  getting  of  children.  Here  they  come  will  tell  you 
more.    For  my  part,  I  only  hear  your  fbn  was  run  away. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Helena  and  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Gen.  Save  you,  good  madam. 

Hel.  Madam,  my  lord  is  gone,  for  ever  gone. 

2  Gen.  Do  not  lay  fb. 

Count.  Think  upon  patience:  'pray  you,  gentlemen, 
I've  felt  fo  many  quirks  of  joy  and  grief, 
That  the  firft  face  of  neither  on  the  ftart 

Can 
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Can  woman  me  unto't.     Where  is  my  fbn  ? 

i  Gen.  Madam,  he's  gone  to  ferve  the  Duke  of  Florence. 
We  met  him  thitherward,  from  thence  we  came ; 
And  after  Ibrne  difpatch  in  hand  at  court, 
Thither  we  bend  again. 

Hel.  Look  on  this  letter,  madam,  here's  my  pafsport. 

When  thou  canjl  get  the  ring  upon  my  finger,  which  never 
/hall  come  off>  and  fhew  me  a  child  begotten  of  thy  body  that  I 
am  father  to,  then  call  me  husband :  but  in  fuch  a  Then  /  write 
a  Never. 

This  is  a  dreadful  fentence. 

Count.  Brought  you  this  letter,  gentlemen? 

1  Gen.  Ay,  madam,  and,  for  the  contents  fake,  are  fbrry 
for  our  pains. 

Count.  I  pr'ythee,  lady,  have  a  better  cheer. 
If  thou  engrorTeft  all  the  griefs  as  thine, 
Thou  robb'fl  me  of  a  moiety :  he  was  my  fbn, 
But  I  do  warn  his  name  out  of  my  blood, 
And  thou  art  all  my  child.     Towards  Florence  is  he  2 

1  Gen.  Ay,  madam. 
Count.  And  to  be  a  foldier  ? 

2  Gen.  Such  is  his  noble  purpofe  $  and  believe't 
The  Duke  will  lay  upon  him  all  the  honour 
That  good  convenience  claims. 

Count.  Return  you  thither  ? 

1  Gen.  Ay,  madam,  with  the  fwifteft  wing  of  fpeed, 
Hel.  ?5ff  /  have  no  wife,  I  have  nothing  in  France. 
5Tis  bitter.  [Reading. 
Count.  Find  you  that  there  ? 
Hel.  Yes,  madam. 

1  Gen.  'Tis  but  the  boldnefs  of  his  hand  happily  which 
his  heart  was  not  confenting  to. 

Count, 
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Count.  Nothing  in  France  until  he  have  no  wife? 
There's  nothing  here  that  is  too  good  for  him 
But  only  {he,  and  {he  deferves  a  lord, 
That  twenty  fuch  rude  boys  might  tend  upon, 
And  call  her  hourly  miftrefs.     Who  was  with  him  ? 

i  Gen.  A  fervant  only,  and  a  gentleman 
Which  I  have  fometime  known. 

Count.  Parolks,  was't  not  ? 

i  Gen.  Ay,  my  good  lady,  he. 

Count.  A  very  tainted  fellow,  full  of  wickednefs  : 
My  fon  corrupts  a  well-derived  nature 
With  his  inducement. 

1  Gen.  Indeed,  good  lady,  the  fellow  has  a  deal  of  that 
too  much,  which  holds  him  much  to  have. 

Count.  Y'are  welcome,  gentlemen  ,•  I  will  intreat  you,  when 
you  fee  my  fon,  to  tell  him  that  his  fword  can  never  win  the 
honour  that  he  lofes:  more  I'll  intreat  you  written  to  bear  along. 

2  Gen.  We  ferve  you,  madam,  in  that  and  all  your  wor- 
thier!: affairs. 

Count.  Not  fo,  but  as  we  change  our  courtefies. 
Will  you  draw  near  ?  [Ex.  Count,  and  gentlemen. 

SCENE  IV. 

Hel.  "71//  /  have  no  wife,  I  have  nothing  in  France. 
Nothing  in  France  until  he  has  no  wife! 
Thou  {halt  have  none,  Roufillon,  none  in  France, 
Then  haft  thou  all  again.     Poor  lord!  is't  I 
That  chafe  thee  from  thy  country,  and  expofe 
Thofe  tender  limbs  of  thine  to  the  event 
Of  the  none-fparinjr  war?  and  is  it  I, 
That  drive  thee  from  the  iportive  court,  where  thou 
Waft  fhot  at  with  fair  eyes,  to  be  the  mark 
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Of  fmoaky  mufquets  ?  O  you  leaden  meffengers, 

That  ride  upon  the  violent  Ipeed  of  fire, 

Fly  with  falfe  aim,  move  the  ftill-piercing  air 

That  d  fings  with  piercing,  do  not  touch  my  lord : 

Whoever  moots  at  him,  I  fet  him  there. 

Whoever  charges  on  his  forward  breaft, 

I  am  the  caitiff  that  do  hold  him  to  it, 

And  tho'  I  kill  him  not,  I  am  the  caufe 

His  death  was  Co  effected.     Better  'twere 

I  met  the  rav'ning  lion  when  he  roar'd 

With  fharp  conftraint  of  hunger :  better  'twere 

That  all  the  miferies  which  nature  owes 

Were  mine  at  once.     No,  come  thou  home,  Roufillon, 

Whence  honour  but  of  danger  wins  a  fear, 

As  oft  it  lofes  all.     I  will  be  gone : 

My  being  here  it  is  that  holds  thee  hence. 

Shall  I  ftay  here  to  do't  ?  no,  no,  although 

The  air  of  paradife  did  fan  the  houfe, 

And  angels  offie'd  all  •>  I  will  be  gone, 

That  pitiful  rumour  may  report  my  flight 

To  confolate  thine  ear.     Come  night,  end  day, 

For  with  the  dark,  poor  thief,  I'll  fteal  away.  [Exit. 


S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Florence. 

Flourijh.     Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,  Bertram,  drum  and 

trumpets,  foldters,  Parolles. 

Duke.  f  I  A  H  E  general  of  our  horfe  thou  art,  and  we 

JL    Great  in  cur  hope,  lay  our  beft  love  and  credence 
Upon  thy  promifing  fortune. 

Ber. 

things 
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Ber.  Sir,  it  is 
A  charge  too  heavy  for  my  ftrength    but  yet 
We'll  drive  to  bear  it  for  your  worthy  fake, 
To  th'  extream  edge  of  hazard. 

Duke.  Then  go  forth, 
And  fortune  play  upon  thy  profp'rous  helm, 
As  thy  aufpicious  miftrefs. 

Ber.  This  very  day, 
Great  Mars,  I  put  my  felf  into  thy  file ; 
Make  me  but  like  my  thoughts,  and  I  mail  prove 
A  lover  of  thy  drum    hater  of  love.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI. 

Roufillon  in  France. 

Enter  Countefs  and  Steward. 

Count.    A  Las!  and  would  you  take  the  letter  of  her? 

Might  you  not  know  me  would  do,  as  (he  has  done, 
By  fending  me  a  letter  ?  Read  it  again. 

LETTER. 

/  am  St.  Jaques'  pilgrim,  thither  gone  , 

Ambitious  love  hath  fo  in  me  offended. 
That  bare-foot  plod  I  the  cold  ground  upon, 

With  fainted  vow  my  faults  to  have  amended. 
Write,  write,  that  from  the  bloody  courfe  of  war, 

My  deareft  mafler,  your  dear  fin,  may  hie  • 
Blefs  him  at  home  in  peace,  whilfl  I  from  far 

His  name  with  zealous  fervour  fantlifie. 
His  taken  labours  bid  him  me  forgive ; 

I  his  defpightful  Juno  fent  him  forth 
From  courtly  friends,  with  camping  foes  to  live, 

IV here  death  and  danger  dog  the  heels  of  worth. 

He 
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He  Is  too  good  and  fair  for  death  and  mey 
Whom  I  my  felf  embrace,  to  fet  him  free. 

Ah  what  fharp  flings  are  in  her  mildeft  words  ? 
Rynaldoy  you  did  never  lack  advice  fo  much, 
As  letting  her  pais  fo ;  had  I  fpoke  with  her, 
I  could  have  well  diverted  her  intents, 
Which  thus  fhe  hath  prevented. 

Stew.  Pardon,  madam, 
If  I  had  giv'n  you  this  at  over-night 
She  might  have  been  o'er-ta'en  ,•  and  yet  (he  Writes 
Purfuit  would  be  but  vain. 

Count.  What  angel  (hall 
Blefs  this  unworthy  husband?  he  cannot  thrive, 
Unlefs  her  prayers,  whom  heav'n  delights  to  hear, 
And  loves  to  grant,  reprieve  him  from  the  wrath 
Of  greateft  juftice.    Write,  write,  Rynaldo, 
To  this  unworthy  husband  of  his  wife  ,• 
Let  every  word  weigh  heavy  of  her  worth, 
That  he  does  weigh  too  light :  my  greateft  grief^ 
Tho'  little  do  he  feel  it,  fet  down  marply. 
Difpatch  the  moft  convenient  meffenger,- 
When  haply  he  {hall  hear  that  fhe  is  gone, 
He  will  return,  and  hope  I  may  that  fhe, 
Hearing  Co  much,  will  fpeed  her  foot  again, 
Led  hither  by  pure  love.    Which  of  them  both 
Is  deareft  to  me,  I've  no  skill  in  fenfe 
To  make  diftinction  ,•  provide  this  meffenger  ,• 
My  heart  is  heavy,  and  mine  age  is  weak, 
Grief  would  have  tears,  and  fbrrow  bids  me  (peak.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Florence. 

A  Tucket  afar  off. 

Enter  an  old  widow  of  Florence,  Diana,  Violenta,  and  Mariana, 

with  other  citizens. 

Wid.  "VT  A  Y  come.    For  if  they  do  approach  the  city,  we 
IN     {hall  loie  all  the  fight. 
Dia.  They  fay  the  French  Count  has  done  moll  honoura- 
ble fervice. 

Wtd.  It  is  reported  that  he  has  ta'en  their  greatefl:  com- 
mander, and  that  with  his  own  hand  he  flew  the  Duke's  bro- 
ther. We  have  loft  our  labour,  they  are  gone  a  contrary  way : 
hark,  you  may  know  by  their  trumpets. 

Mar.  Come  let's  return  again,  and  fuffice  our  felves  with 
the  report  of  it.  Well,  Dianay  take  heed  of  this  French  Earl  ,• 
the  honour  of  a  maid  is  her  name,  and  no  legacy  is  fo  rich  as 
honefty. 

Wid.  I  have  told  my  neighbour  how  you  have  been  fbllici- 
ted  by  a  gentleman  his  companion. 

Mar.  I  know  that  knave,  hang  him,  one  Parolles,  a  filthy 
officer  he  is  in  thofe  fuggeftions  for  the  young  Earl  beware  of 
them,  Diana }  their  promifes,  enticements,  oaths,  tokens,  and 
all  thefe  engines  of  luft  are  not  the  things  they  go  under ;  ma- 
ny a  maid  hath  been  feduced  by  them,  and  the  mifery  is,  ex- 
ample, that  fo  terrible  (hews  in  the  wreck  of  maiden-hood,  can- 
not for  all  that  diffuade  fucceflion,  but  that  they  are  limed  with 
the  twigs  that  threaten  them.  I  hope  I  need  not  to  advife  you 
further,  but  I  hope  your  own  grace  will  keep  ycu  where  you 

are, 
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are,  tho'  there  were  no  further  danger  known,  but  the  modefty 
which  is  Co  loft. 

Dia.  You  (hall  not  need  to  fear  me. 

Enter  Helena  difguifed  like  a  pilgrim. 

Wid.  I  hope  fo.  Look  here  comes  a  pilgrim  ;  I  know  me  will 
lye  at  my  houfe ;  thither  they  fend  one  another  ,•  I'll  queftion  her : 
God  fave  you  pilgrim,  whither  are  you  bound  ? 

Hel.  To  S.  Jaques  le  Grand.  Where  do  the  palmers  lodge, 
I  do  befeech  you? 

Wid.  At  the  St.  Francis  here  befide  the  port. 

Hel.  Is  this  the  way  ?  [A  march  afar  off. 

Wid.  Ay  marry  is't.    Hark  you,  they  come  this  way.   If  you 
will  tarry,  holy  pilgrim,  but  'till  the  troops  come  by, 
I  will  conduct  you  where  you  mail  be  lodg'd  $ 
The  rather,  for  I  think  I  know  your  hoftefs 
As  ample  as  my  felf. 

Hel  Is  it  your  felf? 

Wid.  If  you  mall  pleafe  fo,  pilgrim. 

Hel.  I  thank  you,  and  will  ftay  upon  your  leifure. 

Wid.  You  came,  I  think,  from. France? 

Hel.  I  did  fo. 

Wid.  Here  you  mall  fee  a  country-man  of  yours, 
That  has  done  worthy  fervice. 
Hel.  His  name,  I  pray  you? 

Dia.  The  Count  Roufillon :  know  you  fee  fuch  a  one  ? 

Hel.  But  by  the  ear  that  hears  mod  nobly  of  him ; 
His  face  I  know  not. 

Dia.  Whatfoe'er  he  is, 
He's  bravely  taken  here.    He  ftole  from  France, 
As  'tis  reported  $  for  the  King  had  married  him 
Againft  his  liking.    Think  you  it  is  fo? 

Hel.  Ay  furely,  meer  the  truth,  I  know  his  lady. 

G  g  g  2  Dia. 
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Dia.  There  is  a  gentleman  that  ferves  the  Count 
Reports  but  courfely  of  her. 

Hel.  What's  his  name? 

Dia.  Monfieur  Parolles. 

Hel.  Oh  I  believe  with  him, 
In  argument  of  praife,  or  to  the  worth 
Of  the  great  Count  himfelf,  flie  is  too  mean 
To  have  her  name  repeated;  all  her  deferving 
Is  a  referved  honefty,  and  that 
I  have  not  heard  examin'd. 

Dia.  Ah  poor  lady! 
'Tis  a  hard  bondage  to  become  the  wife 
Of  a  detefling  lord. 

Wid.  Ah !  right  good  creature !  wherefoe'er  {he  is, 
Her  heart  weighs  fadly,-  this  young  maid  might  do  her 
A  fhrewd  turn,  if  flie  pleas'd. 

Hel.  How  do  you  mean  ? 
May  be,  the  am'rous  Count  lbllicites  her 
In  the  unlawful  purpofe. 

Wid.  He  does  indeed, 
And  e  brokes  with  all  that  can  in  fiich  a  fuit 
Corrupt  the  tender  honour  of  a  maid  : 
But  fhe  is  arm'd  for  him,  and  keeps  her  guard 
In  honeftefl  defence. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Drum  and  colours. 

Enter  Bertram,  Parolles,  Officers  and  Soldiers  attendh 

Mar,  The  Gods  forbid  elfe. 

Wid.  So  now  they  come  : 
That  is  Antonio,  the  Duke's  eldeft  fon  j 
That  Efialus. 


e  brooks. 
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Hel.  Which  is  the  Frenchman  ? 
Dia.  He; 

That  with  the  plume    'tis  a  mod  gallant  fellow, 
I  would  he  lov*d  his  wife  :  if  he  were  honefter 
He  were  much  goodlier.    Is't  not  a  handfbme  gentleman  ? 
Hel.  I  like  him  well. 

Dia.  'Tis  pity  he  is  not  honeft :  yond's  that  fame  knave 
That  leads  him  to  thefe  places were  I  his  lady, 
I'd  poifbn  that  vile  rafcal. 

He/.  Which  is  he? 

Dia.  That  jack-an-apes  with  fcarfs.  Why  is  he  melancholy? 
Hel.  Perchance  he's  hurt  i'  th'  battel. 
Par.  Lofe  our  drum!  well. 

Mar.  He's  fhrewdly  vex'd  at  fomething.    Look  he  has  fpied  us. 

Wid.  Marry,  hang  you.  [Exeunt  Ber.  Par.  &c. 

Mar.  And  your  curtefie,  for  a  ring-carrier. 

Wid.  The  troop  is  paft :  come  pilgrim,  I  will  bring  you 
Where  you  (hall  hoft :  of  injoyn'd  penitents 
There's  four  or  five,  to  great  St.  Jaques  bound, 
Already  at  my  houfe. 

Hel.  I  humbly  thank  you : 
Pleafe  it  this  matron,  and  this  gentle  maid 
To  eat  with  us  to-night,  the  charge  and  thanking 
Shall  be  for  me  ;  and  to  requite  you  further, 
I  will  beftow  fome  precepts  on  this  virgin 
Worthy  the  note. 

Both.  We'll  take  your  offer  kindly.  [Exeunt.. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Bertram  and  the  two  French  Lords. 

1  Lord.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  put  him  to't  :  let  him  have 
his  way. 

x  Lord.. 
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2  Lord.  If  your  lordmip  find  him  not  a  f  hilding,  hold  me 
no  more  in  your  re/pe6fc. 

i  Lord.  On  my  life,  my  lord,  a  bubble. 

Ber.  Do  you  think  I  am  To  far  deceiv'd  in  him  ? 

1  Lord.  Believe  it,  my  lord,  in  mine  own  direct  knowledge, 
-without  any  malice,  but  to  fpeak  of  him  as  my  kinfman  he's 
a  mod  notable  coward,  an  infinite  and  endlefs  liar,  an  hourly 
promife-breaker,  the  owner  of  no  one  good  quality  worthy  your 
lordfhip's  entertainment. 

2  Lord.  It  were  fit  you  knew  him,  left  repofing  too  far  in 
his  virtue,  which  he  hath  not,  he  might  at  fome  great  and 
trufty  bufinefs  in  a  main  danger  fail  you. 

Ber.  I  would  I  knew  in  what  particular  action  to  try  him. 
2  Lord,  None  better  than  to  let  him  fetch  off  his  drum,- 
which  you  hear  him  fo  confidently  undertake  to  do. 

1  Lord.  I,  with  a  troop  of  Florentines,  will  fuddenly  lurprize 
him  i  fuch  I  will  have  whom  I  am  fare  he  knows  not  from  the 
enemy :  we  will  bind  and  hood-wink  him  fo  that  he  mall  fiip- 
pofe  no  other  but  that  he  is  carried  into  the  leaguer  of  the  ad- 
verfaries,  when  we  bring  him  to  our  own  tents;  be  but  your 
lordmip  prefent  at  his  examination,  if  he  do  not  for  the  promife 
of  his  life,  and  in  the  higher!:  compulfion  of  bale  fear,  offer  to 
betray  you,  and  deliver  all  the  intelligence  in  his  power  againfl: 
you,  and  that  with  the  divine  forfeit  of  his  foul  upon  oath,  ne- 
ver truft  my  judgment  in  any  thing. 

2  Lord.  O  for  the  love  of  laughter,  let  him  fetch  his  drum ; 
he  fays  he  has  a  ftratagem  for't,-  when  your  lordmip  fees  the- 
bottom  of  his  fuccefs  in't,  and  to  what  metal  this  counterfeit 
lump  of  ours  will  be  melted,  if  you  give  him  not  John  Drum's 
entertainment,  your  inclining  cannot  be  removed.  Here  he 
comes. 


j  bilding.  degenerate. 
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SCENE  X. 

Enter  Parolles. 

i  Lord.  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  hinder  not  the  honour 
of  his  defign,  let  him  fetch  off  his  drum  in  any  hand. 

Ber.  How  now  Monfieur  ?  this  drum  fticks  forely  in  your 
difpofition. 

1  Lord.  A  pox  on't,  let  it  go,  'tis  but  a  drum. 

Par.  But  a  drum !  is't  but  a  drum  ?  a  drum  fb  loft !  there 
was  excellent  command !  to  charge  in  with  our  horfe  upon  our 
own  wings,  and  to  rend  our  own  fbldiers. 

2  Lord.  That  was  not  to  be  blamed  in  the  command  of  the 
fervice  $  it  was  a  difafter  of  war  that  C<efar  himfelf  could  not 
have  prevented,  if  he  had  been  there  to  command. 

Ber.  Well,  we  cannot  greatly  condemn  our  fuccefs :  fbme 
difhonour  we  had  in  the  lofs  of  that  drum,  but  it  is  not  to  be 
recover'd. 

Par.  It  might  have  been  recover'd. 

Ber.  It  might,  but  it  is  not  now. 

Par.  It  is  to  be  recover'd ;  but  that  the  merit  of  fervice  is 
feldom  attributed  to  the  true  and  exadt  performer,  I  would  have 
that  drum  or  another,  or  hie  jacet. 

Ber.  Why,  if  you  have  a  ftomach  to't,  Monfieur;  if  you  think 
your  myftery  in  ftratagem  can  bring  this  inftrument  of  honour 
again  into  his  native  quarter,  be  magnanimous  in  the  enterprize 
and  go  on,  I  will  grace  the  attempt  for  a  worthy  exploit:  if 
you  fpeed  well  in  it,  the  Duke  mail  both  fpeak  of  it,  and  ex- 
tend to  you  what  further  becomes  his  greatnefs,  even  to  the  ut- 
moft  fyllable  of  your  worthinefs. 

Par.  By  the  hand  of  a  fbldicr  I  will  undertake  it. 

Ber.  But  you  muft  not  now  {lumber  in  it. 

Par.  Ill  about  it  this  evening,  and  I  will  prefently  pen  down 

■my 
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my  dilemmas,  encourage  my  felf  in  my  certainty,  put  my  fel£ 
into  my  mortal  preparation ;  and  by  midnight  look  to  hear 
further  from  me. 

Ber.  May  I  be  bold  to  acquaint  his  Grace  you  are  gone  a- 
bout  it? 

Par.  I  know  not  what  the  fuccefs  will  be,  my  Lord  -  but 
the  attempt  I  vow. 

Ber.  I  know  th'art  valiant,  and  to  the  polTibility  of  thy  fbl- 
dierfhip,  will  fubfcribe  for  thee;  farewel. 

Par.  I  love  not  many  words.  \Exit. 

SCENE  XI. 


1  Lord.  No  more  than  a  fifh  loves  water.  Is  not  this  a 
ftrange  fellow,  my  lord,  that  fo  confidently  feems  to  under- 
take this  bufmefs,  which  he  knows  is  not  to  be  done  damns 
himfelf  to  do  it,  and  dares  better  be  damn'd  than  to  do't.- 

2  Lord.  You  do  not  know  him,  my  lord,  as  we  do;  certain 
it  is,  that  he  will  ileal  himfelf  into  a  man's  favour,  and  for  a 
week  efcape  a  great  deal  of  difcoveries,  but  when  you  find  him 
out,  you  have  him  ever  after. 

Ber.  Why  do  you  think  he  will  make  no  deed  at  all  of  this 
that  fo  ferioufly  he  does  addrefs  himfelf  unto? 

2  Lord.  None  in  the  world,  but  return  with  an  invention, 
and  clap  upon  you  two  or  three  probable  lies,-  but  we  have 
almoft  f  imboft  him,  you  {hall  fee  his  fall  to-night,-  for  indeed 
he  is  not  for  your  lordfhip's  refpecl:. 

i  Lord.  We'll  make  you  fome  fport  with  the  fox  ere  we  cafe 
him.  He  was  firft  fmoak'd  by  the  old  lord  Lafeu-}  when  his 
difguife  and  he  is  parted,  tell  me  what  a  fprat  you  fhall  find 
him,  which  you  (hall  fee  this  very  night. 

i  Lord.  I  mud  go  and  look  my  twigs ;   he  fhall  be  caught. 

Ber.  Your  brother  he  {hall  go  along  with  me. 

2  Lord. 

■\  imbojt.    a  deer  is  /aid  to  be  imboft  when  he  is  near  run  down. 
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1  Lord.  As't  pleafe  your  lordfhip.  I'll  leave  you. 

Ber.  Now  will  I  lead  you  to  the  houfe,  and  (hew  you 
The  lafs  I  fpoke  of, 

1  Lord.  But  you  fay  fne's  honed. 

Ber.  That's  all  the  fault :  I  fpoke  with  her  but  once, 
And  found  her  wondrous  cold ;  but  I  fent  to  her, 
By  this  fame  coxcomb  that  we  have  i'th'  wind, 
Tokens  and  letters,  which  fhe  did  refend ; 
And  this  is  all  I've  done:  fhe's  a  fair  creature, 
Will  you  go  fee  her  ? 

1  Lord.  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

s  c  E  N  E  XII. 

Enter  Helena  and  Widow. 

Hel.  If  you  mifdoubt  me  that  I  am  not  fhe, 
I  know  not  how  I  fhall  affure  you  further, 
But  I  fhall  lofe  the  grounds  I  work  upon. 

Wtd.  Tho'  my  eftate  be  fallen,  I  was  well  born, 
Nothing  acquainted  with  thefe  bufinefTes, 
And  would  not  put  my  reputation  now 
In  any  ftaining  acl:. 

Hel.  Nor  would  I  wifh  you. 
Firft  give  me  truft,  the  Count  he  is  my  husband, 
And  what  to  your  fworn  counfel  I  have  fpoken, 
Is  fo  from  word  to  word;  and  then  you  cannot, 
By  the  good  aid  that  I  of  you  fhall  borrow, 
Err  in  beftowing  it. 

Wtd.  I  mould  believe  you, 
For  you  have  fhew'd  me  that  which  well  approves 
Y'are  great  in  fortune. 

Hel.  Take  this  purfe  of  gold, 
And  let  me  buy  your  friendly  help  thus  far, 

Vol.  II,  H  h  h  Which 


426  All's  well  that  Ends  well. 

Which  I  wilt  over-pay,  and  pay  again 

When  I  have  found  it.    The  Count  wooes  your  daugh 

Lays  down  his  wanton  fiege  before  her  beauty, 

Refolves  to  carry  her  j  let  her  confent, 

As  we'll  direct  her  how  'tis  bed  to  bear  it. 

Now  his  importunate  blood  will  nought  deny 

That  (he'll  demand :  a  ring  the  Count  does  wear 

That  downward  hath  fucceeded  in  his  houfe 

From  fori  to  fbn,  fbme  four  or  five  defcents, 

Since  the  firft  father  wore  it.     This  ring  he  holds 

In  mod  rich  choice :  yet  in  his  idle  fire, 

To  buy  his  will,  it  would  not  feem  too  dear, 

Howe'er  repented  after. 

Wtd.  Now  I  fee  the  bottom  of  your  purpofe. 
Hel.  You  fee  it  lawful  then.    It  is  no  more, 
But  that  your  daughter,  ere  {he  feems  as  won, 
Defires  this  ring;  appoints  him  an  encounter; 
In  fine,  delivers  me  to  fill  the  time, 
Her  felf  raoft  chaftly  abfent :  after  this, 
To  marry  her,  I'll  add  three  thoufand  crowns 
To  what  is  paft  already. 

Wid.  I  have  yielded  : 
Inftrucl:  my  daughter  how  fhe  (hall  perfever, 
That  time  and  place,  with  this  deceit  fb  lawful, 
May  prove  coherent.     Every  night  he  comes 
With  mufick  of  all  forts,  and  fbngs  compos'd 
To  her  unworthinels :  it  nothing  fteads  us 
To  chide  him  from  our  eeves,  for  he  perfifts, 
As  if  his  life  lay  on't. 

Hel.  Why  then  to-night 
Let  us  aflay  our  plot,  which  if  it  fpeed, 
Is  wicked  meaning  in  a  lawful  deed  $ 
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And  lawful  meaning  in  a  lawful  act, 
Where  both  not  fin,  and  yet  a  finful  fad. 
But  let's  about  it. 


\Exeunt. 


ACT   IV.    SCENE  I. 


Continues  m  Florence. 

Enter  one  of  the  French  Lords,  with  five  or  fix  Soldiers 

m  ambujh. 

Lord. 

E  can  come  no  other  way  but  by  this  hedge-cor- 
ner   when  you  (ally  upon  him,  /peak  what  ter- 


rible language  you  will,  though  you  underftand 
it  not  your  felves,  no  matter;  for  we  mud  not 
ieem  to  underftand  him,  unlefs  fome  one  amongft 
us,  whom  we  rauft  produce  for  an  interpreter. 
Sol.  Good  captain,  let  me  be  th'  interpreter. 
Lord.  Art  not  acquainted  with  him  ?  knows  he  not  thy  voice  ? 
Sol,  No,  Sir,  I  warrant  you. 

Lord,  But  what  lin  fie- wool  fie  haft  thou  to  fpeak  to  us  again  ? 
Sol.  Ev'n  fuch  as  you  fpeak  to  me. 

Lord.  He  muft  think  us  fome  band  of  ftrangers  i'th'  adver- 
faries  entertainment.  Now  he  hath  a  fmack  of  all  neighbouring 
languages  j  therefore  we  muft  every  one  be  a  man  of  his 
own  fancy,  not  to  know  what  we  fpeak  one  to  another ;  fo 
we  feem  to  know  is  to  know  ftraight  our  purpofe:  chough's 
language,  gabble  enough,  and  good  enough.  As  for  you 
interpreter   you   muft  feem  very   politick.     But  couch  hoa, 

H  h  h  2  here 


428  AlVs  well  that  Ends  well 

here  he  comes,  to  beguile  two  hours  in  a  deep,  and  then  to 
return  and  fwear  the  lies  he  forges. 

Enter  Parolles. 

Par.  Ten  a  clock  j  within  thefe  three  hours  'twill  be  time 
enough  to  go  home.  What  fhali  I  fay  I  have  done  ?  it  mud 
be  a  very  plaufive  invention  that  carries  it.  They  begin  to 
fmoak  me,  and  difgraces  have  of  late  knock'd  too  often  at  my 
door ;  I  find  my  tongue  is  too  fool-hardy,  but  my  heart  hath 
the  fear  of  Mars  before  it  and  of  his  creatures,  not  daring  the 
reports  of  my  tongue. 

Lord.  This  is  the  firfr.  truth  that  e'er  thine  own  tongue  was 
guilty  of.  \Afide. 

Par.  What  the  devil  fhould  move  me  to  undertake  the  re- 
covery of  this  drum,  being  not  ignorant  of  the  impoffibility, 
and  knowing  I  had  no  fuch  purpofe?  I  mull  give  my  felf  fome 
hurts,  and  fay  I  got  them  in  exploit ;  yet  flight  ones  will  not 
carry  it.  They  will  fay,  came  you  off  with  fo  little  ?  and  great 
ones  I  dare  not  give;  wherefore  what's  the  inftance?  tongue, 
I  muft  put  you  into  a  butter-woman's  mouth,  and  buy  my 
felf  another  of  Bajazefs  mule,  if  you  prattle  me  into  thefe 
perils. 

Lord.  Is  it  poffible  he  mould  know  what  he  is,  and  be  that 
he  is?  \Afide. 

Par.  I  would  the  cutting  of  my  garments  would  ferve  the 
turn,  or  the  breaking  of  my  Spamfh  fword. 

Lord.  We  cannot  afford  you  fo.  \_Afide. 

Par.  Or  the  baring  of  my  beard,  and  to  fay  it  was  in  flra- 
tagem. 

Lord.  'Twould  not  do.  [AJj.de. 

Par.  Or  to  drown  my  cloaths,  and  fay  I  was  ftript. 

Lord.  Hardly  ferve.  [Afide. 

Par. 
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Par.  Though  I  fwore  I  leap'd  from  the  window  of  the  cit- 
tadel. 

Lord.  How  deep  ?  [Afide. 
,  Par.  Thirty  fathom. 
Lord.  Three  great  oaths  would  fcarce  make  that  be  believed. 

\Afid*. 

Par.  I  would  I  had  any  drum  of  the  enemies,  I  would  fwear 
I  recover'd  it. 

Lord.  You  fhall  hear  one  anon.  [Afide. 

Par.  A  drum  now  of  the  enemies.  \_Alarum  within. 

Lord.  Throco  movoufm,  cargo,  cargo,  cargo. 

All.  Cargo,  cargo,  villi  ando  par  cor  bo,  cargo. 

Par.  O  ranfbm,  ranfom  ;  do  not  hide  mine  eyes. 

[They  feize  him  and  blindfold  him.. 

Inter.  Baskos  thromaldo  beskos. 

Par.  I  know  you  are  the  Muskos  regiment, 
And  I  mail  lofe  my  life  for  want  of  language. 
If  there  be  here  German  or  Dane,  low  Dutch, 
Italian,  or  French,  let  him  /peak  to  me, 
I'll  difcover  that  which  fhall  undo  the  Florentine. 

Inter.  Baskos  vauvado,  I  underftand  thee,  and  can  Ipeak  thy 
tongue,  Kerelybonto,  Sir,  betake  thee  to  thy  faith,  for  feventeen 
poniards  are  at  thy  bofom. 

Par.  Oh! 

Int.  Oh  pray,  pray,  pray, 
Mancha  ravancha  dulche. 

Lord.  Ofceorib  'i  dulchos  volivorco. 

Int.  The  general  is  content  to  fpare  thee  yet, 
And,  hood-winkt  as  thou  art,  will  lead  thee  on 
To  gather  from  thee.    Haply  thou  may'ft  inform 
Something  to  fave  thy  life. 

Par.  Oh  let  me  live, 
And  all  the  fecrets  of  our  camp  I'll  mew ; 

Their 
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Their  force,  their  purpofes ;  nay,  I'll  fpeak  that 
Which  you  will  wonder  at. 

Int.  But  wilt  thou  faithfully  ? 

Par.  If  I  do  not,  damn  me. 

Int.  Acordo  I'mta. 
Come  on,  thou  art  granted  fpace.  [Exit. 

\A  JJjort  alarum  within. 

Lord.  Go,  tell  the  Count  Roufdlon  and  my  brother, 
We've  caught  the  woodcock,  and  will  keep  him  muffled 
'Till  we  do  hear  from  them. 

Sol.  Captain,  I  will. 

Lord.  He  will  betray  us  all  unto  our  felves, 
Inform  'em  that. 
Sol.  So  I  will,  Sir. 

Lord.  'Till  then  I'll  keep  him  dark  and  fafely  lockt.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Bertram  and  Diana. 

Ber/  I  SHEY  told  me  that  your  name  was  FontibelL 
JL      Dia.  No,  my  good  lord,  Diana. 

Ber.  Titled  goddefs, 
And  worth  it  with  addition  !  but,  fair  foul, 
In  your  fine  frame  hath  love  no  quality  ? 
If  the  quick  fire  of  youth  light  not  your  mind, 
You  are  no  maiden,  but  a  monument: 
When  you  are  dead  you  fhould  be  jfach  a  one 
As  you  are  now,  for  you  are  cold  and  ftern  ,• 
And  now  yon  fhould  be  as  your  mother  was 
When  your  fweet  felf  was  got. 

Dia.  She  then  was  honeft. 

Ber.  So  fhould  you  be. 

Dia.  No.      c  My 
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My  mother  did  but  duty,  fuch,  my  lord, 
As  you  owe  to  your  wife. 

Ber.  No  more  o'  that ! 
I  pr'ythee  do  not  ftrive  againfl:  my  vows : 
I  was  compell'd  to  her,  but  I  love  thee 
By  love's  own  fweet  conftraint,  and  will  for  ever 
Do  thee  all  rights  of  fervice. 

Dia.  Ay,  fo  you  ferve  us 
'Till  we  ferve  you  :  but  when  you  have  our  rofes, 
You  a  barely  leave  our  thorns  to  prick  our  {elves, 
And  mock  us  with  our  barenefs. 

Ber.  How  have  I  fworn! 

Dia.  'Tis  not  the  many  oaths  that  make  the  truth2 
But  the  plain  fingle  vow  that  is  vow'd  true ; 
What  is  not  holy  that  we  fwear  not  by. 
But  take  the  high'ft  to  witnels :  then  pray  tell  me, 
If  I  mould  fwear  by  Jove's  great  attribute 
I  Iov'd  you  dearly,  would  you  believe  my  oaths, 
When  I  did  love  you  ill  ?  this  has  no  holding 
To  fwear  by  him  whom  I  protefl:  to  love, 
That  I  will  work  againfl:  him.    Therefore  your  oaths 
Are  words  and  poor  conditions  but  unfeal'd, 
At  leaft  in  my  opinion. 

Ber.  Change  it,  change  it : 
Be  not  fo  holy  cruel.    Love  is  holy, 
And  my  integrity  ne'er  knew  the  crafts 
That  you  do  charge  men  with :  ftand  no  more  off, 
But  give  thy  felf  unto  my  fick  defires, 
Which  then  recover.    Say  thou  art  mine,  and  ever 
My  love,  as  it  begins,  fhall  fo  perfever. 

Dia.  I  fee  that  men  make  hopes  in  fuch  affairs 
That  we'll  forfake  our  felves.    Give  me  that  ring. 

Ber.  I'll  lend  it  thee,  my  dear,  but  have  no  power 
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To  <nve  it  from  me. 

Dta.  Will  you  not,  my  lord  ? 

Ber.  It  is  an  honour  'longing  to  our  houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  anceftors, 
Which  were  the  greateft  obloquy  i'  th'  world 
In  me  to  lofe. 

Dta.  Mine  honour's  fuch  a  ring, 
My  chaftity's  the  jewel  of  our  houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  anceftors, 
Which  were  the  greateft  obloquy  i'  th'  world 
In  me  to  lofe.    Thus  your  own  proper  wifdom 
Brings  in  the  champion  honour  on  my  part, 
Againft  your  vain  affault. 

Ber.  Here,  take  my  ring. 
My  houfe,  my  honour,  yea,  my  life  be  thine, 
And  I'll  be  bid  by  thee. 

Dta.  When  midnight  comes,  knock  at  my  chamber  window  j 
I'll  order  take,  my  mother  mall  not  hear. 
Now  will  I  charge  you  in  the  band  of  truth, 
When  you  have  conquer'd  my  yet  maiden-bed, 
Remain  there  but  an  hour,  nor  (peak  to  me: 
My  reafons  are  mod  ftrong,  and  you  (hall  know  them 
When  back  again  this  ring  (hall  be  deliver'd  ; 
And  on  your  finger,  in  the  night,  I'll  put 
Another  ring,  that,  what  in  time  proceeds, 
May  token  to  the  future  our  paft  deeds. 
Adieu  'till  then,  then  fail  not :  you  have  won 
A  wife  of  me,  tho'  there  my  hope  be  done. 

Ber.  A  heav'n  on  earth  I've  won  by  wooing  thee.  it. 

Dta.  For  which  live  long  to  thank  both  heav'n  and  me. 
You  may  fo  in  the  end. 
My  mother  told  me  juft  how  he  would  woo, 
As  if  fhe  fate  in's  heart;  me  fays,  all  men 

1  Have 
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Have  the  like  oaths :  he  had  fworn  to  marry  me 
When  his  wife's  dead  :  therefore  I'll  lye  with  him 
When  I  am  buried.    Since  Frenchmen  are  fb  braid, 
Marry  that  will,  I'll  live  and  die  a  maid ; 
Only  in  this  difguife,  I  think't  no  fin 

To  cozen  him  that  would  unjuftly  win.  [Exit. 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  the  two  French  Lords,  and  two  or  three  Soldiers. 

1  Lord.  \  /OU  have  not  given  him  his  mother's  letter? 

JL  ^  Lord.  I  have  deliver'd  it  an  hour  fince  ,•  there 
is  fomething  in't  that  flings  his  nature,  for  on  the  reading  it 
he  chang'd  almoft  into  another  man. 

1  Lord.  He  has  much  worthy  blame  laid  upon  him  for  ma- 
king off  fb  good  a  wife  and  fb  fweet  a  lady. 

2  Lord.  Efpecially  he  hath  incurred  the  everlafling  difplea- 
fure  of  the  King,  who  had  even  tun'd  his  bounty  to  fing  hap- 
pinefs  to  him.  I  will  tell  you  a  thing,  but  you  fhall  let  it  dwell 
darkly  with  you. 

1  Lord.  When  you  have  fpoken  it,  'tis  dead,  and  I  am  the 
grave  of  it.  • 

2  Lord.  He  hath  perverted  a  young  gentlewoman  here  in 
Florence,  of  a  mod  chaft  renown,  and  this  night  he  flefhes  his 
will  in  the  fpoil  of  her  honour  he  hath  given  her  his  monu- 
mental ring,  and  thinks  himfelf  made  in  the  unchaft  compo- 
fition. 

1  Lord.  Now  God  delay  our  rebellion ;  as  we  are  our  felves, 
what  things  are  we ! 

2  Lord.  Meerly  our  own  traitors  -y  and  as  in  the  common 
courfe  of  all  treafbns,  we  ft  ill  fee  them  reveal  themfelves,  'till 
they  attain  to  their  abhorr'd  ends ;  fb  he  that  in  this  action 

V  o  l.  II.  I  i  i  contrives 
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contrives  againft  his  own  nobility  in  his  proper  ftream,  o'er- 
flows  himfelf. 

1  Lord.  Is  it  not  meant  damnable  in  us  to  be  the  trumpeters 
of  our  unlawful  intents?  we  fliall  not  then  have  his  company 
to-night  ? 

2  Lord.  Not  'till  after  midnight ;  for  he  is  dieted  to  his  hour. 

1  Lord.  That  approaches  apace :  I  would  gladly  have  him 
fee  his  company  anatomiz'd,  that  he  might  take  a  meafure  of 
his  own  judgment,  wherein  Co  b  curioufly  he  had  fet  his  coun- 
terfeit. 

2  Lord.  We  will  not  meddle  with  him  'till  he  come;  for  his 
prefence  muft  be  the  whip  of  the  other. 

i  Lord.  In  the  mean  time,  what  hear  you  of  thefe  wars  ? 

i  Lord.  I  hear  there  is  an  overture  of  peace. 

i  Lord.  Nay,  I  affure  you  a  peace  concluded. 

i  Lord.  What  will  Count  Roufdlon  do  then  ?  will  he  travel 
higher,  or  return  again  into  France! 

i  Lord.  I  perceive  by  this  demand,  you  are  not  altogether 
of  his  council. 

i  Lord.  Let  it  be  forbid,  Sir,  fo  mould  I  be  a  great  deal  of 
his  ad. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  his  wife  (bme  two  months  ilnce  fled  from  his 
houfe,  her  pretence  is  a  pilgrimage  to  St.  Jaques  Je  grand -> 
which  holy  undertaking,  with  a  moft  auftere  fanctimony,  flie 
accomplifh'd ;  and  there  refiding,  the  tendernefs  of  her  nature 
became  as  a  prey  to  her  grief  ■>  in  fine  made  a  groan  of  her  lafl: 
breath,  and  now  flie  lings  in  heaven. 

2  Lord.  How  is  this  juftifled  ? 

i  Lord.  The  ftronger  part  of  it  by  her  own  letters,  which 
makes  her  ftory  true,  even  to  the  point  of  her  death  ;  her  death 
it  felf  (which  could  not  be  her  office  to  fay  is  come)  was  faith- 
fully confirm'd  by  the  rector  of  the  place. 

i  Lord.  Hath  the  Count  all  this  intelligence  ? 

i  Lord, 

d  ferioujly 
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1  Lord.  Ay,  and  the  particular  confirmations,  point  from 
point,  to  the  full  arming  of  the  verity. 

3  Lord.  I  am  heartily  fbrry  that  he'll  be  glad  of  this. 

1  Lord.  How  mightily  (bmetimes  we  make  us  comforts  of 
our  lorTesf 

i  Lord.  And  how  mightily  fbme  other  times  we  drown  our  gain 
in  tears !  the  great  dignity  that  his  valour  hath  here  acquired 
for  him,  (hall  at  home  be  encounter'd  with  a  mame  as  ample, 

1  Lord.  The  web  of  our  life  is  a  of  mingled  yarn,  good  and 
ill  together :  our  virtues  would  be  proud  if  our  faults  whipt 
them  not  -y  and  our  crimes  would  delpair  if  they  were  not  che- 
rifh'd  by  our  virtues. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

How  now  ?  where's  your  matter  > 

Ser.  He  met  the  Duke  in  the  ftreet,  Sir,  of  whom  he  hath 
taken  a  fblemn  leave :  his  lordmip  will  next  morning  for  France. 
The  Duke  hath  offered  him  letters  of  commendations  to  the 
King. 

2  Lord.  They  mail  be  no  more  than  needful  there,  if  they 
were  more  than  they  can  commend. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Bertram. 

1  Lord.  They  cannot  be  too  fweet  for  the  King's  tartnefi : 
here's  his  lordfhip  now.  How  now,  my  lord,,  is't  not  after 
midnight  ? 

Ber.  I  have  to-night  difpatch'd  fixteen  bufirtelTes,  a  month's 
length  a-piece,  by  an  abftra<5t  of  fuccefi ;  I  have  congied  with, 
the  Duke,  done  my  adieu  with  his  neareft ;  buried  a  wife, 
mourn'd  for  her ;  writ  to  my  lady  mother,  I  am  returning ; 
entertain'd  my  convoy;  and  between  thefe main  parcels  of  di£ 

I  i  i  z  patch, 
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patch,  effected  many  nicer  needs ;  the  lafl  was  the  greatefl,  but 
that  I  have  not  ended  yet. 

2  Lord.  If  the  bufinefs  be  of  any  difficulty,  and  this  morn- 
ing your  departure  hence,  it  requires  hafle  of  your  lordfhip. 

Ber.  I  mean  the  bufinefs  is  not  ended,  as  fearing  to  hear  of 
it  hereafter.  But  fhall  we  have  this  dialogue  between  the  fool 
and  the  foldier  ?  come,  bring  forth  this  counterfeit  module  \ 
h'as  deceiv'd  me,  like  a  double-meaning  prophefier. 

2  Lord.  Bring  him  forth  -y  h'as  fate  in  the  flocks  all  night, 
poor  gallant  knave. 

Ber.  No  matter,  his  heels  have  deferv'd  it  in  ufurping  his 
fpurs  fo  long.    How  does  he  carry  himfelf  ? 

1  Lord.  I  have  told  your  lordfhip  already  :  the  flocks  carry 
him.  But  to  anfwer  you  as  you  would  be  underflood,  he  weeps 
like  a  wench  that  had  {bed  her  milk,  he  hath  confefl  himfelf 
to  Morgan,  whom  he  fuppofes  to  be  a  friar,  from  the  time  of 
his  remembrance  to  this  very  inflant  difafler  of  his  fetting  i'ths 
flocks  ,•  and  what  think  you  he  hath  confefl  ? 

Ber.  Nothing  of  me,  has  he  ? 

2  Lord.  His  confeffion  is  taken,  and  it  fhall  be  read  to  his 
face ;  if  your  lordfhip  be  in't,  as  I  believe  you  are,  you  mufl 
have  the  patience  to  hear  it. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Parolles  with  his  interpreter. 

Ber.  A  plague  upon  him,  muffled !  he  can  fay  nothing  of 
me;  hufh. 

1  Lord.  Hoodman  comes:  Portotartaroffa. 
Int.  He  calls  for  the  tortures ;  what  will  you  fay  without  'em  ? 
Par.  I  will  confefs  what  I  know  without  conflraint,-  if  ye 
pinch  me  like  a  pafty,  I  can  fay  no  more. 

Int.  Bosh  Chimurcho* 

1  Lord, 
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1  Lord.  Btbhbmdo  chtcurmurco. 

Int.  You  are  a  merciful  general :  our  general  bids  you  an- 
fwer  to  what  I  mall  ask  you  out  of  a  note. 
Par.  And  truly,  as  I  hope  to  live. 

Int.  Firft  demand  of  him,  how  many  horfe  the  Duke  is 
ftrong.     What  fay  you  to  that  > 

Par.  Five  or  fix  thoufand,  but  very  weak  and  unferviceable ; 
the  troops  are  all  fcatter'd,  and  the  commanders  very  poor 
rogues,  upon  my  reputation  and  credit,  and  as  I  hope  to  live. 

Int.  Shall  I  fet  down  your  anfwer  fo  ? 

Par.  Do,  I'll  take  the  facrament  on't,  how  and  which  way 
you  will :  all's  one  to  me. 

Ber.  What  a  paft-faving  Have  is  this  i 

1  Lord.  Y'are  deceiv'd,  my  Lord,  this  is  Monfieur  Parollesy 
the  gallant  militarift,  that  was  his  own  phrafe,  that  had  the 
whole  theory  of  war  in  the  knot  of  his  fcarf,  and  the  practice 
in  the  chape  of  his  dagger. 

2  Lord.  I  will  never  truft  a  man  again  for  keeping  his  fword 
clean,  nor  believe  he  can  have  every  thing  in  him  by  wear- 
ing his  apparel  neatly. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 

Par.  Five  or  fix  thoufand  horfe  I  faid,  I  will  fay  true,  or 
thereabouts  fet  down,  for  I'll  fpeak  truth. 

1  Lord.  He's  very  near  the  truth  in  this. 

Ber.  But  I  con  him  no  thanks  for't,  in  the  nature  he  deli- 
vers it. 

Par.  Poor  rogues,  I  pray  you  fay. 
Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 

Par.  I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir,  a  truth's  a  truth,  the  rogues 
are  marvellous  poor. 

Int.  Demand  of  him  of  what  ftrength  they  are  a-foot.  What 
fay  you  to  that? 

Par. 
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Par.  By  my  troth,  Sir,  if  I  were  to  live  this  prefent  hour 
I  will  tell  true.  Let  me  fee,  Spurio  a  hundred  and  fifty,  Seba- 
fl'tan  (6  many,  Corambm  fo  many,  Jaques  fo  many $  Qmltiany 
Co/mo,  Lodoivick  and  Grant,  two  hundred  and  fifty  each  ;  mine 
own  company,  Ch'itophery  Vaumond,  Bentuy  two  hundred  and 
fifty  each  ;  fo  that  the  mufter  file,  rotten  and  found,  upon  my 
life  amounts  not  to  fifteen  thoufand  pole,  half  of  the  which 
dare  not  (hake  the  fnow  from  off  their  caflocks,  left  they  make 
themfelves  to  pieces. 

Ber.  What  mail  be  done  to  him  ? 

1  Lord.  Nothing,  but  let  him  have  thanks.  Demand  of 
him  my  conditions,  and  what  credit  I  have  with  the  Duke. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down.  You  {hall  demand  of  him,  whe- 
ther one  captain  Dumam  be  i'th'  camp,  a  Frenchman  -y  what  his 
reputation  is  with  the  Duke,  what  his  valour,  honefty,  and  ex- 
pertnefs  in  war y-  or  whether  he  thinks  it  were  not  poffible  with 
well- weighing  lums  of  gold  to  corrupt  him  to  a  revolt.  What 
fay  you  to  this  ?  what  do  you  know  of  it  ? 

Par.  I  befeech  you  let  me  anfwer  to  the  particular  of  the  In- 
terrogatories.    Demand  them  fingly. 

Int.  Do  you  know  this  captain  Dumam} 

Par.  I  know  him,  he  was  a  botcher's  prentice  in  Paris,  from 
whence  he  was  whipt  for  getting  the  (herirf's.  fool  with  child, 
a  dumb  innocent,  that  could  not  fey  him  nay. 

Ber.  Nay,  by  your  leave  hold  your  hands,  tho'  I  know  his 
brains  are  forfeit  to  the  next  tile  that  falls. 

Int.  Well,  is  this  captain  in  the  Duke  of  Florence's  camp? 

Par.  Upon  my  knowledge  he  is,  and  lowfie. 

1  Lord  Nay,  look  not  fo  upon  me,  we  (hall  hear  of  your 
lordfhip  anon. 

Int.  What  is,  his  reputation'  with  the  Duke? 

Par.  The  Duke  knows  him  for  no  other  but  a  poor  officer 

of 
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of  mine,  and  writ  to  me  the  other  day  to  turn  him  out  o'th' 
band.     I  think  I  have  his  letter  in  my  pocket. 
Int.  Marry  we'll  fearch. 

Par.  In  good  fadnefs  I  do  not  know,  either  it  is  there,  or 
it  is  upon  a  file  with  the  Duke's  other  letters  in  my  tent. 
Int.  Here  'tis,  here's  a  paper,  mall  I  read  it  to  you? 
Par.  I  do  not  know  if  it  be  it  or  no. 
Ber.  Our  interpreter  does  it  well. 
1  Lord.  Excellently. 

Int.  Dian  ;  the  Counts  a  fool,  and  full  of  gold. 

Par.  That  is  not  the  Duke's  letter,  Sir,-  that  is  an  adver- 
tifement  to  a  proper  maid  in  Florence,  one  Diana,  to  take  heed 
of  the  allurement  of  one  Count  Roufillon,  a  foolifh  idle  boy,  but 
for  all  that  very  ruttifh.     I  pray  you,  Sir,  put  it  up  again. 

Int.  Nay,  I'll  read  it  firft,  by  your  favour. 

Par.  My  meaning  in't,  I  proteft,  was  very  honeft  in  the 
behalf  of  the  maid  ,•  for  I  knew  the  young  Count  to  be  a  dan- 
gerous and  lafcivious  boy,  who  is  a  whale  to  virginity,  and 
devours  up  all  the  fry  it  finds. 

Ber,  Damnable!  both  fides  rogue. 

Interpreter  reads  the  letter. 

When  he  /wears  oaths,  bid  htm  drop  gold,  and  take  it, 

After  he  /cores,  he  never  pays  the  fcore : 
Half  won  is  match  well  made,  match  and  well  make  it : 

He  ne'er  pays  after-debts,  take  it  before. 
And  /ay  a  foldier  (Dian)  told  thee  this  : 
Men  are  to  f  mell  with,  boys  are  not  to  ki/s. 
For  count  of  this,  the  Counts  a  fool,  I  know  it, 
Who  pays  before,  but  not  when  he  does  owe  it. 

Thine,  as  he  vcw'd  to  thee  in  thine  ear, 

Parol  l  e  s. 

Ber, 

f  mell,  from  meler,  to  mingle, 
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Ber.  He  (hall  be  whipt  through  the  army  with  this  rhime 
in  his  forehead. 

2  Lord.  This  is  your  devoted  friend,  Sir,  the  manifold  lin- 
guift  and  the  armi-potent  fbldier. 

Ber.  I  could  endure  any  thing  before  but  a  cat,  and  now 
he's  a  cat  to  me. 

Int.  I  perceive,  Sir,  by  the  general's  looks,  we  mall  be  fain 
to  hang  you. 

Par.  My  life,  Sir,  in  any  cafe ,•  not  that  I  am  afraid  to  die, 
but  that  my  offences  being  many,  I  would  repent  out  the  re- 
mainder of  nature.  Let  me  live,  Sir,  in  a  dungeon,  i'th'  ftocks, 
any  where,  fb  I  may  live. 

Int.  We'll  fee  what  may  be  done,  fo  you  confefs  freely ; 
therefore  once  more  to  this  captain  Dumain  :  you  have  anfwer'd 
to  his  reputation  with  the  Duke,  and  to  his  valour.  What  is 
his  honefty? 

Par.  He  will  fleal,  Sir,  an  egg  out  of  a  cloifter  :  for  rapes  and 
ravifhments  he  parallels  Neffus.  He  profeiTes  not  keeping  of 
oaths  j  in  breaking  them  he  is  ftronger  than  Hercules.  He  will 
lie,  Sir,  with  fuch  volubility,  that  you  would  think  truth  were 
a  fool :  drunkennefs  is  his  bed  virtue,  for  he  will  be  fwine- 
drunk,  and  in  his  fleep  he  does  little  harm,  fave  to  his  bed- 
cloaths  about  him  j  but  they  know  his  conditions,  and  lay  him 
in  draw.  I  have  but  little  more  to  lay,  Sir,  of  his  honefty, 
he  has  every  thing  that  an  honeft  man  mould  not  have  j  what 
an  honeft  man  fliould  have,  he  has  nothing. 

i  Lord.  I  begin  to  love  him  for  this. 

Ber.  For  this  defcription  of  thine  honefty?  a  pox  upon  him 
for  me,  he  is  more  and  more  a  cat. 

Int.  What  fay  you  to  his  expertnefs  in  war. 

Par.  Faith,  Sir,  h'as  led  the  drum  before  the  Englijh  tra- 
gedians: to  belie  him  I  will  not,  and  more  of  his  fbldierfhip 
I  know  not,  except  in  that  country,  he  had  the  honour  to  be 
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the  officer  at  a  place  there  call'd  Mile-end,  to  inftrucl:  for  the 
doubling  of  files.  I  would  do  the  man  what  honour  I  can, 
but  of  this  I  am  not  certain. 

1  Lord.  He  hath  out-villain'd  villany  fo  far  that  the  rarity- 
redeems  him. 

Ber.  A  pox  on  him,  he's  a  cat  ftill. 

Int.  His  qualities  being  at  this  poor  price,  I  need  no  tto 
ask  you  if  gold  will  corrupt  him  to  revolt. 

Par.  Sir,  for  a  Quart-d'ecu  he  will  fell  the  fee-fimple  of  his 
falvation,  the  inheritance  of  it,  and  cut  th'intail  from  all  re- 
mainders, and  a  perpetual  fuccerlion  for  it  perpetually. 

Int.  What's  his  brother,  the  other  captain  Dumain? 

2  Lord.  Why  do's  he  ask  him  of  me  ? 
Int.  What's  he? 

Par.  E'en  a  crow  o'th'  fame  neft  •>  not  altogether  fb  great  as 
the  firft  in  goodnefs,  but  greater  a  great  deal  in  evil.  He  ex- 
cels his  brother  for  a  coward,  yet  his  brother  is  reputed  one  of 
the  beft  that  is.  In  a  retreat  he  out-runs  any  lackey  marry 
in  coming  on  he  has  the  cramp. 

Int.  If  your  life  be  faved,  will  you  undertake  to  betray  the 
Florentine  ? 

Par.  Ay,  and  the  captain  of  his  horfe,  Count  Roufdlon. 

Int.  I'll  whifper  with  the  general  and  know  his  pleafure. 

Par.  I'll  no  more  drumming,  a  plague  of  all  drums  ;  only 
to  feem  to  deferve  well,  and  to  beguile  the  ruppofition  of  that 
lafcivious  young  boy  the  Count,  have  I  run  into  danger  j  yet 
who  would  have  fufpected  an  ambufh  where  I  was  taken. 

\Afide, 

Int.  There  is  no  remedy,  Sir,  but  you  rauft  die ;  the  ge- 
neral fays,  you  that  have  fo  traiteroufly  diicovered  the  fecrets  of 
your  army,  and  made  luch  peftiferous  reports  of  men  very  no- 
bly held,  can  ferve  the  world  for  no  honeft  ufe  $  therefore  you 
muft  die.     Come, .  headfman,  off  with  his  head, 
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Par.  O  lord,  Sir,  let  me  live,  or  let  me  fee  my  death. 
Int.  That  mall  you,  and  take  your  leave  of  all  your  friends : 

[Unbinding  him. 

So,  look  about  you ;  know  you  any  here  ? 
Ber.  Good  morrow,  noble  captain. 
2  Lord.  God  blels  you,  captain  Parolks. 

1  Lord.  God  fave  you,  noble  captain. 

2  Lord.  Captain,  what  greeting  will  you  to  my  Lord  Lafeu  ? 
I  am  for  France. 

i  Lord.  Good  captain,  will  you  give  me  a  copy  of  that  fame 
fonnet  you  writ  to  Diana  in  behalf  of  the  Count  Roufdlon  ?  if  I 
were  not  a  very  coward,  I'd  compel  it  of  you ;  but  fare  you 
well.  [Exeunt, 

Int.  You  are  undone,  captain,  all  but  your  fcarf,  that  has  a 
knot  on't  yet. 

Par.  Who  cannot  be  crufh'd  with  a  plot  ? 

Int.  If  you  could  find  out  a  country  where  but  women  were 
that  had  receiv'd  fo  much  fhame,  you  might  begin  an  impudent 
nation.  Fare  you  well,  Sir,  I  am  fox  France  too,  we  {hall  {peak 
of  you  there.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VI. 

Par.  Yet  I  am  thankful :  if  my  heart  were  great, 
'Twould  burft  at  this.    Captain  I'll  be  no  more, 
But  I  will  eat  and  drink,  and  fleep  as  fbft 
As  captain  {hall.    Simply  the  thing  I  am 
Shall  make  me  live :  who  knows  himfelf  a  braggart, 
Let  him  fear  this  ,•  for  it  will  come  to  pafs, 
That  every  braggart  {hall  be  found  an  afs. 
Ruft  fword,  cool  blufhes,  and  Parolles  live 
Safeft  in  fhame ;  being  fool'd,  by  fool'ry  thrive,- 
There's  place  and  means  for  every  man  alive, 
I'll  after  them.  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  TO 

The  Widow's  houfe  at  Florence. 

Enter  Helena,  Widow  and  Diana, 

Hel.  y  I  4H  AT  you  may  well  perceive  I  have  not  wrong'dyou 

A    One  of  the  greateft  in  the  chriftian  world 
Shall  be  my  furety    'fore  whofe  throne  'tis  needful, 
Ere  I  can  perfect  mine  intents,  to  kneel. 
Time  was  I  did  him  a  defired  office, 
Dear  almoft  as  his  life,  which  gratitude 
Through  flinty  Tartars  bofbm  would  peep  forth, 
And  anfwer  thanks.    I  duly  am  inform'd, 
His  Grace  is  at  Marfeilles,  to  which  place 
We  have  convenient  convoy,-  you  muft  know 
I  am  fuppofed  dead  j    the  army  breaking, 
My  husband  hies  him  home,  where  heaven  aiding. 
And  by  the  leave  of  my  good  lord  the  King, 
We'll  be  before  our  welcome. 

Wid.  Gentle  madam, 
You  never  had  a  fervant  to  whofe  truft 
Your  bufinefs  was  more  welcome. 

Hel.  Nor  you,  miftrefs, 
Ever  a  friend,   whofe  thoughts  more  truly  labour 
To  recompence  your  love :  doubt  not  but  heav'n 
Hath  brought  me  up  to  be  your  daughter's  dowre, 
As  it  hath  fated  her  to  be  my  motive 
And  helper  to  a  husband.    But,  O  ftrange  men! 
That  can  fuch  fweet  ufe  make  of  what  they  hate, 
When  faucy  trufting  of  the  cozen'd  thoughts 
Defil?s  the  pitchy  night,  fo  luft  doth  play 
With  what  it  loaths,  for  that  which  is  away. 
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But  more  of  this  hereafter.    You  Diana, 
Under  my  poor  inftru&ions  yet  muft  fuffer 
Something  in  my  behalf. 

Dia.  Let  death  and  honefty 
Go  with  your  impofitions,  I  am  yours 
Upon  your  will  to  (ufFer. 

Hel.  Yet  I  pray  you : 
But  with  the  word  the  time  will  bring  on  fommer, 
When  briars  {hall  have  leaves  as  well  as  thorns, 
And  be  as  fweet  as  fharp :  we  muft  away, 
Our  waggon  is  prepar'd,  and  time  revives  us; 
All's  well  that  ends  well,  ftill  that  finds  the  crown  ; 
What-e'er  the  bcourfe,  the  end  is  the  renown.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VIII. 

Changes  to  Roufillon  in  France. 

Enter  Countefs,  Lafeu,  and  Clown. 

Laf.  TVT  O,  no>  no>  your  &n  was  mif-led  with  a  fnipt  taf- 
•L  N  fata  fellow  there,  whofe  villainous  faffron  would 
have  made  all  the  unbak'd  and  dowy  youth  of  a  nation  in  his 
colour.  Your  daughter-in-law  had  been  alive  at  this  hour,  and 
your  fon  here  at  home  more  advanc'd  by  the  King  than  by 
that  red-tail'd  humble-bee  I  fpeak  of. 

Count.  I  would  I  had  not  known  him,  it  was  the  death  of 
the  moft  virtuous  gentlewoman  that  ever  nature  had  praife  for 
creating  ,•  if  fhe  had  partaken  of  my  flefh,  and  coft  me  the 
dearaft  groans  of  a  mother,  I  could  not  have  owed  her  a  more 
rooted  love. 

Laf.  'Twas  a  good  lady,  'twas  a  good  lady.  We  may  pick 
a  thoufand  fallets  ere  we  light  on  fuch  another  herb. 

Clo» 
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Clo.  Indeed,  Sir,  fhe  was  the  fweet  marjoram  of  the  fallet, 
or  rather  the  herb  of  grace. 

Laf.  They  are  not  fallet-herbs,  you  knave,  they  are  nofe- 
herbs. 

Clo.  I  am  no  great  Nebuchadnezzar,  Sir,  I  have  not  much 
skill  in  graft. 

Laf.  Whether  doft  thou  profefs  thy  felf,  a  knave  or  a  fool  ? 
Clo.  A  fool,  Sir,  at  a  woman's  fervice,  and  a  knave  at  a 
man's. 

Laf.  Your  diftin&ion  ? 

Clo.  I  would  cozen  the  man  of  his  wife,  and  do  his  fervice, 
Laf.  So  you  were  a  knave  at  his  fervice  indeed. 
Clo.  And  I  would  give  his  wife  my  bauble,  Sir,  to  do  her 
fervice. 

Laf.  I  will  fubfcribe  for  thee,  thou  art  both  knave  and  fool. 
Clo.  At  your  fervice. 
Laf.  No,  no,  no. 

Clo.  Why,  Sir,  if  I  cannot  ferve  you,  I  can  ferve  as  great  a 
Prince  as  you  are. 

Laf  Who's  that,  a  Frenchman  1 

Clo.  Faith,  Sir,  he  has  an  Englijh  name,  but  his  phifnomy 
is  more  hotter  in  France  than  there. 
Laf.  What  Prince  is  that? 

Clo.  The  black  Prince,  Sir,  alias  the  Prince  of  darknefs,  alias 
the  devil. 

Laf  Hold  thee,  there's  my  purfe ;  I  give  thee  not  this  to 
feduce  thee  from  thy  matter  thou  talk'ft  of,  ferve  him  (till. 

Clo.  I  am  a  woodland  fellow,  Sir,  that  always  lov'd  a  great 
fire,  and  the  mafter  I  fpeak  of  ever  keeps  a  good  fire,  but  fure 
he  is  the  Prince  of  the  world,  let  his  nobility  remain  in's  court. 
I  am  for  the  houfe  with  the  narrow  gate,  which  I  take  to 
be  too  little  for  pomp  to  enter :  fbme  that  humble  themfelves 
may,  but  the  many  will  be  too  chill  and  tender,  and  they'll  be 
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for  the  flowry  way  that  leads  to  the  broad  gate,  and  the  great 
fire. 

Laf.  Go  thy  ways,  I  begin  to  be  a  weary  of  thee,  and  I 
tell  thee  fo  before,  becaufe  I  would  not  fall  out  with  thee.  Go 
thy  ways,  let  my  horfes  be  well  look'd  to,  without  any  tricks. 

Go.  If  I  put  any  tricks  upon  'em,  they  (hall  be  jades  tricks, 
which  are  their  own  right  by  the  law  of  nature.  [Exit. 

Laf  A  fhrewd  knave,  and  an  unhappy. 

Count.  So  he  is.  My  lord  that's  gone  made  himfelf  much 
fport  out  of  him  ;  by  his  authority  he  remains  here,  which  he 
thinks  is  a  patent  for  his  fawcinefs  ;  and  indeed  he  has  no  pace, 
but  runs  where  he  will. 

Laf.  I  like  him  well,  'tis  not  amifs  ,•  and  I  was  about  to  tell 
you,  fince  I  heard  of  the  good  lady's  death,  and  that  my  lord 
your  fon  was  upon  his  return  home,  I  mov'd  the  King  my  ma- 
iler to  fpeak  in  the  behalf  of  my  daughter;  which  in  the  mino- 
rity of  them  both,  his  Majefty,  out  of  a  felf-gracious  remem- 
brance, did  firfl:  propofe ;  his  Highnefs  hath  promis'd  me  to  do 
it;  and  to  ftop  up  the  difpleafure  he  hath  conceiv'd  againflyour 
fon,  there  is  no  fitter  matter.    How  do's  your  ladyfhip  like  it  ? 

Count.  With  very  much  content,  my  lord,  and  I  wifli  it  hap- 
pily effected. 

Laf.  His  Highnefs  comes  poft  from  Marfetlks,  of  as  able  a 
body  as  when  he  numbcr'd  thirty ;  he  will  be  here  to-morrow, 
or  I  am  deceiv'd  by  him  that  in  fuch  intelligence  hath  feldom 
fail'd. 

Count.  It  rejoices  me  that  I  hope  I  (hall  fee  him  ere  I  die.  I 
have  letters  that  my  fon  will  be  here  to-night :  I  mall  befeech 
your  lordfhip  to  remain  with  me  'till  they  meet  together. 

Laf.  Madam,  I  was  thinking  with  what  manners  I  might 
fafely  be  admitted. 

Count.  You  need  but  plead  your  honourable  privilege. 

Laf. 
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Laf.  Lady,  of  that  I  have  made  a  bold  charter,-  but  I 
thank  my  God  it  holds  yet. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  O  madam,  yonder's  my  lord  your  (on  with  a  patch  of 
velvet  on's  face ;  whether  there  be  a  fear  under't  or  no  the  vel- 
vet knows,  but  'tis  a  goodly  patch  of  velvet  his  left  cheek  is 
a  cheek  of  two  pile  and  a  half,  but  his  right  cheek  is  worn 
bare. 

Count.  A  fear  nobly  got,  or  a  noble  fear,  is  a  good  livery  of 
honour.   So  belike  is  that. 

Clo.  But  it  is  your  carbinado'd  face. 

Laf.  Let  us  go  fee  your  fbn,  I  pray  you :  I  long  to  talk  with 
the  young  noble  foldier. 

Clo.  'Faith  there's  a  dozen  of  'em  with  delicate  fine  hats 
and  moft  courteous  feathers,  which  bow  the  head,  and  nod  at 
every  man.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT    V.    SCENE  L 

The  Court  of  France. 

Enter  Helena,  Widow,  and  Diana,  with  two  attendants. 

Helena. 

U  r  this  exceeding  pofting  day  and  night 
Muft  wear  your  (pints  low ;  we  cannot  help  it. 
But  fince  you've  made  the  days  and  nights  as  one 
To  wear  your  gentle  limbs  in  my  affairs, 
Be  bold,  you  do  fo  grow  in  my  requital 
As  nothing  can  unroot  yon.    In  happy  time. 
Enter  a  Gentleman. 
This  man  may  help  me  to  his  Majefty's  ear, 
If  he  would  fpend  his  power.    God  fave  you,  Sir. 
Gent.  And  you. 

Hel.  Sir,  I  have  feen  you  in  the  court  of  France. 

Gent.  I  have  been  fbmetimes  there. 

Hel.  I  do  prefume,  Sir,  that  you  are  not  fallen 
From  the  report  that  goes  upon  your  goodnefs ; 
And  therefore  goaded  with  moft  {harp  occafions 
Which  lay  nice  manners  by,  I  put  you  to 
The  ufe  of  your  own  virtues,  for  the  which 
I  fhall  continue  thankful. 

Gent.  What's  your  will  ? 

Hel.  That  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  give  this  poor  petition  to  the  King, 
And  aid  me  with  that  ftore  of  power  you  have, 
To  come  into  his  prefence. 

Gent. 
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Gent.  The  King's  not  here. 

Hel.  Not  here,  Sir? 

Gent.  Not  indeed. 
He  hence  remov'd  laft  night,  and  with  more  hafte 
Than  is  his  ufe. 

Wtd.  Lord,  how  we  lofe  our  pains! 

Hel.  All's  well  that  ends  well  yet, 
Tho'  time  feem  fb  adverfe,  and  means  unfit : 
I  do  befeech  you,  whither  is  he  gone  ? 

Gent.  Marry,  as  I  take  it,  to  Roufillon, 
Whither  I'm  going. 

Hel.  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
Since  you  are  like  to  fee  the  King  before  me, 
Commend  the  paper  to  his  gracious  hand, 
Which,  I  prefiime,  mail  render  you  no  blame, 
But  rather  make  you  thank  your  pains  for  it. 
I  will  come  after  you  with  what  good  Ipeed 
Our  means  will  make  us  means. 

Gent.  This  I'll  do  for  you. 

Hel.  And  you  mall  find  your  felf  to  be  well  thank'd, 
What-e'er  falls  more.    We  mull  to  horfe  again. 
Go,  go,  provide.  [Exeunt. 


scene  11. 

ROUSILLON. 

Enter  Clown  and  Parolles. 

Par.  O  O  D  Mr.  Levatcb,  give  my  lord  Lafeu  this  letter -y  I 
vJ  have  ere  now,  Sir,  been  better  known  to  you,  when 
I  have  held  familiarity  with  frefher  cloaths $  but  I  am  now, 
Sir,  muddied  in  fortune's  mood,  and  fmell  fbmewhat  ftrong  of 
her  ftrong  difpleafure. 
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Clo.  Truly  fortune's  difpleafure  is  but  fluttifh,  if  it  fmell  fo 
flrongly  as  thou  fpeak'ft  of:  I  will  henceforth  eat  no  fifli  of 
fortune's  butt'ring.    Pr'ythee,  allow  the  wind. 

Par.  Nay,  you  need  not  to  flop  your  nofe,  Sir  $  I  fpake 
but  by  a  metaphor. 

Clo.  Indeed,  Sir,  if  your  metaphor  ftink,  I  will  ftop  my  nofe 
againft  any  man's  metaphor.    Pr'ythee  get  thee  further. 

Par.  Pray  you,  Sir,  deliver  me  this  paper. 

Clo.  Foh!  pr'ythee  ftand  away$  a  paper  from  fortune's  clofe- 
ftool,  to  give  to  a  nobleman !  look  here  he  comes  himfelf. 

Enter  Lafeu. 

Clo.  Here  is  a  pur  of  fortune's,  Sir,  or  of  fortune's  cat,  (but 
not  a  mufcat,)  that  hath  falln  into  the  unclean  fiftipond  of 
her  difpleafure,  and,  as  he  fays,  is  muddied  withal.  Pray  you, 
Sir,  ufe  the  carp  as  you  may,  for  he  looks  like  a  poor,  decay- 
ed, ingenious,  foolifh,  rafcally  knave.  I  do  pity  his  diftrefs 
in  my  fmiles  of  comfort,  and  leave  him  to  your  lordfhip. 

Par.  My  lord,  I  am  a  man  whom  fortune  hath  cruelly 
fcratch'd. 

Laf.  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do  ?  'tis  too  late  to 
pare  her  nails  now.  Wherein  have  you  play'd  the  knave  with 
fortune,  that  me  mould  fcratch  you,  who  of  her  felf  is  a  good 
lady,  and  would  not  have  knaves  thrive  long  under  her  ?  there's 
a  Ghiart-d'ecu  for  yon :  let  the  juftices  make  you  and  fortune 
friends  ,•  I  am  for  other  bufinefs. 

Par.  I  befeech  your  honour  to  hear  me  one  fingle  word. 

Laf.  You  beg  a  fingle  penny  more :  come,  you  (hall  ha't, 
fave  your  word. 

Par.  My  name,  my  good  lord,  is  Parolles. 

Laf.  You  beg  more  than  one  word  then.  Cox  my  paffion, 
give  me  your  hand :  how  does  your  drum  ? 

Par.  O  my  good  lord,  you  were  the  firft  that  found  me. 

Laf 
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Laf.  Was  I,  infooth  ?  and  I  was  the  firft  that  loft  thee. 

Par.  It  lyes  in  you,  my  lord,  to  bring  me  in  fome  grace, 
for  you  did  bring  me  out. 

Laf  Out  upon  thee  knave,  doft  thou  put  upon  me  at  once 
both  the  office  of  God  and  the  devil  ?  one  brings  thee  in  grace, 
and  the  other  brings  thee  out.  The  King's  coming,  I  know 
by  his  trumpets.  Sirrah,  inquire  further  after  me,  I  had  talk  of 
you  laft  night  $  tho'  you  are  a  fool  and  a  knave,  you  mail  eat ; 
go  to,  follow. 

Par.  I  praife  God  for  you.  [Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

Flourijh.   Enter  King,  Countefs,  Lafeu,  the  two  French  Lords, 

with  attendants. 

King.  We  loft  a  jewel  of  her,  our  efteem 
Was  made  much  poorer  by  it  -y  but  your  fbn, 
As  mad  in  folly,  lack'd  the  fenfe  to  know 
Her  eftimation  home. 

Count.  'Tis  paft,  my  Liege; 
And  I  befeech  your  Majefty  to  make  it 
Natural  rebellion,  done  i'th'  blade  of  youth, 
When  oil  and  fire,  too  ftrong  for  reafbn's  force, 
O'erbears  it,  and  burns  on. 

King.  My  honour'd  lady, 
I  have  forgiven  and  forgotten  all  ,• 
Tho'  my  revenges  were  high  bent  upon  him, 
And  watch'd  the  time  to  moot. 

Laf.  This  I  muft  fay, 
But  firft  I  beg  my  pardon ;  the  young  lord 
Did  to  his  majefty,  his  mother,  and  his  lady, 
Offence  of  mighty  note  $  but  to  himfelf 
The  greateft  wrong  of  all.    He  loft  a  wife, 

L  1  1  2  Whofe 


452  All's  vjell  that  Ends  well. 

Whofe  beauty  did  aftonifh  the  furvey 
Of  richeft  eyes  ■>  whofe  words  all  ears  took  captive  -} 
Whofe  dear  perfection,  hearts  that  fcorn'd  to  ferve, 
Humbly  call'd  miftrefs. 

King.  Praifing  what  is  loft, 

Makes  the  remembrance  dear.  Well  call  him  hither, 

We're  reconcil'd,  and  the  firft  view  mail  kill 
All  repetition  :  let  him  not  ask  our  pardon. 
The  nature  of  his  great  offence  is  dead, 
And  deeper  than  oblivion  we  do  bury 
Th'  incenfing  relicks  of  it.    Let  him  approach 
A  ftranger,  no  offender  ;  and  inform  him 
So  'tis  our  will  he  mould. 

Gent.  I  mall,  my  Liege. 

King.  What  fays  he  to  your  daughter  ? 
Have  you  fpoke? 

Laf.  All  that  he  is  hath  reference  to  your  Highnefs. 

King.  Then  fhall  we  have  a  match.  I  have  letters  fent  me 
That  fet  him  high  in  fame. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Bertram. 

Laf  He  looks  well  on't. 

King.  I'm  not  a  day  of  feafbn, 
For  thou  may'ft  fee  a  fun-fhine  and  a  hail 
In  me  at  once ;  but  to  the  brightefl  beams 
Diffracted  clouds  give  way,  fo  ftand  thou  forth, 
The  time  is  fair  again. 

Ber.  My  high-repented  blames, 
Dear  Sovereign,  pardon  to  me. 

King.  All  is  whole, 
Not  one  word  more  of  the  confumed  time, 

Let's 
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Let's  take  the  inftant  by  the  forward  top,- 
For  we  are  old,  and  on  our  quick'ft  decrees 
Th5  inaudible  and  noifelefs  foot  of  time 
Steals,  ere  we  can  effed  them.     You  remember 
The  daughter  of  this  lord  ? 

Ber.  Admiringly,  my  liege.    At  firft 
I  ftuck  my  choice  upon  her,  ere  my  heart 
Durft  make  too  bold  a  herald  of  my  tongue : 
Where  the  impreflion  of  mine  eye  enfixing, 
Contempt  his  fcornful  perlpective  did  lend  me, 
Which  warp'd  the  line  of  every  other  favour, 
Scorn'd  a  fair  colour,  or  exprefs'd  it  ftoll'n, 
Extended  or  contracted  all  proportions 
To  a  moft  hideous  object :  thence  it  came, 
That  {he  whom  all  men  prais'd,  and  whom  my  felf, 
Since  I  have  loft,  have  lov'd,    was  in  mine  eye 
The  duft  that  did  offend  it. 

King.  Well  excus'd  : 
That  thou  didft  love  her,  ftrikes  fome  fcores  away 
From  the  great  'compt    but  love  that  comes  too  late, 
Like  a  remorfeful  pardon  flowly  carried, 
To  the  great  fender,  turns  a  fbwre  offence, 
Crying,  that's  good  that  is  gone :  our  rafh  faults 
Make  trivial  price  of  ferious  things  we  have, 
Not  knowing  them,  until  we  know  their  grave. 
Oft  our  difpleafures  to  our  felves  unjuft, 
Deftroy  our  Friends,  and  after  weep  their  duft : 
Our  own  love  waking,  cries  to  fee  what's  done, 
While  fhameful  hate  fleeps  out  the  afternoon. 
Be  this  fweet  Helen's  knell,  and  now  forget  her. 
Send  forth  your  amorous  token  for  fair  Maudlin, 
The  main  confents  are  had,  and  here  we'll  ftay 
To  fee  our  widower's  fecond  marriage  day : 
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Which  better  than  the  fir  ft,  O  dear  heav'n  blefs, 
Or,  ere  they  meet,  in  me  O  nature,  ceafe. 

Laf.  Come  on  my  Ton,  in  whom  my  houie's  name 
Muft  be  digefled :  give  a  favour  from  you 
To  fparkle  in  the  fpirits  of  my  daughter, 
That  fhe  may  quickly  come.     By  my  old  beard, 
And  ev'ry  hair  that's  on't,  Helen  that's  dead 
Was  a  fweet  creature :  fuch  a  ring  as  this, 
The  laft  that  e'er  fhe  took  her  leave  at  court, 
I  faw  upon  her  finger. 

Ber.  Hers  it  was  not. 

Kmg.  Now  pray  you  let  me  fee  it,    For  mine  eye, 
While  I  was  fpeaking,  oft  was  faften'd  to't  : 
This  ring  was  mine,  and  when  I  gave  it  Helen, 
I  bad  her,  if  her  fortunes  ever  flood 
NecefTited  to  help,  that  by  this  token 
I  would  relieve  her.    Had  you  that  craft  to  reave  her 
Of  what  mould  (lead  her  raoft? 

Ber.  My  gracious  fovereign, 
Howe'er  it  pleafes  you  to  take  it  fo, 
The  ring  was  never  hers. 

Count.  Son,  on  my  life 
I've  feen  her  wear  it,  and  (he  reckon'd  it 
At  her  life's  rate. 

Laf.  I'm  fure  I  faw  her  wear  it. 

Ber.  You  are  deceiv'd,  my  lord,  me  never  faw  it 
In  Florence  was  it  from  a  cafement  thrown  me, 
Wrap'd  in  a  paper,  which  contain'd  the  name 
Of  her  that  threw  it :  noble  me  was,  and  thought 
I  flood  engag'd,  but  when  I  had  fubfcrib'd 
To  mine  own  fortune,  and  inform'd  her  fully, 
I  could  not  anfwer  in  that  courfe  of  honour 
\s  flie  had  made  the  overture,  fhe  ceaft 
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In  heavy  fatisfadtion,  and  would  never 
Receive  the  ring  again. 

King.  Plutus  himfelf, 
That  knows  the  tinct  and  multiplying  medicine, 
Hath  not  in  nature's  myftery  more  fcience 
Than  I  have  in  this  ring.    'Twas  mine,  'twas  Helen's, 
Whoever  gave  it  you  :  then  if  you  know 
That  you  are  well  acquainted  with  your  felf, 
Confefs  'twas  hers,  and  by  what  rough  enforcement 
You  got  it  from  her.     She  call'd  the  faints  to  furety, 
That  {he  would  never  put  it  from  her  finger, 
Unlefs  fhe  gave  it  to  your  felf  in  bed, 
(Where  you  have  never  come)  or  fent  it  us 
Upon  her  great  difafter. 

Ber.  She  never  faw  it. 

King.  Thou  fpeak'ft  it  falfly,  as  I  love  mine  honour ; 
And  mak'ft  conjecVral  fears  to  come  into  me, 
Which  I  would  fain  mut  out;  if  it  mould  prove 

That  thou  art  fb  inhuman  'twill  not  prove  fo  

And  yet  I  know  not  thou  didft  hate  her  deadly, 

And  fhe  is  dead,  which  nothing  but  to  clofe 
Her  eyes  my  felf,  could  win  me  to  believe, 
More  than  to  fee  this  ring.     Take  him  away. 

[Guards  feize  Bertram, 
My  fore-paft  proofs,  howe'er  the  matter  fall, 
Shall  tax  my  fears  of  little  vanity, 
Having  vainly  fear'd  too  little.    Away  with  him, 
We'll  fift  this  matter  further. 

Ber.  If  you  (hall  prove 
This  ring  was  ever  hers,  you  (hall  as  eafie 
Prove  that  I  husbanded  her  bed  in  Florence, 
Where  yet  fhe  never  was.  [Exit  Bertram  guarded. 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

King.  I'm  wrap'd  in  difmai  thinking. 

Gent.  Gracious  lb vereign, 
Whether  I've  been  to  blame  or  no,   I  know  not; 
Here's  a  petition  from  a  Florentine 
Who  hath  for  four  or  five  removes  come  fhort 
To  tender  it  her  felf.     I  undertook  it, 
Vanquifh'd  thereto  by  the  fair  grace  and  Ipeech 
Of  the  poor  fuppliant,  who  by  this  I  know 
Is  here  attending  :  her  bufinefs  looks  in  her 
With  an  importing  vifage,  and  fhe  told  me 
In  a  fweet  verbal  brief,  it  did  concern 
Your  highnefs  with  her  felf. 

The  King  reads  a  letter. 

Upon  his  many  proteftations  to  marry  me,  when  his  wife  was 
dead,  I  blujh  to  fay  it,  he  won  me.  Now  is  the  Count  Roufil- 
lon  a  widower,  his  vows  are  forfeited  to  me,  and  my  honour's  paid 
to  him.  He  fiole  from  Florence,  taking  no  leave,  and  I  follow 
him  to  this  country  for  jufiice  :  grant  it  me,  0  King,  in  you  it  befi 
lyes,  otherwife  a  feducer  flouriJhesy  and  a  poor  maid  is  undone. 

Diana  Capulet. 

Laf.  I  will  buy  me  a  fon-in-law  in  a  fair,  and  toll  for  this. 
I'll  none  of  him. 

King.  The  heavens  have  thought  well  on  thee,  hafeu, 
To  bring  forth  this  difcov'ry.     Seek  thefe  (iiitors : 
Go  fpeedily,   and  bring  again  the  Count. 
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Enter  Bertram. 

I  am  afraid  the  life  of  Helen  (ladyj 
Was  fouly  fnatch'd. 

Count.  Now  juftice  on  the  doers. 

King.  I  wonder,  Sir,  wives  are  fo  monftrous  to  you, 
And  that  you  fly  them  as  you  fwear  to  them 
Yet  you  defire  to  wed.    What  woman's  that! 

Enter  Widow  and  Diana. 

Dia.  I  am,  my  lord,  a  wretched  Florentine, 
Derived  from  the  ancient  Capulet ; 
My  fuit,  as  I  do  underftand,  you  know, 
And  therefore  know  how  far  I  may  be  pitied. 

Wid.  I  am  her  mother,  Sir,  whofe  age  and  honour 
Both  faffer  under  this  complaint  we  bring, 
And  both  (hall  ceafe  without  your  remedy. 

King.  Come  hither,  Count  $  do  you  know  thefe  women  ? 

Ber.  My  lord,  I  neither  can  nor  will  deny 
But  that  I  know  them  ,•  do  they  charge  me  further  ? 

Dia.  Why  do  you  look  fb  ftrange  upon  your  wife  * 

Ber.  She's  none  of  mine,  my  lord. 

Dia.  If  you  mail  marry, 
You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine,- 
You  give  away  heav'n's  vows,  and  thofe  are  mine  ; 
You  give  away  my  ft  If,  which  is  known  mine ; 
For  I  by  vow  am  fb  embodied  yours, 
That  flie  which  marries  you  mud  marry  me, 
Either  both  or  none. 

Laf.  Your  reputation  comes  too  fhort  for  my  daughter,  you 
are  no  husband  for  her.  [To  Bertram, 

Ber.  My  lord,  this  is  a  fond  and  defperate  creature, 
Whom  fometime  I  have  laugh'd  with  :  let  your  highnels 
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Lay  a  more  noble  thought  upon  mine  honour 
Than  e'er  to  think  that  I  would  fink  it  here. 

King.  Sir,  for  my  thoughts,  you  have  them  ill  to  friend, 
'Till  your  deeds  gain  them  fairer :  prove  your  honour 
Than  in  my  thought  it  lies. 

Dia.  Good  my  lord, 
Ask  him  upon  his  oath,  if  he  does  think 
He  had  not  my  virginity. 

King.  What  fay'ft:  thou  to  her  ? 

Ber.  She's  impudent,  my  lord, 
And  was  a  common  gamefter  to  the  camp. 

Dia.  He  does  me  wrong,  my  lord  j  if  I  were  fo 
He  might  have  bought  me  at  a  common  price. 
Do  not  believe  him.     O  behold  this  ring, 
Whofe  high  refped  and  rich  validity 
Did  lack  a  parallel :  yet  for  all  that 
He  gave  it  to  a  commoner  o'th'  camp, 
If  I  be  one. 

Count.  He  blu flies,  and  'tis  his : 
Of  fix  preceding  anceftors,  that  gemm 
Conferr'd  by  teftament  to  th'  fubfecjuent  iffue, 
Hath  it  been  ow'd  and  worn.     This  is  his  wife, 
That  ring's  a  thoufand  proofs. 

King.  Methought  you  faid 
You  faw  one  here  in  court  could  witnefs  it. 

Dia.  I  did,  my  lord,  but  loth  am  to  produce 
So  bad  an  inftrument,-  his  name's  Parolles. 

Laf.  I  faw  the  man  to-day,  if  man  he  be. 

King.  Find  him,  and  bring  him  hither. 

Ber.  What  of  him  ? 
He's  quoted  for  a  mod  perfidious  (lave, 
With  all  the  fpots  o'th'  world,  tax'd  and  debofiYd, 
Which  nature  fickens  with  :  but  to  fpeak  truth, 

Am 
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Am  I  or  that  or  this,  for  what  he'll  utter, 
That  will  fpeak  any  thing  ? 

King.  She  hath  that  ring  of  yours. 

Ber.  I  think  me  has ;  certain  it  is  I  lik'd  her, 
And  boarded  her  i'th'  wanton  way  of  youth : 
She  knew  her  diftance,  and  did  angle  for  me, 
Madding  my  eagernefs  with  her  reftraint; 
As  all  impediments  in  fancy's  courfe 
Are^  motives  of  more  fancy,  and  in  fine, 
Her  infuit  coming  with  her  modern  grace, 
Subdu'd  me  to  her  rate :  fhe  got  the  ring, 
And  I  had  that  which  any  inferior  might 
At  market-price  have  bought. 

Dia.  I  muft  be  patient: 
You  that  turn'd  off  a  firft  lb  noble  wife, 
May  juftly  diet  me.     I  pray  you  yet, 
Since  you  lack  virtue,  I  will  lofe  a  husband, 
Send  for  your  ring,  I  will  return  it  home, 
And  give  me  mine  again. 

Ber.  I  have  it  not. 

Ktng.  What  ring  was  yours,  I  pray  you  ? 
Dia.  Sir,  much  like  the  fame  upon  your  finger. 
King.  Know  you  this  ring,  this  ring  was  his  of  late. 
Dia.  And  this  was  it  I  gave  him,  being  a-bed. 
King.  The  ftory  then  goes  falfe,  you  threw  it  him 
Out  of  a  cafement. 

Dia.  I  have  fpoke  the  truth. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Parolles. 

Ber.  My  lord,  I  do  confefs  the  ring  was  hers. 
King.  You  boggle  fhrewdly,  every  feather  ftarts  you  : 
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Is  this  the  man  you  Ipeak  of  ? 
Dia.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Ktng.  Tell  me,  firrah,  but  tell  me  true,  I  charge  you, 
Not  fearing  the  difpleafure  of  your  mafter, 
Which  on  your  juft  proceeding  I'll  keep  off  -y 
By  him  and  by  this  woman  here,  what  know  you  ? 

Par.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty,  my  mafter  hath  been  an  ho- 
nourable gentleman.  Tricks  he  hath  had  in  him,  which  gen- 
tlemen have. 

K'mg.  Come,  come,  to  the  purpofe  ->  did  he  love  this  wo- 
man ? 

Par.  'Faith,  Sir,  he  did  love  her,  but  how ! 
King.  How,  I  pray  you  ? 

Par.  He  did  love  her,  Sir,  as  a  gentleman  loves  a  woman* 
King.  How  is  that  ? 

Par.  He  lov'd  her,  Sir,  and  lov'd  her  not. 

King.  As  thou  art  a  knave,  and  no  knave;  what  an  equi- 
vocal companion  is  this  ? 

Par.  I  am  a  poor  man,  and  at  your  majefty's  command. 

Laf.  He's  a  good  drum,  my  lord,  but  a  naughty  orator. 

Dia.  Do  you  know  he  promis'd  me  marriage  ? 

Par.  'Faith  I  know  more  than  I'll  ipeak. 

King.  But  wilt  thou  not  ipeak  all  thou  know'ft  ? 

Par.  Yes,  Co  pleafe  your  majefty.  I  did  go  between  them, 
as  I  faid;  but  more  than  that,  he  lov'd  her:  for  indeed  he 
was  mad  for  her,  and  talk'd  of  Satan,  and  of  limbo,  and  of  fu- 
ries, and  I  know  not  what,-  yet  I  was  in  that  credit  with  them 
at  that  time,  that  I  knew  of  their  going  to  bed,  and  of  other 
motions,  as  promifing  her  marriage,  and  things  that  would  de- 
rive me  ill-will  to  fpeak  of,-  therefore  I  will  not  Ipeak  what  I 
know. 

King.  Thou  haft  fpoken  all  already,  unlefs  thou  canft  fay 
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they  are  married;  but  thou  art  too  fine  in  thy  evidence;  there- 
fore ftand  afide.    This  ring,  you  fay,  was  yours  ? 
Dia.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

King.  Where  did  you  buy  it  ?  or  who  gave  it  you  ? 

Dia.  It  was  not  given  me,  nor  did  I  buy  it. 

King.  Who  lent  it  you  ? 

Dia.  It  was  not  lent  me  neither. 

King.  Where  did  you  find  it  then  ? 

Dia.  I  found  it  not. 

King.  If  it  were  yours  by  none  of  all  thefe  ways, 
How  could  you  give  it  him  ? 
Dia.  I  never  gave  it  him. 

Laf,  This  woman's  an  eafie  glove,  my  lord,  (he  goes  off 
and  on  at  pleafure. 

King.  This  ring  was  mine,  I  gave  it  his  firft  wife. 

Dia.  It  might  be  yours,  or  hers,  for  ought  I  know. 

King.  Take  her  away,  I  do  not  like  her  now, 
To  prifbn  with  her :  and  away  with  him. 
Unlefs  thou  tell'ft  me  where  thou  hadft  this  ring, 
Thou  dieft  within  this  hour. 

Dia.  I'll  never  tell  you. 

King.  Take  her  away. 

Dia.  I'll  put  in  bail,  my  Liege. 

King.  I  think  thee  now  fome  common  cuftomer. 

Dia.  By  Jove,  if  ever  I  knew  man,  'twas  you. 

King.  Wherefore  haft  thou  accus'd  him  all  this  while  ? 

Dia.  Becaufe  he's  guilty,  and  he  is  not  guilty ; 
He  knows  I  am  no  maid,  and  he'll  fwear  to't ; 
I'll  fwear  I  am  a  maid,  and  he  knows  not. 
Great  King,  I  am  no  (trumpet,  by  my  life; 
I'm  either  maid,  or  elfe  this  old  man's  wife. 

[Pointing  to  Lafeu. 

King.  She  does  abufe  our  ears ;  to  prilbn  with  her. 

Dia. 
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Dia.  Good  mother,  fetch  my  bail.   Stay,  royal  Sir, 

[Ex.  Widow. 

The  jeweller  that  owes  the  ring  is  fent  for, 

And  he  (hall  furety  me.    But  for  this  lord,  [To  Bert. 

Who  hath  abus'd  me,  as  he  knows  himfelf, 

Tho'  yet  he  never  harm'd  me,  here  I  quit  him. 

He  knows  himfelf  my  bed  he  hath  defil'd, 

And  at  that  time  he  got  his  wife  with  child  ,• 

Dead  tho'  (he  be,  {he  feels  her  young  one  kick : 

So  there's  my  riddle,  one  that's  dead  is  quick. 

And  now  behold  the  meaning. 

Enter  Helena  and  Widow. 

King.  Is  there  no  exorcift 
Beguiles  the  truer  office  of  mine  eyes  ? 
Is't  real  that  I  fee  ? 

Hel.  No,  my  good  lord, 
'Tis  but  the  fhadow  of  a  wife  you  fee, 
The  name,  and  not  the  thing. 

Ber.  Both,  both,  oh  pardon ! 

Hel.  Oh,  my  good  lord,  when  I  was  like  this  maid, 
I  found  you  wond'rous  kind  ,•  there  is  your  ring, 
And  look  you,  here's  your  letter  :  this  it  fays, 

When  from  my  finger  you  can  get  thts  ring, 
And  are  by  me  with  child,  &c.    This  is  done. 
Will  you  be  mine,  now  you  are  doubly  won  ? 

Ber.  If  me,  my  Liege,  can  make  me  know  this  clearly, 
I'll  love  her  dearly,  ever,  ever  dearly. 

Hel.  If  it  appear  not  plain,  and  prove  untrue, 
Deadly  divorce  ftep  between  me  and  you. 

O,  my  dear  mother,  do  1  fee  you  living  ?         [To  the  Countefs. 

Laf.  Mine  eyes  fmell  onions,  I  mail  weep  anon : 
Good  Tom  Drum,  lend  me  a  handkerchief,  [To  Parolles, 

So, 
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So,  I  thank  thee,  wait  on  me  home.  I'll  make  fport  with  thee: 
let  thy  courtefies  alone,  they  are  fcurvy  ones. 

King.  Let  us  from  point  to  point  this  ftory  know, 
To  make  the  even  truth  in  pleafure  flow : 

If  thou  beeft  yet  a  frefh  uncropped  flower,  [To  Diana. 

Chufe  thon  thy  husband,  and  I'll  pay  thy  dower  -} 

For  I  can  guefs,  that  by  thy  honeft  aid, 

Thou  kept'ft  a  wife  her  felf,  thy  felf  a  maid. 

Of  that  and  all  the  progrefs  more  and  lefs, 

Refolvedly  more  leifure  {hall  exprefs : 

All  yet  feems  well,  and  if  it  end  lb  meet, 

The  bitter  paft,  more  welcome  is  the  fweet.  [Exeunt. 


E  P  I- 


E   P   I   L   O   G  U 


Spoken  by  the  KIN  G. 

r~JTi  HE  King's  a  beggar ;  now  the  play  is  done : 

All  is  well  ended,  if  this  fuit  be  won, 
That  you  exprefs  content ;  which  we  will  pay, 
With  ftrife  to  pleafe  you,  day  exceeding  day  -, 
Ours  be  your  patience  then,  and  yours  our  parts, 
Tour  gentle  hands  lend  us,  and  take  our  hearts. 
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Vol.  II. 


N  n  n 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


/^vRfino,  DukeoflMym. 

Sebaftian,  a  young  gentleman,  brother  to  Viola: 
Antonio,  a  fea-captain,  friend  to  Sebaftian. 

\  alentine,  ?  Gentlemen  attending  on  the  'Duke. 
Curio,      S  6 
Sir  Toby  Belch,  uncle  to  Olivia. 

Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek,  a  foolijh  Knight,  pretending  to  Olivia. 

A  fea-captain,  friend  to  Viola. 

Fabian,  few  ant  to  Olivia. 

Malvolio,  a  fantaftical  jieward  to  Olivia. 

Clown,  fewant  to  Olivia. 


Olivia,  a  lady  of  great  beauty  and  fortune,  belov'd  by  the  'Duke. 
Viola,  in  love  with  the  Duke. 
Maria,  Olivia'-r  woman. 


Prieft,  Sailors,  Officers,  and  other  attendants. 


S  C  E  N  E5  a  City  on  the  Ccaft  of  Illyrk 


TWELFTH- 


T  IV  E  L  F  T  H-N  I  G  H  T: 

O  R, 

WHAT    YOU  WILL 

ACT   I.    SCENE  L 

The  PALACE. 

Enter  the  Duke,  Curio,   and  Lords, 
Duke. 

F  mufick  be  the  food  of  love,  play  on, 
Give  me  excefs  of  it  $  that  forfeiting 
The  appetite  may  ficken,  and  fo  die. 
That  ftrain  again,  it  had  a  dying  fall : 
O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear,  like  the  fweet  a  fouth 
That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets, 
Stealing,  and  giving  odour.     Hufhf  no  more; 
5Tis  not  fo  fweet  now  as  it  was  before. 
O  fpirit  of  love,  how  quick  and  frefh  art  thou  I 
That,  notwithftanding  thy  capacity 
Receiveth  as  the  fea,  nought*  enters  there 
Of  what  validity  and  pitch  foe'er, 
But  falls  into  abatement  and  low  price, 
Even  in  a  minute  -}  fo  full  of  fhapes  is  fancy, 

N  n  n  2  That 

a  found. 
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That  it  alone  is  high  fantaftical. 
Cur.  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  lord? 
Duke.  What,  Curio  ? 
Cur.  The  hart. 

Duke.  Why  fb  I  do,  the  nobleft  that  I  have : 
O  when  mine  eyes  did  fee  Olivia  firft, 
Methought  fhe  purg'd  the  air  of  peftilence,- 
That  inftant  was  I  turn'd  into  a  hart, 
And  my  defires,  like  fell  and  cruel  hounds, 
E'er  fince  purfue  me.     How  now,  what  news  from  her? 

Enter  Valentine. 

Vol.  So  pleafe  my  lord,  I  might  not  be  admitted, 
But  from  her  hand-maid  do  return  this  anfwer: 
The  element  it  felf,  'till  feven  years  hence, 
Shall  not  behold  her  face  at  ample  view ; 
But  like  a  cloyftrefs  {he  will  veiled  walk, 
And  water  once  a  day  her  chambers  round 
With  eye-offending  brine :  all  this  to  feafon 
A  brother's  dead  love,  which  fhe  would  keep  frefli 
And  lafting  in  her  fad  remembrance  ftill. 

Duke.  O  fhe  that  hath  a  heart  of  that  fine  frame, 
To  pay  this  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brother, 
How  will  flic  love,  when  the  rich  golden  {haft 
Hath  kuTd  the  flock  of  all  affections  elfe 
That  live  in  her  ?  when  liver,  brain,  and  heart, 
Thefe  fov'raign  thrones,  are  all  fupply'd,  and  fuTd, 
Her  fweet  perfections,  with  one  felf-fame  King! 
Away  before  me  to  fweet  beds  of  flowers, 
Love-thoughts  lye  rich,  when  canopy'd  with  bowers.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


What  you  will. 


S  C  E  N  E  II. 

7*he  Street. 
Enter  Viola,  a  Captain  and  Sailors, 

Vto,  XTC7HAT  country,  friends,  is  this? 
V  V      Cap.  Illyrta  y  lady. 
Vto.  And  what  fhould  I  do  in  Illyrta? 
My  brother  he  is  in  Elyftum. 

Perchance  he  is  not  drown'd    what  think  you,  failors  ? 

Cap,  It  is  perchance  that  you  your  felf  were  fav'd. 

Vto,  O  my  poor  brother!  Co  perchance  may  he  be. 

Cap.  True,  madam  :  and  to  comfort  you  with  chance, 
Affure  your  felf,  after  our  fliip  did  fplit, 
When  you,  and  that  poor  number  fav'd  with  you, 
Hung  on  bur  driving  boat:  I  faw  your  brother, 
Moft  provident  in  peril,  bind  himfelf 
(Courage  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  practice) 
To  a  ftrong  maft  that  liv'd  upon  the  fea; 
Where  like  Anon  on  the  dolphin's  back, 
I  faw  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  waves, 
So  long  as  I  could  fee. 

Vto.  There's  gold  for  faying  fo. 
Mine  own  efcape  unfoldeth  to  my  hope, 
Whereto  thy  fpeech  ferves  for  authority, 
The  like  of  him.     Know'fl:  thou  this  country? 

Cap.  Ay,  Madam,  well  ;  for  I  was  bred  and  born 
Not  three  hours  travel  from  this  very  place. 

Vto.  Who  governs  here? 

Cap.  A  noble  Duke  in  nature  as  in  name. 

Vto.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Cap,  Orfino.  Vto, 
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Vio.  Orfmo !  I  have  heard  my  father  name  him 
He  was  a  batchelor  then. 

Cap.  And  fo  is  now,  or  was  fo  very  late ; 
For  but  a  month  ago  I  went  from  hence, 
And  then  'twas  frefh  in  murmur  (as  you  know 
What  great  ones  do,  the  lefs  will  prattle  of) 
That  he  did  feek  the  love  of  fair  Olivia, 

Vio.  What's  (he? 

Cap.  A  virtuous  maid,  the  daughter  of  a  Count, 
That  dy'd  fome  twelve  months  fince,  then  leaving  her 
In  the  protection  of  his  fon,  her  brother, 
Who  (hortly  alfo  dy'd  \  for  whofe  dear  love, 
They  fay,  me  hath  abjur'd  the  fight 
And  company  of  men. 

Vio.  O  that  I  ferv'd  that  lady, 
And  might  not  be  deliver'd  to  the  world, 
'Till  I  had  made  mine  own  occafion  mellow 
What  my  eftate  is ! 

Cap.  That  were  hard  to  compafs, 
Becaufe  me  will  admit  no  kind  of  fuit, 
No,  not  the  Duke's. 

Vio.  There  is  a  fair  behaviour  in  thee,  captain,; 
And  tho'  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  clofe  in  pollution ;  yet  of  thee, 
I  will  believe,  thou  haft  a  mind  that  fiats 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  character. 
I  pr'ythee,  and  I'll  pay  thee  bounteoufly, 
Conceal  me  what  I  am,  and  be  my  aid 
For  fuch  difguife  as  haply  mall  become 
The  form  of  my  intent.     I'll  ferve  this  Duke? 
Thou  (halt  prefent  me  as  an  eunuch  to  him, 
It  may  be  worth  thy  pains  ,•  for  I  can  lmg, 
And  Ipeak  to  him  in  many  forts  of  mufick, 

That 
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That  will  allow  me  very  worth  his  fervice. 
What  elfe  may  hap,  to  time  I  will  commit, 
Only  fhape  thou  thy  filence  to  my  wit. 

Cap.  Be  you  his  eunuch,  and  your  mute  I'll  be : 
When  my  tongue  blabs,  then  let  mine  eyes  not  fee. 

Vio.  I  thank  thee;  lead  me  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Olivia'*  Houfe. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  Maria. 

Sir  7*0-"\7C  T  H  A  T  a  plague  means  my  neice  to  take  the 
V  V      death  of  her  brother  thus  ?  I  am  fure  care's  an 
enemy  to  life. 

Mar.  By  my  troth,  Sir  To&y,  you  muft  come  in  earlier  a- 
nights  j  your  neice,  my  lady,  takes  great  exceptions  to  your  ill  hours. 

Sir  To.  Why  let  her  except,  before  excepted. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  you  muft  confine  your  felf  within  the  modeft 
limits  of  order. 

Sir  To.  Confine  ?  I'll  confine  my  felf  no  finer  than  I  am 
thefe  clothes  are  good  enough  to  drink  in,  and  fo  be  thefe  boots 
too  y  if  they  be  not,  let  them  hang  themfelves  in  their  own  ftraps. 

Mar.  That  quaffing  and  drinking  will  undo  you,-  I  heard 
my  lady  talk  of  it  yefterday,  and  of  a  foolifh  Knight  that  you 
brought  in  one  night  here,  to  be  her  wooer  ? 

Sir  To.  Who,  Sir  Andrew  Ague- cheek! 

Mar.  Ay,  he. 

Sir  To.  He's  as  tall  a  man  as  any  in  I/lyria. 
Mar.  What's  that  to  th'  purpofe? 
Str  To.  Why,  he  has  three  thoufand  ducats  a  year. 
Mar.  Ay,  but  he'll  have  but  a  year  in  all  thefe  ducats :  he's 
a<very  fool,  and  a  prodigal. 

Sir  To, 
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Sir  To.  Fie,  that  you'll  fay  fo!  he  plays  o'th'  viol-de-gambo, 
and  fpeaks  three  or  four  .languages  word  for  word  without  book, 
and  hath  all  the  good  gifts  of  nature. 

Mar.  He  hath  indeed,  almoft  natural  •>  for  befides  that  he's 
a  fool,  he's  a  great  quarreller  and  but  that  he  hath  the  gift 
of  a  coward  to  allay  the  guft  he  hath  in  quarrelling,  'tis  thought 
among  the  prudent,  he  would  quickly  have  the  gift  of  a  grave. 

Sir  To.  By  this  hand  they  are  fcoundrels  and  fubftra&ors  that 
fay  fo  of  him.    Who  are  they? 

Mar.  They  that  add  moreover,  he's  drunk  nightly  in  your 
company. 

Sir  To.  With  drinking  healths  to  my  neice:  III  drink  to  her 
as  long  as  there  is  a  pa(Tage  in  my  throat,  and  drink  in  11- 
lyria.  He's  a  coward  and  a  f  coyftril  that  will  not  drink  to  my 
neice  'till  his  brains  turn  o'th'  toe  like  a  parifh  top.  What  wench? 
Cajliliano  vulgo  ;  for  here  comes  Sir  Andrew  Ague-face. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Sir  Toby  Belch  I  how  now,  Sir  Toby  Belch? 

S^r  To.  Sweet  Sir  Andrew  ! 

Str  And.  Blefs  you,  fair  Shrew. 

Mar.  And  you  too,  Sir. 

Sir  To.  Accoft,  Sir  Andrew,  accoft. 

Sir  And.  What's  that? 

Sir  To.  My  neice's  chamber-maid. 

Sir  And.  Good  miftrefs  Accoft,  I  defire  better  acquaintance. 

Mar.  My  name  is  Mary,  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Good  miftrefs  Mary  Accojl. 

Sir  To.  You  miftake,  Knight :  accoft  is,  front  her,  board 
her,  wooe  her,  affail  her. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  I  would  not  undertake  her  in  this 
company.    Is  that  the  meaning  of  accoft?  Mar, 

■f  A  coy  fti  ill,  a  young  lad. 
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Mar.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen. 

Sir  To.  If  thou  let  her  part  fo,  Sir  Andrew,  would  thou 
might'ft  never  draw  fword  again. 

Sir  And.  If  you  part  fo,  miftrefs,  I  would  I  might  never  draw 
fword  again.    Fair  lady,  do  you  think  you  have  fools  in  hand? 

Mar.  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  th'  hand. 

Sir  And.  Marry  but  you  mall  have,  and  here's  my  hand. 

Mar.  Now,  Sir,  thought  is  free:  I  pray  you  bring  your 
hand  to  th5  buttery  bar,  and  let  it  drink. 

Sir  And.  Wherefore,  fsveet  heart  ?  what's  your  metaphor  ? 

Mar.  It's  dry,  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Why,  I  think  fo :  I  am  not  fuch  an  afs,  but  I  can 
keep  my  hand  dry.   But  what's  your  jeft? 
Mar.  A  dry  jeft,  Sir. 
Sir  And.  Are  you  full  of  them  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  them  at  my  finger  ends  :  marry,  now 
I  let  go  your  hand,  I  am  barren.  [Exit  Maria. 

Sir  To.  O  Knight,  thou  lack'ft  a  cup  of  canary :  when  did  I 
fee  thee  fo  put  down  ? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  life,  I  think,  unlefs  you  fee  canary 
put  me  down :  methinks  fometimes  I  have  no  more  wit  than  a 
chriftian  or  an  ordinary  man  has;  but  I  am  a  great  eater  of 
beef,  and  I  believe  that  does  harm  to  my  wit. 

Sir  To.  No  queftion. 

Sir  And.  If  I  thought  that,  I'd  forfwear  it.  I'll  ride  home  to- 
morrow, Sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  Pourquoy,  my  dear  Knight  ? 

Sir  And.  What  is  pourquoy  ?  do,  or  not  do  ?  I  would  I  had 
beftowed  that  time  in  the  tongues  that  I  have  in  fencing,  dan- 
cing, and  bear-baiting.  O  had  I  but  follow'd  the  arts ! 

Sir  To.  Then  hadft  thou  had  an  excellent  head  of  hair. 

Sir  And.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  hair  ? 

Sir  To.  Pad  queftion,  for  thou  feeft  it  will  not  cool  my  nature. 
V  o  l.  II.  O  o  o  Sir  And. 
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Sir  And.  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  does't  not  ? 

Sir  To.  Excellent,  it  hangs  like  flax  on  a  diftafF ;  and  I  hope 
to  fee  a  houfewife  take  thee  between  her  legs  and  (pin  it  off. 

Sir  And.  Faith  I'll  home  to-morrow,  Sir  Toby,  your  neice  will 
not  be  feen,  or  if  (he  be,  it's  four  to  one  fhe'll  none  of  me:  the 
Duke  himfelf  here  hard  by  wooes  her. 

Sir  To.  She'll  none  o'th'  Duke,  fhe'll  not  match  above  her 
degree,  neither  in  eftate,  years,  nor  wit ;  I  have  heard  her  fwear. 
Tut,  there's  life  in't  man. 

Sir  And.  I'll  flay  a  month  longer.  I  am  a  fellow  o'th' ftrangeft 
mind  i'th'  world :  I  delight  in  masks  and  revels  fometimes  al- 
together. 

Sir  To.  Art  thou  good  at  thefe  kick-fhaws,  Knight  ? 

Sir  And.  As  any  man  in  Illyria  whatfoever  he  be,  under  the 
degree  of  my  betters,  and  yet  I  will  not  compare  with  an  old  man. 

Sir  T&.  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliard,  Knight? 

Sir  And.  Faith,  I  can  cut  a  caper. 

Sir  To.  And  I  can  cut  the  mutton  to't. 

Sir  And.  And  I  think  I  have  the  back-trick,  limply  asftrong 
as  any  man  in  Illyria. 

Sir  To.  Wherefore  are  thefe  things  hid  ?  wherefore  have  thefe 
gifts  a  curtain  before  'em  \  are  they  like  to  take  duft,  like  miftrefs 
MalH  picture  ?  why  doft  thou  not  go  to  church  in  a  galliard, 
and  come  home  in  a  coranto  ?  my  very  walk  fhould  be  a  jig! 
I  would  not  fo  much  as  make  water  but  in  a  fink-a-pace :  what 
doft  thou  mean  ?  is  it  a  world  to  hide  virtues  in  ?  I  did  think, 
by  the  excellent  conftitution  of  thy  leg,  it  was  form'd  under  the 
ftar  of  a  galliard. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  'tis  ftrong,  and  it  does  indifferent  well  in  a  flame- 
colour'd  (locking.   Shall  we  fet  about ibme  revels? 

Sir  To.  What  fhall  we  do  elfe  ?  were  we  not  born  under  Taurus  1 

Sir  And.  Taurus?  that's  fides  and  heart. 

Sir  To. 
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Sir  To.  No,  Sir,  it  is  legs  and  thighs.  Let  me  fee  thee  caper  ; 
ha,  higher:  ha,  ha,  excellent.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

The  PALACE. 

Enter  Valentine,  and  Viola  m  man's  attire. 

Pral.  TF  the  Duke  continue  thefe  favours  towards  you,  Cefario, 
JL  you  are  like  to  be  much  advanc'd  ->  he  hath  known  you 
but  three  days,  and  already  you  are  no  ftranger. 

Pio.  You  either  fear  his  humour,  or  my  negligence,  that  you 
call  in  queftion  the  continuance  of  his  love.  Is  he  inconftant, 
Sir,  in  his  favours? 

PaL  No,  believe  me. 

Enter  Duke,  Curio,  and  attendants. 

Pio.  I  thank  you :  here  comes  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Who  faw  Cefario,  hoa? 

Pio.  On  your  attendance,  my  lord,  here. 

Duke.  Stand  you  a  while  aloof.  Cefario, 
Thou  know'ft  no  lefs,  but  all :  I  have  unclafp'd 
To  thee  the  book  even  of  my  fecret  foul. 
Therefore,  good  youth,  addrels  thy  gate  unto  her, 
Be  not  deny'd  accels,  ftand  at  her  doors, 
And  tell  them,  there  thy  fixed  foot  {hall  grow 
'Till  thou  have  audience. 

Pio.  Sure,  my  noble  lord, 
If  fhe  be  Co  abandon'd  to  her  Jfbrrow 
As  ft  is  fpoke,  (he  never  will  admit  me. 

Duke.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  bounds, 
Rather  than  make  unprofited  return. 

Pio.  Say  I  do  Ipeak  with  her,  my  lord,  what  then? 

Duke.  O  then,  unfold  the  paflion  of  my  love, 

O  o  o  1  Sur- 
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Surprize  her  with  difcourfe  of  my  dear  faith; 
It  (hall  become  thee  well  to  act  my  woes  ; 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth, 
Than  in  a  nuncio's  of  more  grave  afpecl:. 

Vio.  I  think  not  fo,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Dear  lad,  believe  it: 
For  they  {hall  yet  belie  thy  happy  years, 
That  fay  thou  art  a  man  :  Diana's  lip 
Is  not  more  fmooth  and  rubious ,•  thy  fmall  pipe 
Is  as  the  maiden's  organ,  fhrill  and  found, 
And  all  is  femblative  a  woman's  part. 
I  know  thy  conftellation  is  right  apt 
For  this  affair :  fome  four  or  five  attend  him^ 
All  if  you  will ;  for  I  my  felf  am  beft 
When  lead  in  company.  Prolper  well  in  this, 
And  thou  {halt  live  as  freely  as  thy  lord, 
To  call  his  fortunes  thine. 

Vto.  I'll  do  my  beft 
To  woo  your  lady ;  yet,  O  baneful  ftrife  f 
Who-e'er  I  woo,  my  felf  would  be  his  wife.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

Olivia^  Houfe. 

Enter  Maria  and  Clown. 

Mar.  "VT  A  Y>  either  tell  me  where  thou  haft  been,  or  I  will 
X  \  not  open  my  lips  fb  wide  as  a  briftle  may  enter  in 
way  of  thy  excufe  ;  my  lady  will  hang  thee  for  thy  abfence. 

Clo.  Let  her  hang  me ;  he  that  is  well  hang'd  in  this  world 
needs  fear  no  colours. 

Mar.  Make  that  good. 

Clo,  He  {hall  fee  none  to  fear. 

Mar, 
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Mar.  A  good  lenten  anfwer :  I  can  tell  thee  where  that  fay- 
ing was  born,  of  I  fear  no  colours. 
Clo.  Where,  good  miftrefs  Mary  ? 

Mar.  In  the  wars,  and  that  may  you  be  bold  to  fay  in  your 
foolery. 

Clo.  Well,  God  give  them  wifdom  that  have  it,-  and  thole 
that  are  fools  let  them  ufe  their  talents. 

Mar.  Yet  you  will  be  hang'd  for  being  fo  long  abfent,  or  be 
turn'd  away ;  is  not  that  as  good  as  a  hanging  to  you  ? 

Clo.  Many  a  good  hanging  prevents  a  bad  marriage;  and  for 
turning  away,  let  fummer  bear  it  out. 

Mar.  You  are  refolute  then  ? 

Clo.  Not  fo  neither,  but  I  am  refolv'd  on  two  points. 

Mar.  That  if  one  break  the  other  will  hold;  or,  if  both 
break,  your  gaskings  fall. 

Clo.  Apt  in  good  faith,  very  apt :  well,  go  thy  way,  if  Sir 
Toby  would  leave  drinking,  thou  wert  as  witty  a  piece  of  Eve's 
flelh  as  any  in  Illyria. 

Mar.  Peace,  you  rogue,  no  more  o'that:  here  comes  my 
lady ;  make  your  excufe  wifely  you  were  beft.  [Ex. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Malvolio. 

Clo.  Wit,  and't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good  fooling ;  thofe 
wits  that  think  they  have  thee  do  very  oft  prove  fools ;  and  I 
that  am  fore  I  lack  thee,  may  pafs  for  a  wife  man.    For  what  fays 
6ht'wapalusy  better  a  witty  fool  than  a  foolifh  wit.    God  blels 
thee,  lady. 

QTt.  Take  the  fool  away. 

Clo.  Do  you  not  hear,  fellows,  take  away  the  lady. 
Olu  Go  to,  y'are  a  dry  fool ;  I'll  no  more  of  you ;  befides 
you  grow  difhoneft. 

Clo. 


478       Twelfth-Night:  Or, 

Cio.  Two  faults,  Madona,  that  drink  and  good  counfel  will 
amend ;  for  give  the  dry  fool  drink,  then  is  the  fool  not  dry. 
Bid  the  difhoneft  man  mend  himfelf ;  if  he  mend,  he  is  no  longer 
difhoneft,  if  he  cannot,  let  the  botcher  mend  him.  Any  thing 
that's  mended  is  but  patch'd  :  virtue  that  tranfgreffes  is  but  patch'd 
with  fin,  and  fin  that  amends  is  but  patch'd  with  virtue.  If  that 
this  fimple  fillogifm  will  ferve,  fo,-  if  it  will  not,  what  remedy? 
as  there  is  no  true  cuckold  but  calamity,  fo  beauty's  a  flower: 
the  lady  bad  take  away  the  fool,  therefore  I  fay  again,  take 
her  away. 

Oli.  Sir,  I  bad  them  take  away  you. 

Cio.  Mifprifion  in  the  higheft  degree.  Lady,  Cucullus  non  fa- 
cit  monachum ;  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  I  wear  not  motley  in  my 
brain :  good  Madona,  give  me  leave  to  prove  you  a  fool. 

Oli.  Can  you  do  it? 

Cio.  Dexteroufly,  good  Madona. 

Oli.  Make  your  proof. 

Cio.  I  muft  catechize  you  for  it,  Madona ;  good  my  moufe 
of  virtue  anfwer  me. 

OH.  Well,  Sir,  for  want  of  other  idlenefs,  HI  bide  your  proof. 

Cio.  Good  Madona,  why  mourn'ft  thou? 

Oli.  Good  fool,  for  my  brother's  death. 

Cio.  I  think  his  foul  is  in  hell,  Madona. 

Oli.  I  know  his  foul  is  in  heav'n,  fool. 

Cio.  The  more  fool  you,  Madona^  to  mourn  for-your  brother's 
foul  being  in  heav'n  :  take  away  the  fool,  gentlemen. 

Oli.  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  Malvolio,  doth  he  not  mend? 

Mai.  Yes,  and  mall  do,  'till  the  pangs  of  death  fhake  him. 
Infirmity,  that  decays  the  wife,  doth  ever  make  better  the  fool. 

Cio.  God  fend  you,  Sir,  a  fpeedy  infirmity,  for  the  better  in- 
creafing  your  folly:  Sir  Toby  will  be  fworn  that  I  am  no  fox,  but 
he  will  not  pafs  his  word  for  two  pence  that  you  are  no  fool. 

Olt.  How  fay  you  to  that,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai 
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Mai.  I  marvel  your  ladyfhip  takes  delight  in  fiich  a  barren 
rafcal ;  I  faw  him  put  down  the  other  day  with  an  ordinary  fool 
that  has  no  more  brains  than  a  ftone.  Look  you  now,  he's  out 
of  his  guard  already ;  unlefs  you  laugh  and  minifter  occafion  to 
him,  he  is  gagg'd.  I  proteft  I  take  thefe  wife  men  that  crow  fo 
at  thefe  fet  kind  of  fools,  no  better  than  the  fools  Zanies. 

Oh.  O  you  are  fick  of  felf-love,  Malvolio,  and  tafte  with  a 
diftemper'd  appetite.  To  be  generous,  guiklefs,  and  of  free  dif- 
pofition,  is  to  take  thofe  things  for  bird-bolts  that  you  deem 
cannon-bullets :  there  is  no  flander  in  an  allow'd  fool,  though  he 
do  nothing  but  rail ;  nor  no  railing  in  a  known  difcreet  man, 
though  he  do  nothing  but  reprove. 

Clo.  Now  Mercury  indue  thee  with  b  leafing,  for  thou  fpeak'fl 
well  of  fools. 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  Madam,  there  is  at  the  gate  a  young  gentleman  much 
defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Oh.  From  the  Count  Orfino  is  it  ? 

Mar.  I  know  not,  madam,  'tis  a  fair  young  man,  and 
well  attended. 

Oli.  Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay? 
Mar.  Sir  Toby,  Madam,  your  uncle. 

Oh.  Fetch  him  off  I  pray  you,  he  /peaks  nothing  but  madman  : 
fie  on  him.  Go  you,  Malvolio  ;  if  it  be  a  fiiit  from  the  Count, 
I  am  fick,  or  not  at  home,  What  you  will  to  difmifs  it.  [Exit 
Malvolio.]  Now  fee,  Sir,  how  your  fooling  grows  old,  and 
people  diflike  it. 

Clo.  Thou  haft  fpoke  for  us,  Madonay  as  if  thy  eldefl  fbn 
(hould  be  a  fool :  whofe  fcull  Jove  cram  with  brains,  for  here 
comes  one  of  thy  kin  has  a  mod  weak  Pia  mater. 
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SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Sir  Toby. 

OH.  By  mine  honour,  half  drunk.  What  is  he  at  the  gate,  uncle  ? 

Sir  To.  A  gentleman. 

Oli.  A  gentleman  ?  what  gentleman  ? 

Sir  To.  'Tis  a  gentleman  here.   A  plague  o'thefe  pickle  her- 
ring: how  now,  lot  ? 
Clo.  Good  Sir  Toby. 

OH.  Uncle,  uncle,  how  have  you  come  fo  early  by  this  le- 
thargy r 

Sir  To,  Letchery,  I  defie  letchery:  there's  one  at  the  gate. 
Oli.  Ay  marry,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  devil  and  he  will,  I  care  not :  give 
me  faith,  fay  I.   Well,  it's  all  one.  [Exit. 

OH.  What's  a  drunken  man  like,  fool  ? 

Clo.  Like  a  drown'd  man,  a  fool,  and  a  madman  :  one  draught 
above  heat  makes  him  a  fool,  the  fecond  mads  him,  and  a  third 
drowns  him. 

OH.  Go  thou  and  feek  the  coroner,  and  let  him  fit  o'my  un- 
cle for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink ;  he's  drown'd ;  go  look 
after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet,  Madona,  and  the  fool  {hall  look  to 
the  madman.  [Exit  clown. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Madam,  yond  young  fellow  fwears  he  will  fpeak  with 
you.  I  told  him  you  were  fick,  he  takes  on  him  to  understand 
fo  much,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with  you.  I  told  him 
you  were  afleep,  he  feems  to  have  a  fore-knowledge  of  that  too, 
and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with  you.  What  is  to  be  faid  to 
him,  lady  ?  he's  fortified  againft  any  denial. 

on. 
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Oli.  Tell  him  he  (hall  not  (peak  with  me. 

Mai.  He  has  been  told  fo ;  and  he  fays  hell  (land  at  your 
door  like  a  iherifF's  poft,  and  be  the  fupporter  to  a  bench,  but 
he'll  fpeak  with  you. 

Oli.  What  kind  o'man  is  he  ? 

Mai.  Why,  of  mankind. 

OIL  What  manner  of  man  ? 

Mai.  Of  very  ill  manners ;  he'll  fpeak  with  you,  will  you  or  no. 

Ol't.  Of  what  perfbnage  and  years  is  he  ? 

Mai.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young  enough  for 
a  boy  j  as  a  fquam  is  before  'tis  a  peafcod,  or  a  codling  when 
'tis  almoft  an  apple :  'tis  with  him  in  (landing  water,  between 
boy  and  man.  He  is  very  well-favour'd,  and  he  fpeaks  very  flirew- 
ifhly ;  one  would  think  his  mother's  milk  were  fcarce  out  of  him. 

Olt.  Let  him  approach :  call  in  my  gentlewoman. 

Mai.  Gentlewoman,  my  lady  calls.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Maria. 

Oli.  Give  me  my  vail:  come,  throw  it  o'er  my  face; 
We'll  once  more  hear  Or/ino's  embafly. 

Enter  Viola. 

Vio.  The  honourable  lady  of  the  houfe,  which  is  (he  ? 

Oh.  Speak  to  me,  I  mall  anfwer  for  her :  your  will  ? 

Vio.  Moft  radiant,  exquifite,  and  unmatchable  beauty  1 

pray  you  tell  me  if  this  be  the  lady  of  the  houfe,  for  I  never  faw 
her.  I  would  be  loth  to  caft  away  my  fpeech  ;  for  befides  that 
it  is  excellently  well  penn'd,  I  have  taken  great  pains  to  con  it. 
Good  beauties,  let  me  fuftain  no  fcorn  \  I  am  very  comptible, 
even  to  the  leaft  finifter  ufage. 

Olt.  Whence  came  you,  Sir  ? 

Vol.  II.  P  p  p  Vio. 
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Vto.  I  can  fay  little  more  than  I  have  ftudied,  and  that  que- 
ftion's  out  of  my  part.  Good  gentle  one,  give  me  modeft  afTu- 
ranee,  if  you  be  the  lady  of  the  houfe,  that  I  may  proceed  in 
my  fpeech. 

Oli.  Are  you  a  comedian  ? 

Vto.  No,  my  profound  heart,-  and  yet,  by  the  very  fangs  of 
malice,  I  fwear,  I  am  not  that  I  play.  Are  you  the  lady  of 
the  houfe? 

Oli.  If  I  do  not  ufurp  my  felf,  I  am. 

Vto.  Moft  certain,  if  you  are  fhe,  you  do  ufurp  your  felf; 
for  what  is  yours  to  beftow,  is  not  yours  to  referve  ,•  but  this  is 
from  my  commiflion.  I  will  on  with  my  fpeech  in  your  praife, 
and  then  (hew  you  the  heart  of  my  meffage. 

Ol'i.  Come  to  what  is  important  in't :  I  forgive  you  the  praife. 

Vto.  Alas,  I  took  great  pains  to  ftudy  it,  and  'tis  poetical. 

Ol'i.  It  is  the  more  like  to  be  feign'd.  I  pray  you  keep  it  in. 
I  heard  you  were  fawcy  at  my  gates,  and  I  allow'd  your  approach, 
rather  to  wonder  at  you  than  to  hear  you.  If  you  be  not  mad, 
be  gone ;  if  you  have  reafon,  be  brief ;  'tis  not  that  time  of  the 
moon  with  me,  to  make  one  in  fo  skipping  a  dialogue. 

Mar.  Will  you  hoift  fail,  Sir  ?  here  lyes  your  way. 

Vto.  No,  good  fwabber,  I  am  to  hull  here  a  little  longer.  Some 
mollification  for  your  giant,  fweet  lady:  tell  me  your  mind,  I 
am  a  meffenger. 

Oli.  Sure  you  have  fome  hideous  matter  to  deliver,  when  the 
curtefie  of  it  is  fo  fearful.    Speak  your  office. 

Vto.  It  alone  concerns  your  ear.  I  bring  no  overture  of  war, 
no  taxation  of  homage ;  I  hold  the  olive  in  my  hand  :  my  words 
are  as  full  of  peace  as  matter. 

Oli.  Yet  you  began  rudely.   What  are  you  >  what  would  you  ? 

Vto.  The  rudenefs  that  hath  appear'd  in  me  have  I  learn'd 
from  my  entertainment.  What  I  am,  and  what  I  would,  are  as 
fecret  as  a  maiden-head  ■>  to  your  ears,  divinity  -}  to  any  others, 
prophanation.  Oli. 
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Oli.  Give  us  the  place  alone.  [Exit  Maria.]  We  will  hear  this 
divinity.  Now,  Sir,  what  is  your  text  > 
Vto.  Moft  fweet  lady. 

Oli.  A  comfortable  doctrine,  and  much  may  be  faid  of  it. 
Where  lyes  the  text  ? 
Vto.  In  Or 'fmo 's  bofbm. 

Oli,  In  his  bofom  ?  in  what  chapter  of  his  bofom  ? 
Vto.  To  anfwer  by  the  method,  in  the  firft  of  his  heart. 
Oli.  O,  I  have  read  it it  is  herefie.  Have  you  no  more  to  fay  ? 
Vto.  Good  madam  let  me  fee  your  face. 
Oli.  Have  you  any  commiflion  from  your  lord  to  negotiate 
with  my  face  ?  you  are  now  out  of  your  text ;  but  we  will  draw 
the  curtain,  and  {hew  you  the  picture.   Look  you,  Sir,  fuch  a 
one  I  was  this  prefent :  is't  not  well  done  ?  {Unveiling. 
Vto.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 
Oli.  'Tis  in  grain,  Sir,  'twill  endure  wind  and  weather. 
Vto.  5Tis  beauty  truly  blent,  whofe  red  and  white 
Nature's  own  fweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on  : 
Lady,  you  are  the  cruell'ft  Hie  alive, 
If  you  will  lead  thefe  graces  to  the  grave, 
And  leave  the  world  no  copy. 

Oli.  O,  Sir,  I  will  not  be  fo  hard-hearted :  I  will  give  out 
divers  fchedules  of  my  beauty.  It  {ball  be  inventoried,  and  every 
particle  and  utenfil  labell'd  to  my  will.  As,  Item,  two  lips  in- 
different red.  Item,  two  grey  eyes,  with  lids  to  them.  Item, 
one  neck,  one  chin,  and  fo  forth.  Were  you  fent  hither  to 
praife  me? 

Vto.  I  fee  you  what  you  are,  you  are  too  proud  ,* 
But  if  you  were  the  devil,  you  are  fair. 
My  lord  and  mafter  loves  you :  O  fuch  love 
Could  be  but  recompenc'd,  tho'  you  were  crown'd 
The  non-pareil  of  beauty. 

Oli.  How  does  he  love  me  ? 

P  p  p  %  Vto. 
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Vio.  With  adorations,  with  fertile  tears, 
With  groans  that  thunder  love,  with  fighs  of  fire. 

OH.  Your  lord  does  know  my  mind,  I  cannot  love  him 
Yet  I  fuppofe  him  virtuous,  know  him  noble, 
Of  great  eftate,  of  frefh  and  ftainlefs  youth  ,• 
In  voices  well  divulg'd,  free,  learn'd,  and  valiant, 
And  in  dimenfion  and  the  (hape  of  nature 
A  gracious  perfon  ;  yet  I  cannot  love  him  ,• 
He  might  have  took  his  anfwer  long  ago. 

Vio.  If  I  did  love  you  in  my  matter's  flame, 
With  uach  a  fufPring,  fuch  a  deadly  life, 
In  your  denial  I  would  find  no  fenfe  : 
I  would  not  underftand  it. 

OIL  Why,  what  would  you  do? 

Vio.  Make  me  a  willow  cabin  at  your  gate, 
And  call  upon  my  foul  within  the  houfe; 
Write  loyal  cantos  of  contemned  love, 
And  fing  them  loud  even  in  the  dead  of  night : 
Hollow  your  name  to  the  reverberate  hills, 
And  make  the  babling  goflip  of  the  air 
Cry  out,  Olivia:  O  you  mould  not  reft 
Between  the  elements  of  air  and  earth, 
But  you  mould  pity  me. 

OH.  You  might  do  much  : 
What  is  your  parentage? 

Vio.  Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  ftate  is  well  : 
I  am  a  gentleman. 

Oli.  Get  you  to  your  lord  j 
I  cannot  love  him  :  let  him  fend  no  more, 
Unlels,  perchance,  you  come  to  me  again, 
To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it    fire  you  well : 
I  thank  you  for  you  pains;  fpend  this  for  me. 

Vio.  I  am  no  feed-poft,  lady  5  keep  your  purfe: 

My 

6 


What  you  will.  485 

My  mafter,  not  my  felf,  lacks  recompence. 

Love,  make  his  heart  of  flint,  that  you  (hall  love, 

And  let  your  fervour  like  my  matter's  be, 

Plac'd  in  contempt :  farewel,  fair  cruelty.  [Exit. 

Oli.  What  is  your  parentage? 
Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  ftate  is  well : 

I  am  a  gentleman  I'll  be  fworn  thou  art. 

Thy  tongue,  thy  face,  thy  limbs,  actions,  and  fpirit, 

Do  give  thee  five-fold  blazon  not  too  faft  foft,  foft, 

Unle/s  the  mafter  were  the  man.  How  now  ? 
Even  fo  quickly  may  one  catch  the  plague  ? 
Methinks  I  feel  this  youth's  perfections, 
With  an  invifible  and  fubtile  ftealth 
To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.   Well,  let  it  be — 
What  hoa,  Malvolio. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Here,  madam,  at  your  fervice. 

Oli.  Run  after  that  fame  peevifh  meffenger, 
The  Duke's  man  ,•  he  left  this  ring  behind  him 
Would  I,  or  not :  tell  him,  I'll  none  of  it. 
Defire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  lord, 
Nor  hold  him  up  with  hopes  •  I  am  not  for  him : 
If  that  the  youth  will  come  this  way  to-morrow, 
I'll  give  him  reafon  for't.   Hye  thee,  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 

Oli.  I  do  I  know  not  what,  and  fear  to  find 
Mine  eye  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind : 
Fate,  fliew  thy  force,-  our  felves  we  do  not  owe,* 
What  is  decreed  rauft  be;  and  be  this'fb.  [Exit. 


ACT 


Twelfth-Night:  Or, 


ACT    II.    S  C  E  N  E  L 

The  STREET. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Sebaftian. 

Antonio. 
♦ 

ILL  you  ftay  no  longer  ?  nor  will  you  not  that 
I  go  with  you? 

Seb.  By  your  patience,  no:  my  ftars  (bine 
darkly  over  me $  the  malignancy  of  my  fate 
might  perhaps  diftemper  yours  -y  therefore  I  crave 
of  you  your  leave,  that  I  may  bear  my  evils  a- 
lone.  It  were  a  bad  recompence  for  your  love,  to  lay  any  of 
them  on  you. 

Ant,  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  are  bound. 
Seb.  No  footh,  Sir,  my  determinate  voyage  is  meer  extrava- 
gancy :  but  I  perceive  in  you  jfb  excellent  a  touch  of  modefty, 
that  you  will  not  extort  from  me  what  I  am  willing  to  keep  in ; 
therefore  it  charges  me  in  manners  the  rather  to  exprels  my  felf : 
you  muft  know  of  me  then,  Antonio,  my  name  is  Sebaftian,  which 
I  call'd  RodorigO'y  my  father  was  that  Sebaftian  of  Mejfaline, 
whom  I  know  you  have  heard  of.  He  left  behind  him,  my  felf, 
and  a  filler,  both  born  in  one  hour;  if  the  heav'ns  had  been 
pleas'd,  would  we  had  fo  ended!  but  you,  Sir,  alter'd  that,  for 
fome  hours  before  you  took  me  from  the  breach  of  the  iea,  was 
my  fifter  drown'd. 
Ant.  Alas  the  day ! 

Seb.  A  lady,  Sir,  tho'  it  was  faid  {he  much  refembled  me,  was 
yet  of  many  accounted  beautiful  j  but  tho'  I  could  not  with  fuch 

eftimable 
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eftimable  wonder  over-far  believe  that,  yet  thus  far  I  will  boldly 
publifh  her,  (he  bore  a  mind  that  envy  could  not  but  call  fair : 
(he  is  drown'd  already,  Sir,  with  fait  water,  tho'  I  feem  to  drown 
her  remembrance  again  with  more. 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  your  bad  entertainment. 

Seb.  O  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  trouble. 

Ant.  If  you  will  not  murther  me  for  my  love,  let  me  be  your 
fervant. 

Seb.  If  you  will  not  undo  what  yon  have  done,  that  is  kill 
him  whom  you  have  recover'd,  defire  it  not.  Fare  ye  well  at 
once,  my  bofom  is  full  of  kindnefs,  and  I  am  yet  fo  near  the 
manners  of  my  mother,  that  upon  the  leaft  occafion  more,  mine 
eyes  will  tell  tales  of  me:  I  am  bound  to  the  Duke  Orfino's  court; 
farewel.  [Exit. 

Ant.  The  gentlenefs  of  all  the  gods  go  with  thee. 
I  have  made  enemies  in  Orfino's  court, 
Elfe  would  I  very  mortly  fee  thee  there : 
But  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  thee  fo, 
That  danger  {hall  feem  fport,  and  I  will  go.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IX; 

Enter  Viola  and  Malvolio  at  feveral  doors. 

Mai.  Were  not  you  e'en  now  with  the  Countels  Olivia  7 
Vio.  Even  now,  Sir  on  a  moderate  pace  I  have  fince  arriv'd 
but  hither. 

Mai.  She  returns  this  ring  to  you,  Sir;  you  might  have  faved 
me  my  pains,  to  have  taken  it  away  your  felf.  She  adds  more- 
over, that  you  mould  put  your  lord  into  a  defperate  alfurance, 
me  will  none  of  him.  And  one  thing  more,  that  you  be  never 
fo  hardy  to  come  again  in  his  affairs,  unlefs  it  be  to  report  your 
lord's  taking  of  this  :  receive  it  fo. 

Vio.  She  took  the  ring  of  me,  111  none  of  it. 

Mai 
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Mai  Come,  Sir,  you  peevifhly  threw  it  to  her,  and  her  will 
is,  it  mould  be  fo  return'd :  if  it  be  worth  {looping  for,  there  it 
lyes  in  your  eye  j  if  not,  be  it  his  that  finds  it.  [Exit. 

Vio.  I  left  no  ring  with  her  ,•  what  means  this  lady  ? 
Fortune  forbid  my  outfide  have  not  charm'd  her! 
She  made  good  view  of  me,  indeed  fo  much, 
That  fure  methought  her  eyes  had  loft  her  tongue, 
For  (he  did  fpeak  in  ftarts  diftractedly  : 
She  loves  me  fure,  the  cunning  of  her  paflion 
Invites  me  in  this  churlifh  meffenger. 
None  of  my  lord's  ring  ?  why,  he  fent  her  none. 

I  am  the  man  If  it  be  fo  as  'tis, 

Poor  lady,  (he  were  better  love  a  dream. 

Difguife,  I  fee  thou  art  a  wickedne/s, 

Wherein  the  pregnant  enemy  does  much. 

How  eafie  is  it,  for  the  proper  falie 

In  womens  waxen  hearts  to  fet  their  forms  ? 

Alas,  our  frailty  is  the  caufe,  not  we, 

For  fuch  as  we  are  made,  if  fiich  we  be. 

How  will  this  fadge  ?  my  mafter  loves  her  dearly, 

And  I  poor  monfter,  fond  as  much  on  him ; 

And  (he,  miftaken,  feems  to  dote  on  me : 

What  will  become  of  this  ?  as  I  am  man, 

My  ftate  is  defperate  for  my  mafter's  love  ,• 

As  I  am  woman,  now  alas  the  day, 

What  thriftlefs  fighs  {hall  poor  Olivia  breathe  ? 

O  time,  thou  muft  untangle  this,  not  I, 

It  is  too  hard  a  knot  for  me  t'unty.  [Exit. 
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SCENE  in. 

Olivia^  Houfe. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  \  Pproach  Sir  Andrew:    not   to    be  a-bed  after 
iJL  midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes,  and  Diluculo  furgere, 
thou  know'ft. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not :  but  I  know,  to 
be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To.  A  falfe  conclusion :  I  hate  it  as  an  unfill'd  can ;  to  be 
up  after  midnight,  and  to  go  to  bed  then,  is  early  ,•  fo  that  to 
go  to  bed  after  midnight,  is  to  go  to  bed  betimes.  Does  not  our 
life  confift  of  the  four  elements? 

Sir  And.  'Faith  fo  they  fay,  but  I  think  it  rather  confifts  of 
eating  and  drinking. 

Str  To.  Th'art  a  fcholar,  let  us  therefore  eat  and  drink,  Ma- 
ria I  fay,  a  ftoop  of  wine. 

Enter  Clown, 

Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  fool,  i'faith. 

Clo.  How  now,  my  hearts?  did  you  never  fee  the  pi&ure  of 
we  three? 

Sir  To.  Welcome  afs,  now  let's  have  a  catch. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent  breaft.  I 
had  rather  than  forty  millings  I  had  fuch  a  leg,  and  fo  fweet  a 
breath  to  fing,  as  the  fool  has.  Infooth  thou  waft  in  very  gra- 
cious fooling  laft  night,  when  thou  fpok'ft  of  Pigrogromitm,  of 
th.eVapians  pafling  the  equinoctial  of  Ghieubus ;  'twas  very  good 
i'faith:  I  fent  thee  fix  pence  for  thy  lemon,  hadft  it? 

Clo.  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratillity;  for  Malvolio's  nofe  is  no 
whip-ftock.  My  lady  has  a  white  hand,  and  the  Mirmidons  are 
no  bottle-ale  houfes. 

Vol.  II.  q  q  Sir  And. 
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Sir  And.  Excellent :  why  this  is  the  beft  fooling,  when  all  is 
done.  Now  a  fong. 

Sir  To.  Come  on,  there  is  fix  pence  for  you.   Let's  have  a  fong. 

Sir  And.  There's  a  teftril  of  me  too ;  if  one  Knight  give  a  

Clo.  Would  you  have  a  love-fong,  or  a  fong  of  good  life  ? 

Sir  To.  A  love-fong,  a  love-fong. 

Sir  And,  Ay>  ay,  I  care  not  for  good  life. 

Clown  fings, 

0  miflrefs  mine,  where  are  you  roaming? 
0  flay  and  hear,  your  true  love's  coming. 

That  can  ftng  both  high  and  low. 
Trip  no  further,  pretty  fweeting, 
Journeys  end  in  lovers  meeting. 

Every  wife  man's  fon  doth  know. 

Sir  And.  Excellent  good,  'faith. 
Sir  To.  Good,  good. 

Clo.  What  is  love?  'tis  not  hereafter  : 

Prefent  mirth  hath  prefent  laughter : 

What's  to  come,  is  f  ill  unfure. 
In  delay  there  lyes  no  plenty, 
Then  come  kifs  me  fweet  and  twenty: 
Youth's  a  fluff  will  not  endure. 

Sir  And.  A  mellifluous  voice,  as  I  am  a  true  Knight. 

Sir  To.  A  contagious  breath. 

Sir  And.  Very  fweet  and  contagious,  i'faith. 

Sir  To.  To  hear  by  the  nofe,  it  is  dulcet  in  contagion.  But 
fhall  we  make  the  welkin  dance  indeed ;  (hall  we  rouze  the  night- 
owl  in  a  catch,  that  will  draw  three  fouls  out  of  one  weaver  ? 
mall  we  do  that  ? 

Sir  And.  An  you  love  me,  let's  do't :  I  am  a  dog  at  a  catch. 

Clo* 
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Clo.  Byr  lady,  Sir,  and  fome  dogs  will  catch  well. 

Sir  And.  Moft  certain :  let  our  catch  be,  Thou  knave. 

Clo.  Hold  thy  peace ,  thou  knave ,  Knight.  I  fhall  be  conftrain'd 
in't,  to  call  thee  knave,  Knight. 

Sir  And.  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  I  have  conftrain'd  one  to  call 
me  knave.   Begin,  fool ;  it  begins,  Hold  thy  peace. 

Clo.  I  mail  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 

Sir  And.  Good  i'faith :  come,  begin.        [They  fmg  a  catch. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  What  a  catterwalling  do  you  keep  here  ?  if  my  lady 
have  not  call'd  up  her  fteward,  Malvolio,  and  bid  him  turn  you 
out  of  doors,  never  truft  me. 

Sir  To.  My  lady's  a  Catayan,  we  are  politicians,  Malvolio's  a 
Peg-a-Ramfey,  and  Three  merry  men  be  we.  Am  not  I  confan- 
guinious  ?  am  not  I  of  her  blood  ?  Tdly  valley ,  lady  /  there  dwelt 
a  man  in  Babylon,  lady,  lady.  [Singing. 

Clo.  Bemrew  me,  the  Knight's  in  admirable  fooling. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  he  does  well  enough  if  he  be  difpos'd,  and  fo 
do  I  too:  he  does  it  with  a  better  grace,  but  I  do  it  more  natural. 

Sir  To,  0  twelfth  day  of  December.  [Singing. 

Mar.  For  the  love  o'God,  peace. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  My  mafters,  are  you  mad  ?  or  what  are  you  ?  have  you 
no  wit,  manners,  nor  honefty,  but  to  gabble  like  tinkers  at  this 
time  of  night  ?  do  ye  make  an  ale-houfe  of  my  lady's  houfe,  that 
ye  fqueak  out  your  coziers  catches  without  any  mitigation  or  re- 
morfe  of  voice?  is  there  no  refpe£t  of  place,  perfons,  nor  time 
in  you? 

Sir  To.  We  did  keep  time,  Sir,  in  our  catches.   Strike  up. 

dq  q  2  Mai 
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Mai.  Sir  Toby,  I  muft  be  round  with  you.  My  lady  bade  me 
tell  you,  that  fhe  harbours  you  as  her  uncle,  (he's  nothing  ally'd 
to  your  diforders.  If  you  can  feparate  your  felf  and  your  mifde- 
meanors,  you  are  welcome  to  the  houfe :  if  not,  an  it  would 
pleafe  you  to  take  leave  of  her,  fhe  is  very  willing  to  bid  you 
farewel. 

Sir  To.  Farewel,  dear  heart,  fince  I  muft  needs  be  gone. 

Mai.  Nay,  good  Sir  Toby. 

Clo.  His  eyes  do  mew  his  days  are  almoft  done. 

Mai.  Is't  even  fo? 

Sir  To.  But  I  will  never  die, 

Clo.  Sir  Toby,  there  you  lie. 

Mai.  This  is  much  credit  to  you. 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  bid  him  go  ?  [Singing. 

Clo.  What  and  if  you  do  ? 

Sir  To.  Shall  J  bid  him  go,  and  /pare  not  ? 

Clo.  0  no,  no,  no,  you  dare  not. 

Sir  To.  Out  o'tune,  Sir,  ye  lie :  art  thou  any  more  than  a 
fteward  ?  doft  thou  think  becaufe  thou  art  virtuous,  there  mall  be 
no  more  cakes  and  ale  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  by  faint  Anne  j  and  ginger  mall  be  hot  i'th'  mouth  too. 

Sir  To.  Thou'rt  i'th'  right.  Go,  Sir,  rub  your  chain  with 
crums.   A  ftoop  of  wine,  Maria. 

Mai.  Miftrefs  Mary,  if  you  priz'd  my  lady's  favour  at  any 
thing  more  than  contempt,  you  would  not  give  means  for  this 
uncivil  rule ;  (he  mall  know  of  it,  by  this  hand.  [Exit. 

Mar.  Go  make  your  ears. 

Sir  And.  'Twere  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink  when  a  man's 
a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  to  the  field,  and  then  to  break  pro- 
mife  with  him,  and  make  a  fool  of  him. 

Sir  To.  Do't  Knight,  I'll  write  thee  a  challenge :  or  I'll  deli- 
ver thy  indignation  to  him  by  word  of  mouth. 

Mar.  Sweet  Sir  Toby,  be  patient  for  to-night,-  fince  the  youth 

of 
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of  the  Duke's  was  to-day  with  my  lady,  {he  is  much  out  of  quiet. 
For  monfieur  Malvolio,  let  me  alone  with  him :  if  I  do  not  gull 
him  into  a  nayword,  and  make  him  a  common  recreation,  do 
not  think  I  have  wit  enough  to  lye  ftraight  in  my  bed :  I  know 
I  can  do  it. 

Sir  To.  Poffefs  us,  poffefs  us,  tell  us  fomething  of  him. 
Mar.  Marry,  Sir,  fbmetimes  he  is  a  kind  of  a  puritan. 
Sir  And.  O,  if  I  thought  that,  I'd  beat  him  like  a  dog. 
Sir  To.  What,  for  being  a  puritan  ?  thy  excpifite  reafon,  dear 
Knight. 

Sir  And.  I  have  no  excjuifite  reafon  for't,  but  I  have  reafon 
good  enough. 

Mar.  The  devil  a  puritan  that  he  is,  or  any  thing  conftantly 
but  a  time-pleafer,  an  arTection'd  afs,  that  cons  ftate  without 
book,  and  utters  it  by  great  fwarths.  The  beft  perfuaded  of  him- 
felf :  So  cram'd,  as  he  thinks,  with  excellencies,  that  it  is  his 
ground  of  faith,  that  all  that  look  on  him,  love  him  and  on 
that  vice  in  him  will  my  revenge  find  notable  caufe  to  work. 

Sir  To.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Mar.  I  will  drop  in  his  way  fome  obfcure  epiftles  of  love, 
wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,  the  fhape  of  his  leg,  the 
manner  of  his  gate,  the  expreffure  of  his  eye,  forehead,  and  com- 
plexion, he  {hall  find  himfelf  mod  feelingly  perfonated.  I  can 
write  very  like  my  lady  your  neice ;  on  a  forgotten  matter  we 
can  hardly  make  diftin&ion  of  our  hands. 

Sir  To.  Excellent,  I  fmell  a  device. 

Sir  And.  I  have't  in  my  nofe  too, 

Sir  To.  He  {hall  think  by  the  letters  that  thou  wilt  drop,  that 
they  come  from  my  neice,  and  that  (lie  is  in  love  with  him. 
Mar.  My  purpofe  is  indeed  a  horfe  of  that  colour. 
Sir  And.  And  your  horfe  now  would  make  him  an  afs. 
Mar.  Afs,  I  doubt  not. 
Sir  And,  O  'twill  be  admirable, 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you:  I  know  my  phyfick  will 
work  with  him.  I  will  plant  you  two,  and  let  the  fool  make  a 
third,  where  he  (hall  find  the  letter:  obferve  his  conftru&ion 
of  it :  for  this  night  to  bed,  and  dream  on  the  event.  Farewel. 

[Exit, 

Sir  To.  Good  night,  Penthifdea. 
Sir  And.  Before  me,  {he's  a  good  wench. 
Sir  To.  She's  a  beagle,  true  bred,  and  one  that  adores  me ; 
what  o'that  ? 

Sir  And.  I  was  ador'd  once  too. 

Sir  To.  Let's  to  bed,  Knight :  thou  hadft  need  fend  for  more 
mony. 

Sir  And.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  neice,  I  am  a  foul  way  out. 
Sir  To.  Send  for  mony,  Knight  y  if  thou  haft  her  not  i'th'end, 
call  me  Cut. 

Sir  And.  If  I  do  not,  never  truft  me,  take  it  how  you  will. 
Sir  To.  Come,  come,  I'll  go  burn  fome  fack,  'tis  too  late  to 
go  to  bed  now  :  come  Knight,  come  Knight.  [Exeunt. 

scene  v. 

The  Palace. 

Enter  Duke>  Viola,  Curio,  and  others. 
Duke,        I  V  E  me  fome  mufick ;  now  good-morrow,  friends : 

VJ  Now  good  Cefario,  but  that  piece  of  fong, 
That  old  and  antique  fong  we  heard  laft  night,- 
Methought  it  did  relieve  my  paflion  much, 
More  than  light  airs,  and  recollected  terms 
Of  thefe  moft  brisk  and  giddy-paced  times. 
Come,  but  one  verfe. 

Cur.  He  is  not  here,  Co  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  that  mould  fing  it. 

Duke.  Who  was  it  ? 

Cur. 
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Cur.  Fefte  the  jefter,  my  lord,  a  fool  that  the  lady  Olivia's 
father  took  much  delight  in.    He  is  aboutthe  houle. 

Duke.  Seek  him  out,  and  play  the  tune  the  while.  [Ex.  Curio, 

[MuficL 

Come  hither,  boy ;  if  ever  thou  {halt  love, 
In  the  fweet  pangs  of  it,  remember  me  j 
For  fuch  as  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are, 
Unftaid  and  skittifh  in  all  motions  elfe, 
Save  in  the  conftant  image  of  the  creature 
That  is  belov'd.    How  doft  thou  like  this  tune? 

Vio.  It  gives  a  very  eccho  to  the  feat 
Where  love  is  thron'd. 

Duke.  Thou  doft  fpeak  mafterly. 
My  life  upon't,  young  tho'  thou  art,  thine  eye 
Hath  ftaid  upon  fome  favour  that  it  loves : 
Hath  it  not,  boy? 

Vio.  A  little,  by  your  favour. 

Duke.  What  kind  of  woman  is't  ? 

Vto.  Of  your  complexion. 

Duke.  She  is  not  worth  thee  then.    What  years  i'faith  ? 

Vto.  About  your  years,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Too  old,  by  heav'n    let  ftill  the  woman  take 
An  elder  than  her  felf,  fo  wears  me  to  him ; 
So  fways  me  level  in  her  husband's  heart. 
For,  boy,  however  we  do  praife  our  felves,  > 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm, 
More  longing,  wavering,  fooner  loft  and  worn, 
Than  womens  are. 

Vto.  I  think  it  well,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  than  thy  felf, 
Or  thy  affection  cannot  hold  the  bent  : 
For  women  are  as  rofes,  whofe  fair  flower 
Being  once  difplay'd,  doth  fall  that  very  hour. 
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TAo.  And  fb  they  are :  alas,  that  they  are  fb, 
To  die,  even  when  they  to  perfection  grow ! 

Enter  Curio  and  Clown. 

Duke,  O  fellow  come,  the  fbng  we  had 
Mark  it,  Cefario,  it  is  old  and  plain 
The  fpinfters  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun, 
And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  thread 
Do  ufe  to  chant  it :  it  is  filly  footh, 
And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love, 
Like  the  old  age. 

Clo.  Are  you  ready  Sir  ? 

Duke.  I  pr'ythee  fing, 

SONG. 

Come  away,  come  away,  death. 

And  in  fad  cyprefs  let  me  be  laid-, 
Fly  away,  fly  away,  breath, 

I  am  flam  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 
My  JJjrowd  of  white,  fuck  all  with  yew, 

Prepare  it. 
My  part  of  death  no  one  fo  true 

Did  Jhare  it. 

Not  a  flower,  not  a  flower  fweet, 

On  my  black  Co  fin  let  there  be  fir  own: 
Not  a  friend,  not  a  friend  greet 

My  poor  corps,  where  my  bones  Jhall  be  thrown. 
A  thoufand  thoufand  fighs  to  fave, 

Lay  me  where 
True  lover  never  find  my  grave, 

To  weep  there. 

Duke,  There's  for 'thy  pains. 

Clo. 


laft  night, 
with  bones, 


[Mufick. 
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Clo.  No  pains,  Sir;  I  take  pleafure  in  ringing.  Sir. 
Duke.  I'll  pay  thy  Pleafure  then. 

Clo.  Truly,  Sir,  and  pleafure  will  be  paid  one  time  or 
other. 

Duke.  Give  me  now  leave  to  leave  thee. 

Clo.  Now  the  melancholy  God  protect  thee,  and  the  taylor 
make  thy  doublet  of  changeable  taffata,  for  thy  mind  is  a  very 
f  opal.  I  would  have  men  of  fuch  conftancy  put  to  fea,  that 
their  bufinefs  might  be  every  thing,  and  their  intent  every 
where,  for  that's  it  that  always  makes  a  good  voyage  of  no- 
thing.   Farewel.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VI. 

Duke.  Let  all  the  reft  give  place.    Once  more  Cefario, 
Get  thee  to  yond  fame  fbvereign  cruelty  : 
Tell  her,  my  love,  more  noble  than  the  world, 
Prize  snot  quantity  of  dirty  lands  ; 
The  parts  that  fortune  hath  beftow'd  upon  her, 
Tell  her  I  hold  as  giddily  as  fortune : 
But  'tis  that  miracle,  and  queen  of  gems 
That  nature  pranks  her  in,  attracts  my  foul. 

Vto.  But  if  (he  cannot  love  you,  Sir  ? 

Duke.  It  cannot  be  fo  anfwer'd. 

Vto.  Sooth  but  you  muft. 
Say  that  Ibme  lady,  as  perhaps  there  is, 
Hath  for  your  love  as  great  a  pang  of  heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia :  you  cannot  love  her ; 
You  tell  her  fo  ;  muft  fhe  not  then  be  anfwer'd  ? 

Duke.  There  is  no  woman's  fides 
Can  bide  the  beating  of  fo  ftrong  a  paffion, 
As  love  doth  give  my  heart :  no  woman's  heart 
So  big  to  hold  fb  much  5  they  lack  retention. 

Vol.  II.  Rrr  Alas, 

*|*  opal,    a  precious  ft  one  of  almofi  all  colours. 
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Alas,  their  love  may  be  call'd  appetite : 
No  motion  of  the  liver,  but  the  pallat, 
That  furTers  furfeit,  cloyment,  and  revolt,- 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  fea, 
And  can  digeft  as  much    make  no  compare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  me, 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia, 

Vto.  Ay  but  I  know  

Duke.  What  doft  thou  know  ? 

Vto.  Too  well  what  love  women  to  men  may  owe; 
In  faith  they  are  as  true  of  heart,  as  we. 
My  father  had  a  daughter  lov'd  a  man, 
As  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  woman, 
I  mould  your  lordfliip. 

Duke.  What's  her  hiftory? 

'  Vto.  A  blank,  my  Lord:  ftie  never  told  her  love, 
1  But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'th'  bud, 
c  Feed  on  her  damask  cheek :  me  pin'd  in  thought, 
*  And  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy, 
'  She  fat  like  Patience  on  a  monument, 
'  Smiling  at  grief     Was  not  this  love  indeed  ? 
We  men  may  fay  more,  fwear  more,  but  indeed 
Our  mews  are  more  than  will  j  for  ftill  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  love. 

Duke.  But  dy'd  thy  filler  of  her  love,  my  boy? 

Vto.  I'm  all  the  daughters  of  my  father's  houfe, 

And  all  the  brothers  too  and  yet  1  know  not — - 

Sir,  (hall  I  to  this  lady  ? 

Duke.  Ay,  that's  the  theam. 
To  her  in  hafte ;  give  her  this  jewel :  fay, 
My  love  can  give  no  place,  bide  no  denay.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  VII. 

Olivia'*  Garden, 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.        Omc  thy  ways,  Signior  Fabian, 

Fab.  Nay,  111  come  ,•  if  I  lofe  a  fcruple  of  this 
(port,  let  me  be  boil'd  to  death  with  melancholy. 

Sir  To.  Would'ft  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the  niggardly 
rafcally  {heep-biter  come  by  fbme  notable  fhame? 

fab.  I  would  exult,  man ;  you  know  he  brought  me  out  of 
favour  with  my  lady,  about  a  bear-baiting  here. 

Sir  To.  To  anger  him  we'll  have  the  bear  again,  and  we 
will  fool  him  black  and  blue,  mail  we  not,  Sir  Andrew? 

Sir  And.  An  we  do  not,  it's  pity  of  our  lives. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Here  comes  the  little  villain :  how  now,  my  nettle 
of  India ? 

Mar.  Get  ye  all  three  into  the  box-tree,-  Malvollo's 
coming  down  this  walk,  he  has  been  yonder  i'th'  fun  pra- 
ctifing  behaviour  to  his  own  fhadow  this  half  hour.  Obferve 
him,  for  the  love  of  mockery  j  for  I  know  this  letter  will 
make  a  contemplative  ideot  of  him.  Clofe,  in  the  name  of 
jefting,  lye  thou  there,-  for  here  comes  the  trout  that  mufl; 
be  caught  with  tickling.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  'Tis  but  fortune,  all  is  fortune.     Maria  once  told  me 
Ihe  did  affect  me  j  and  I  have  heard  her  felf  come  thus  near, 

Rrr  i  that 
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that  fliould  {he  fancy,  it  fliould  be  one  of  my  complexion. 
Befides,  {he  ufes  me  with  a  more  exalted  relpect,  than  any  one 
elfe  that  follows  her.     What  mould  I  think  on't  ? 

Sir  To.  Here's  an  over-weaning  rogue. 

Fab.  Oh  peace :  contemplation  makes  a  rare  turkey-cock  $f 
him ;  how  he  jets  under  his  advanc'd  plumes. 

Sir  And.  'Siife,  I  could  Co  beat  the  rogue. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  I  fay. 

Mai.  To  be  Count  Malvolio. 

Sir  To.  Ah  rogue! 

Sir  And.  Piftol  him,  piftol  him. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace. 

Mai.  There  is  example  for't :  the  lady  of  the  Strachy  mar- 
ried the  yeoman  of  the  wardrobe. 
Sir  And.  Fie  on  him,  Jezebel. 

Fab.  O  peace,  now  he's  deeply  in ;  look  how  imagination 
blows  him. 

Mai.  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her,  fitting  in 
my  ftate- — 

Sir  To.  O  for  a  ft  one-bow  to  hit  him  in  the  eye. 

Mai.  Galling  my  officers  about  me,  in  my  J)ranch'd  velvet 
gown  ;  having  come  from  a  day-bed,  where  I  have  left  Olivia 
fleeping. 

Sir  To.  Fire  and  brimftone! 

Fab.  O  peace,  peace. 

Mai.  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  ftate  ,•  and  after  a  de- 
mure travel  of  regard,  telling  them  I  know  my  place,  as  I 
would  they  fhould  do  theirs  to  ask  for  my  uncle  Toby  

Sir  To.  Bolts  and  {hackles ! 

Fab.  Oh  peace,  peace,  peace;  now,  now. 

Mai.  Seven  of  my  people  with  an  obedient  ftart  make  out 
for  him :  I  frown  the  while,  and  perchance  wind  up  my  watch, 
or  play  with  fome  rich  jewel.  Toby  approaches,  curtfies  there 
to  me.  Sir  To. 
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Sir  To.  Shall  this  fellow  live? 

Fab.  Tho'  our  filence  be  drawn  from  us  with  cares,  yet 
peace. 

Mai.  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus ;  quenching  my  fami- 
liar fmile  with  an  auftere  regard  of  controul. 

Sir  To.  And  does  not  Toby  take  you  a  blow  o'th'  lips  then  ? 

Mai.  Saying,  uncle  Toby,  my  fortunes  having  caft  me  on 
your  neice,  give  me  this  prerogative  of  fpeech  

Sir  To.  What,  what? 

Mai.  You  mud  amend  your  drunkennefs. 

Sir  To.  Out,  fcab! 

Fab.  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  finews  of  our  plot. 
Mai.  Befides  you  wafte  the  treafure  of  your  time,  with  a 

foolifli  Knight  

Sir  And.  That's  me,  I  warrant  you. 
Mai.  One  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  I  knew  'twas  I,  for  many  do  call  me  fool. 

Mai.  What  employment  have  we  here  ?    [Taking  up  a  letter. 

Fab.  Now  is  the  woodcock  near  the  gin. 

Sir  To.  Oh  peace !  now  the  fpirit  of  humours  intimate  read- 
ing  aloud  to  him  ! 

Mai.  By  my  life  this  is  my  lady's  hand:  thefe  be  her  very 
Cs,  her  IPs,  and  her  Ts,  and  thus  makes  fhe  her  great  P's. 
It  is,  in  contempt  of  queftion,  her  hand. 

Sir  And.  Her  Cs,  her  IPs,  and  her  Ts:  why  that? 

Mai.  To  the  unknoivn  belov'd,  this,  and  my  good  wifhes ;  her 
very  phrafes:  By  your  leave,  wax.  Soft!  and  the  impreffure 
her  hucrece,  with  which  (he  ufes  to  feal  $  'tis  my  lady :  to 
whom  fhould  this  be  ? 

Fab.  This  wins  him,  liver  and  all. 

Mai.  Jove  knows  I  love,  but  who,  lips  do  not  move,  no  man 
mufi  know.    No  man  muft  know  what   follows  ?  the  num- 
ber's 
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ber's  alter' d —  no  man  mud  know —  if  this  mould  be  thee, 

Malvolio  ? 

Sir  To.  Marry  hang  thee,  Brock! 

Mai.  /  may  command  where  I  adore,  but  fdence  like  a  Lucrece 

knife. 

With  bloodlefs  ftroke  my  heart  doth  gore,  M.  O.  A.  I.  doth  fway 
my  life. 
Fab.  A  fuftian  riddle. 
Sir  To.  Excellent  wench,  fay  I. 

Mai.  M.  0.  A.  I.  doth  fway  my  life —  nay,  but  firft  let 
me  fee  let  me  fee  

Fab.  What  a  dim  of  poifon  has  {he  drefs'd  him  ? 

Sir  To.  And  with  what  wing  the  ftallion  checks  at  it? 

Mai.  I  may  command  where  I  adore.  Why  {he  may  com- 
mand me :  I  ferve  her,  {he  is  my  lady.     Why  this  is  evident 

to  any  formal  capacity.    There  is  no  obftru&ion  in  this  

and  the  end — what  mould  that  alphabetical  pofition  portend? 

if  I  could  make  that  ,refemble  fomething  in  me?  foftly  

M.  0.  A.  I.  

Sir  To.  O,  ay!  make  up  that,  he  is  now  at  a  cold  fcent. 

Fab.  Sowter  will  cry  upon't  for  all  this,  tho'  it  be  as  rank  as 
a  fox. 

Mai   Malvolio  M.  why  that  begins  my  name. 

Fab.  Did  not  I  fay  he  would  work  it  out  ?  the  cur  is  excel- 
lent at  faults. 

Mai.  M.  But  then  there  is  no  confbnancy  in  the  fequel ; 
that  fuffers  under  probation  :  A  mould  follow,  but  0  does. 
Fab.  And  0  mall  end,  1  hope. 

Sir  To.  Ay,  or  I'll  cudgel  him,  and  make  him  cry  O. 
Mai  And  then  /  comes  behind. 

Fab.  Ay,  and  you  had  any  eye  behind  you,  you  might  fee 
more  detraction  at  your  heels  than  fortunes  before  yon. 

Mai.  M.  0.  A.  I.  this  fimulation  is  not  as  the  former  

and 
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and  yet  to  crufti  this  a  little,  it  would  bow  to  me,  for  every 

one  of  thefe  letters  is  in  my  name.     Soft,  here  follows  profe  

If  this  fall  mto  thy  hand,  revolve.     In  my  jlars  I  am  above  theey 
but  be  not  afraid  of  greatnefs  ;  fome  are  born  great,  fome  atchieve 
greatnefs,  and  fome  have  greatnefs  thrufl  upon  them.    Thy  fates 
open  their  hands,  let  thy  blood  and  fpirit  embrace  them  ;  and  to  inure 
thy  felf  to  what  thou  art  like  to  be,  cafl  thy  humble  /lough,  and 
appear  frefh.     Be  oppofite  with  a  hnfman,  furly  with  fervants: 
let  thy  tongue  tang  arguments  of  Jlate    put  thy  felf  into  the  trick 
of  fingularity.     She  thus  advifes  thee,  that  fighs  for  thee.  Re- 
member  who  commended  thy  yellow  ftockmgs,  and  wiftid  to  fee 
thee  ever  crofs-garter'd.     [  /ay  remember    go  to,  thou  art  made, 
if  thou  defirefl  to  be  fo :  if  mt,  let  me  fee  thee  a  fieward  fttll,  the 
fellow  of  fervants,  and  not  worthy  to  touch  fortune's  fingers.  Fare- 
weL     She  that  wculd  alter  fervices  with  thee.     The  fortunate 
and  happy  day-light  and  champian   difcovers  no  more:  this 
is  open.     I  will  be  proud,  I  will  read  politick  authors,  I  will 
baffle  Sir  Toby,  I  will  wafh  off  grofs  acquaintance,  I  will  be 
point  devife,  the  very  man.     I  do  now  fool  my  felf,  to  let 
imagination  jade  me ;  for  every  reafon  excites  to  this,  that  my 
lady  loves  me.     She  did  commend  my  yellow  ftockings  of  late, 
Ihe  did  praiie  my  leg,  being  crofs-garterM,  and  in  this  me  ma- 
nirefts  her  felf  to  my  love,  and  with  a  kind  of  injunction 
drives  me  to  thefe  habits  of  her  liking.     I  thank  my  ftars,  I 
am  happy :   I  will  be  ftrange,  (tout,  in  yellow  ftockings,  and 
crofs-garter'd,  even  with  the  fwiftnefs  of  putting  on.   Jove,  and 
my  ftars  be  praifed.    Here  is  yet  a  poftfcript.     Thou  canfl  not 
chufe  but  know  who  I  am    if  thou  entertainefl  my  love,  let  it  ap- 
pear m  thy  fmihng,  thy  fmtles  become  thee  well.     Therefore  in 
my  prefence  fill  fmile,   dear  my  fweet,   I  pfythee.    Jove,  I 
thank  thee ;  I  will  fmile,  I  will  do  every  thing  that  thou  wilt 
have  me.  [Exit. 

Fab. 
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Fab.  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  fport  for  a  pennon  of 
thoufands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy. 

Sir  To.  I  could  marry  this  wench  for  this  device. 
Sir  And.  So  could  I  too. 

Sir  To.  And  ask  no  other  dowry  with  her,  but  fuch  ano- 
ther jeft. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  And.  Nor  I  neither. 
Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  gull-catcher. 
Sir  To.  Wilt  thou  fet  thy  foot  o'  my  neck  ? 
Sir  And.  Or  o'  mine  either  ? 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  play  my  freedom  at  tray-trip,  and  become 
thy  bond-flave  ? 

Sir  And.  I'faith,  or  I  either  ? 

Sir  To.  Why  thou  haft  put  him  in  liich  a  dream,  that  when 
the  image  of  it  leaves  him,  he  muft  run  mad. 

Mar.  Nay,  but  fay  true,  does  it  work  upon  him? 

Sir  To.  Like  Aqua  vita  with  a  midwife. 

Mar.  If  you  will  then  fee  the  fruits  of  the  (port,  mark  his 
firft  approach  before  my  lady :  he  will  come  to  her  in  yellow 
ftockings,  and  'tis  a  colour  me  abhors  -y  and  crofs-garter'd,  a 
fafhion  me  detefts;  and  he  will  fmile  upon  her,  which  will 
now  be  fb  undatable  to  her  difpofition,  being  addicted  to  me- 
lancholy, as  {he  is,  that  it  cannot  but  turn  him  into  a  notable 
contempt :  if  you  will  fee  it,  follow  me. 

Sir  To.  To  the  gates  of  Tartar;  thou  moft  excellent  devil 
of  wit. 

Sir  And.  I'll  make  one  too.  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT   III.   SCENE  I 

f  t  t  Olivia'*  Garden. 

Enter  Viola,  and  Clown. 
Viola. 

AVE  thee,  friend,  and  thy  mufick :  doft  thou 
live  by  the  tabor  ? 
Clo.  No,  Sir,  I  live  by  the  church. 
Vto.  Art  thou  a  churchman  ? 
Clo.  No  fuch  matter,    Sir,  I  do  live  by  the 
church :  for  I  do  live  at  my  houfe,  and  my 
houfe  doth  (land  by  the  church. 

Vto.  So  thou  may'ft  fay  the  King  lyes  by  a  beggar,  if  a 
beggar  dwell  near  him :  or  the  church  ftands  by  thy  tabor,  if 
thy  tabor  ftand  by  the  church. 

Clo.  You  have  faid,  Sir:  to  fee  this  age!  a  fentence  is  but 
a  chev'ril  glove  to  a  good  wit ;  how  quickly  the  wrong  fide 
may  be  turned  outward. 

Vto.  Nay,  that's  certain ;  they  that  dally  nicely  with  words 
may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

Clo.  I  would  therefore  my  fifter  had  no  name,  Sir. 
Vto.  Why,  man  ? 

Clo.  Why,  Sir,  her  name's  a  word,  and  to  dally  with  that 
word,  might  make  my  fifter  wanton  •  but  indeed,  words  are 
very  rafcals,  fince  bonds  difgrac'd  them. 

Vto.  Thy  reafon,  man  ? 

Clo.  Troth,  Sir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without  words,  and 
words  are  grown  fo  falfe,  I  am  loath  to  prove  reafon  with* 
them. 

Vol.  II.  S  f  f  Vto. 
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Vto.  I  warrant  thou  art  a  merry  fellow,  and  careft  for  no- 
thing. 

Clo.  Not  fo,  Sir,  I  do  care  for  fomething  $  but,  in  my  con- 
fcience,  Sir,  I  do  not  care  for  you :  if  that  be  to  care  for  no- 
thing, Sir,  I  would  it  would  make  you  invifible. 

Vto.  Ait  not  thou  the  lady  Olivia's  fool  ? 

Clo.  No  indeed,  Sir,  the  lady  Olivia  has  no  folly,  fhe  will 
keep  no  fool,  Sir,  'till  (he  be  married  ,•  and  fools  are  as  like 
husbands,  as  pilchers  are  to  herrings,  the  husband's  the  bigger : 
I  am  indeed  not  her  fool,  but  her  corrupter  of  words. 

Vio.  I  faw  thee  late  at  the  Duke  Orfintfs. 

Clo.  Foolery,  Sir,  does  walk  about  the  orb  like  the  fon,  it 
fhines  every  where.  I  would  be  lorry,  Sir,  but  the  fool  mould 
be  as  oft  with  your  matter,  as  with  my  miftrefs :  I  think  I  faw 
your  wifdom  there. 

Vio.  Nay,  an  thou  pafs  upon  me,  I'll  no  more  with  thee. 
Hold,  there's  expences  for  thee. 

Clo.  Now  Jove,  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair,  fend  thee  a 
beard. 

Vio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  tell  thee,  I  am  almoft  lick  for  one, 
though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my  chin.  Is  thy  lady 
within  ? 

Clo.  Would  not  a  pair  of  thefe  have  bred,  Sir  ? 

Vto.  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  ufe. 

Clo.  I  would  play  lord  Pandarm  of  Pbrygia,  Sir,  to  bring  a 
CreJJida  to  this  Troylm. 

Vto.  I  underftand  you,  Sir,  'tis  well  begg'd. 

Clo.  The  matter  1  hope  is  not  great,  Sir begging  but  a 
beggar  :  Crejfida  was  a  beggar.  My  lady  is  within,  Sir.  I 
will  conlter  to  them  whence  you  come,-  who  you  are,  and 
what  you  would  is  out  of  my  welkin,  I  might  fay  element, 
but  the  word  is  over-worn.  [Exit. 

Vio.  This  fellow  is  wife  enough  to  play  the  fool, 

And 
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And  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wit : 

He  mud  obferve  their  mood  on  whom  he  jefts, 

The  quality  of  the  perfons,  and  the  time ; 

And  like  the  haggard,  check  at  every  feather 

That  comes  before  his  eye.     This  is  a  pradice 

As  full  of  labour  as  a  wife-man's  art  : 

For  folly  that  he  wifely  mews,  is  fit; 

But  wife  mens  folly  fall'n,  quite  taints  their  wit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Save  you,  gentleman. 

Vio.  And  you,  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Dieu  v<ms  guarde  Monjieirr. 

Vio.  Et  vous  auffi,  voftre  ferviteur. 

Sir  And.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  are,-  and  I  am  yours. 

Sir  To.  Will  you  encounter  the  houfe,  my  neice  is  defirous 
you  mould  enter,  if  your  trade  be  to  her. 

Vio.  I  am  bound  to  your  neice,  Sir ;  I  mean,  fhe  is  the  lift 
of  my  voyage. 

Sir  To.  Tafle  your  legs,  Sir,  put  them  to  motion. 

Vio.  My  legs  do  better  underftand  me,  Sir,  than  I  under- 
ftand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  tafte  my  legs. 

Sir  To.  I  mean  to  go,  Sir,  to  enter. 

Vio.  I  will  anfwer  you  with  gate  and  entrance,  but  we  are 
prevented. 

Ejiter  Olivia  and  Maria. 

Moft  excellent  accomplmVd  lady,  the  heav'ns  rain  odours  on 
you. 

Sir  And.  That  youth's  a  rare  courtier!  rain  odours?  well. 

Sff  i  Vio. 
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V'to.  My  matter  hath  no  voice,  lady,  but  to  your  own  mod 
pregnant  and  vouchfafed  ear. 

Sir  And.  Odours,  pregnant  and  vouchfafed :  I'll  get  'em  all 
three  ready. 

Olt.  Let  the  garden  door  be  {hut,  and  leave  me  to  my  hear- 
ing. [Exeunt  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Maria. 

SCENE  III. 

Give  me  your  hand,  Sir. 

V'to.  My  duty,  Madam,  and  mod  humble  fervice. 
Olt.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Vio.  Cefar'to  is  your  feivant's  name,  fair  princefs. 

Oil.  My  fervant,  Sir?  5Twas  never  merry  world, 
Since  lowly  feigning  was  call'd  compliment ; 
Y'are  fervant  to  the  Duke  Orfino,  yduth. 

V'to.  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  mud  needs  be  yours : 
Your  fervant's  fervant  is  your  fervant,  Madam. 

Olt.  For  him  I  think  not  on  him  :  for  his  thoughts, 
Would  they  were  blanks,  rather  than  fill'd  with  me. 

V'to.  Madam,  I  come  to  whet  your  gentle  thoughts 
On  his  behalf. 

Olt.  O,  by  your  leave,  I  pray  you  -} 
I  bade  you  never  fpeak  again  of  him. 
But  would  you  undertake  another  naif, 
Fd  rather  hear  you  to  follicit  that 
Than  mufick  from  the  fpheres. 

V'to.  Dear  lady. 

Olt.  Give  me  leave,  I  befeech  you :  I  did  fend, 
After  the  laft  enchantment  you  did  hear, 
A  ring  in  chafe  of  you.     So  did  I  abufe 
My  felf,  my  fervant,  and  I  fear  me,  you ; 
Under  your  hard  conftrudion  muft,  I  fit, 

Tc 
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To  force  that  on  you  in  a  fhameful  cunning, 

Which  you  knew  none  of  yours.     What  might  you  think  ? 

Have  you  not  fet  mine  honour  at  the  (lake, 

And  baited  it  with  all  th'  unmuzzled  thoughts 

That  tyrannous  heart  can  think  ?  to  one  of  your  receiving 

Enough  is  Hiewn ;  a  cyprefs,  not  a  bofom, 

Hides  my  poor  heart.     So  let  us  hear  you  fpeak. 

Vio.  I  pity  you. 

OK.  That's  a  degree  to  love. 

Vio.  No  not  a  f  grice  :  for  'tis  a  vulgar  proof 
That  very  oft  we  pity  enemies. 

Oli.  Why  then  methinks  'tis  time  to  fmile  again ; 

0  world,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud  ? 
If  one  mould  be  a  prey,  how  much  the  better 

To  fall  before  the  lion,  than  the  wolf ;  [Clock  ftr'tkes. 

The  clock  upbraids  me  with  the  wafte  of  time. 

Be  not  afraid,  good  youth,  I  will  not  have  you ; 

And  yet  when  wit  and  youth  are  come  to  harveft, 

Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man  : 

There  lyes  your  way,  due  weft. 

Vio.  Then  weftward  hoe : 
Grace  and  good  difpofition  attend  your  ladyfhip. 
You'll  nothing,  Madam,  to  my  lord  by  me? 

Oli.  Stay  -y  pr'ythee  tell  me  what  thou  think'ft  of  me  ? 

Vio.  That  you  do  think  you  are  not  what  you  are. 

Oli.  If  I  think  fo,  I  think  the  fame  of  you. 

Vio.  Then  think  you  right :  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Oli.  I  would  you  were  as  I  would  have  you  be. 

Vio.  Would  it  were  better,  Madam,  than  I  am, 

1  wi(h  it  might,  for  now  I  am  your  fool. 

Oli.  O  what  a  deal  of  fcorn  looks  beautiful 
In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip! 

A 
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A  murd'rous  guilt  (hews  pot  it  felf  more  foon 

Than  love  that  would  feern  hid :  love's  night  is  noon. 

Cefario^  by  the  rofes  of  the  fpring, 

By  maid-hood,  honour,  truth,  and  every  thing, 

I  love  thee  fo,  that  maugre  all  thy  pride, 

Nor  wit  nor  reafon  can  my  paffion  hide. 

Do  not  extort  thy  reafons  from  this  claufe, 

For  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  haft  no  caufe : 

But  rather  reafon  thus  with  reafbn  fetter  ; 

Love  fought  is  good,-  but  given  unfought  is  better. 

Vto.  By  innocence  I  fwear,  and  by  my  youth, 
I  have  one  heart,  one  bofom,  and  one  truth, 
And  that  no  woman  has,  nor  never  none 
Shall  miftrefs  be  of  it,  fave  I  alone. 
And  fo  adieu,   good  Madam    never  more 
Will  I  my  mafter's  tears  to  you  deplore. 

OH.  Yet  come  again ;  for  thou  perhaps  may'ft  move 
That  heart,  which  now  abhors  to  like  his  love.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  iv. 

O  l  i  v  bjk*4  Houfe* 

Enter  Sir  Toby,   Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And.  P  faith,  I'll  not  ftay  a  jot  longer. 

^1     Sir  To.  Thy  reafon,  dear  venom,  give  thy  reafbn. 

Fab.  You  muft  needs  yield  your  reafon,  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  I  faw  your  neiee  do  more  favours  to  the 
Duke's  ferving-man  than  ever  fhe  beftow'd  on  me.  I  faw't  i'th* 
orchard. 

Sir  To,  Did  fhe  fee  thee  the  while,  old  boy,  tell  me  that  ? 
Sir  And.  As  plain  as  I  fee  you  now. 

Fab.  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her  toward  you. 

Sir  And, 
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Sir  And.  'Slight!  will  yoa  make  an  afs  o'  me  ? 
Fab.  I  prove  it  legitimate,  Sir,  upon  the  Oaths  of  judgment 
and  feafbn. 

Sir  To.  And  they  have  been  grand  Jury-men  lince  before 
Noah  was  a  failor. 

Fab.  She  did  {hew  favour  to  the  youth  in  your  fight,  only 
to  exafperate  you,  to  awake  your  dormoufe  valour,  to  put  fire 
in  your  heart,  and  brimftone  in  your  liver.  You  mould  then 
have  accofted  her,  and  with  fome  excellent  jefts,  fire-new  from 
the  mint,  you  fliould  have  bang'd  the  youth  into  dumbnefs. 
This  was  look'd  for  at  your  hand,  and  this  was  baulkt.  The 
double  gilt  of  this  opportunity  you  let  time  warn  off,  and  you 
are  now  fail'd  into  the  north  of  my  lady's  opinion,  where 
you  will  hang  like  an  ificle  on  a  Dutchman's  beard,  unlefs 
you  do  redeem  it  by  fome  attempt,  either  of  valour  or  policy. 

Sir  And.  And't  be  any  way,  it  rauft  be  with  valour,  for 
policy  I  hate :  I  had  as  lief  be  a  Brownift,  as  a  politician. 

Sir  To.  Why  then  build  me  thy  fortunes  upon  the  bails  of 
valour,  challenge  me  the  Duke's  youth  to  fight  with  him,  hurt 
him  in  eleven  places,  my  neice  mall  take  note  of  it ;  and  af- 
fure  thy  felf,  there  is  no  love-broker  in  the  world  can  more 
prevail  in  man's  commendation  with  women  than  report  of 
valour. 

Fab.  There  is  no  way  but  this,  Sir  Andrew. 

Str  And.  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  challenge  to  him  ? 

Sir  To.  Go,  write  it  in  a  martial  hand,  be  curft  and  brief : 
it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  fo  it  be  eloquent,  and  full  of  inven- 
tion ;  taunt  him  with  the  licenfe  of  ink ;  if  thou  thou'fl:  him 
fome  thrice,  it  (hall  not  be  amifs  •  and  as  many  lies  as  will  lye 
in  thy  meet  of  paper,  although  the  meet  were  big  enough  for 
the  bed  of  Ware  in  England,  fet  'em  down,  and  go  about  it. 
Let  there  be  gall  enough  in  thy  ink,  tho'  thou  write  it  with  a 
goofe-pen,  no  matter ;  about  it. 

Sir  And, 
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Sir  And.  Where  (hall  I  find  you  ? 

Sir  To.  We'll  call  thee  at  the  Cubicuk :  go. 

[Exit  Sir  Andrew. 

SCENE  V. 

Fab.  This  is  a  dear  manakin  to  you,  Sir  Toby. 
Sir  To.  I  have  been  dear  to  him,   lad,  fome  two  thoufand 
ftrong  or  fo. 

Fab.  We  {hall  have  a  rare  letter  from  him,-  but  you'll  not 
deliver't. 

Sir  To.  Never  truft  me  then  ,•  and  by  all  means  ftir  on  the 
youth  to  an  anfwer.  I  think  oxen  and  wain-ropes  cannot  hale 
them  together.  For  Andrew,  if  he  were  open'd,  and  you  find 
fo  much  blood  in  his  liver  as  will  clog  the  foot  of  a  flea,  I'll 
eat  the  reft  of  th5  anatomy. 

Fab.  And  his  oppofite  the  youth  bears  in  his  vifage  no 
great  prefage  of  cruelty. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Look  where  the  youngeft  wren  of  mine  comes. 

Mar.  If  you  defire  the  fpleen,  and  will  laugh  your  felves 
into  ftitches,  follow  me  ,•  yond  gull  Malvolio  is  turned  heathen, 
a  very  renegado-  for  there  is  no  chriftian  that  means  to  be  fav'd 
by  believing  rightly,  can  ever  believe  fuch  impoifible  palfages 
of  grofsnefs.     He's  in  yellow  ftockings. 

Sir  To.  And  crofs-garter'd  ? 

Mar.  Moft  viilanoufly  •  like  a  pedant  that  keeps  a  fchool 
i'th'  church:  I  have  dogg'd  him  like  his  murtherer.  He  does 
obey  every  point  of  the  letter  that  I  dropt  to  betray  him ;  he 
does  fmile  his  face  into  more  lines  than  is  in  the  new  map, 
with  the  augmentation  of  the  Indies  •>  you  have  not  feen  fuch 
a  thing  as  'tis;  I  can  hardly  forbear  hurling  things  at  him.  I 

know 
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know  my  lady  will  ftrike  him  ,•  if  me  do,  he'll  fmile,  and  take't 
for  a  great  favour. 

Sir  To.  Come,  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI. 

The  Street. 
Enter  Sebaftian  and  Anthonio. 

Seb.   V  Would  not  by  my  will  have  troubled  you. 

A  But  fince  you  make  your  pleafure  of  your  pains, 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

Ant.  I  could  not  ftay  behind  you my  defire, 
More  iharp  than  filed  fteel,  did  fpur  me  forth, 
And  not  all  love  to  fee  you,  tho'  fo  much 
As  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  voyage. 
But  jealoufie  what  might  befall  your  travel, 
Being  skilled  in  thefe  parts  -}  which  to  a  ftranger, 
Unguided  and  unfriended,  often  prove 
Rough  and  unhofpitable.    My  willing  love, 
The  rather  by  thefe  arguments  of  fear, 
Set  forth  in  your  purfuit. 

Seb.  My  kind  Anthonhy 
I  can  no  other  anfwer  make  but  thanks, 
And  thanks :  and  ever  oft-good  turns 
Are  {huffled  off  with  fuch  uncurrent  pay ; 
But  were  my  worth  as  is  my  confcience  firm, 
You  mould  find  better  dealing :  what's  to  do  ? 
Shall  we  go  fee  the  relicks  of  this  town  ? 

Ant.  To-morrow,  Sir ;  beft  firfl:  go  fee  your  lodging. 

Seb.  I  am  not  weary,  and  'tis  long  to  night, 
I  pray  you  let  us  fatisfie  our  eyes  i 
With  the  memorials,  and  the  things  of  fame 

Vol.  II.  Ttt  That 
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That  do  renown  this  city. 

Ant.  Would  you'd  pardon  me: 
I  do  not  without  danger  walk  thefe  ftreets. 
Once  in  a  fea-fight  'gainft  the  Duke  his  gallies 
I  did  fbme  fervice,  of  fuch  note  indeed, 
That  were  I  ta'en  here>  it  would  fcarce  be  anfwer'd. 

Seb.  Belike  you  Hew  great  number  of  his  people. 

Ant.  Th'  offence  is  not  of  fuch  a  bloody  nature, 
Albeit  the  quality  of  the  time  and  quarrel 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  argument  : 
It  might  have  fince  been  anfwer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  them,  which  for  trafRck's  fake 
Moft  of  our  city  did.     Only  my  felf  flood  out, 
For  which  if  I  be  lapfed  in  this  place 
I  /hall  pay  dear. 

Seb.  Do  not  then  walk  too  open. 

Ant.  It  doth  not  fit  me:  hold,  $ir,  here's  my  purfe. 
In  the  fouth  fuburbs  at  the  Elephant 
Is  bed  to  lodge :  I  will  befpeak  our  diet, 
Whiles  you  beguile  the  time,  and  feed  your  knowledge 
With  viewing  of  the  town,  there  fhall  you  have  me. 

Seb.  Why  I  your  purfe  ? 

Ant.  Haply  your  eye  fhall  light  upon  fbme  toy 
You  have  defire  to  purchafe ;  and  your  ftore 
I  think,  is  not  for  idle  markets,  Sir. 

Seb.  I'll  be  your  purfe-bearer,  and  leave  you 
For  an  hour. 

Ant.  To  th'  Elephant. 

Seb.  I  do  remember,  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Olivia's  Houfe. 
Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 

Oli        Have  fent  after  him;  he  fays  he'll  come. 

A  How  mail  I  feaft  him?  what  bellow  on  him? 
For  youth  is  bought  more  oft  than  begg'd  or  borrow'd. 
I  fpeak  too  loud ; 

Where  is  Maholio}  he  is  fad  and  civil, 

And  fuits  well  for  a  fervant  with  my  fortunes. 

Where  is  Malvolio*. 

Mar.  He's  coming,  Madam :  but  in  very  ftrange  manner. 
He  is  fure  polfeft,  Madam. 

OH.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  docs  he  rave  ? 

Mar.  No,  Madam,  he  does  nothing  but  fmile ;  your  lady- 
fhip  were  belt  to  have  fome  guard  about  you,  if  he  come,  for 
fure  the  man  is  tainted  in's  wits. 

OH.  Go  call  him  hither. 

Enter  Malvolio, 

I'm  as  mad  as  he, 

If  fad  and  merry  madnefs  equal  be. 
How  now  Malvolio} 

Mai.  Sweet  lady,  ha,  ha.  [Smiles  fantajlicalljo 

Oli.  Smil'ft  thou  ?  I  fent  for  thee  upon  a  fad  occafion. 

Mai.  Sad  lady,  I  could  be  fad ;  this  does  make  Ibme  ob- 
flruction  in  the  blood;  this  crofs-gartering,  but  what  of  that? 
if  it  pleafe  the  eye  of  one,  it  is  with  me  as  the  very  true  (on- 
net  is :  Pleafe  one,  and  pleafe  all. 

Ol'u  Why  ?  how  doft  thou,  man  ?  what  is  the  matter  with  tliee? 

T  t  t  z  Mai. 
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MaL  Not  black  in  my  mind,  tho'  yellow  in  my  legs:  it 
did  come  to  his  hands,  and  commands  (hall  be  executed.  I 
think  we  do  know  that  fweet  Roman  hand. 

Oli  Wilt  thou  go  to  bed,  Malvolio  ? 

MaL  To  bed  ?  ay,  fweet  heart ;  and  I'll  come  to  thee. 

Oli.  God  comfort  thee  ,•  why  doft  thou  fmile  fb,  and  kifs 
thy  hand  fo  oft  ? 

Mar.  How  do  you  Malvolio} 

Mai.  At  your  requeft  ? 
Yes,  nightingales  anfwer  daws. 

Mar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  boldnels  before 
my  lady  ? 

Mai.  Be  not  afraid  of  greatnefs,-  'twas  well  writ. 
Oli.  What  meaneft  thou  by  that,  Malvolio  ? 

MaL  Some  are  born  great  

OH  Ha? 

MaL  Some  atchieve  greatnefs  

Oli.  What  fay'ft  thou  > 

Mai.  And  fome  have  greatnefs  thruft  upon  them — - 
OIL  Heav'n  reftore  thee. 

Mai.  Remember  who  commended  thy  yellow  Stockings-— 

Oli.  Thy  yellow  ftockings? 

MaL  And  wifh'd  to  fee  thee  crofs-garter'd— ■ — 

Oft.  Crofs-garter'd  ? 

Mai,  Go  to,  thou  art  made,  if  thou  defir'ft  to  be  fo— 
Oli.  Am  I  made? 

MaL  If  not,  let  me  fee  thee  a  fervant  ftilL 
OL  Why  this  is  very  midfummer  madnefs. 

Enter  fervant* 

Ser.  Madam,  the  young  gentleman  of  the  Duke  Orfmo's  is 
return'd,  I  could  hardly  entreat  him  back;  he  attends  your 
ladyfhip's  pleafure. 

on. 
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OH.  I'll  come  to  him.  Good  Maria,  let  this  fellow  be  look'd 
to.  Where's  my  uncle  Toby  ?  let  fbme  of  my  people  have  a 
fpecial  care  of  him,  I  would  not  have  him  mifcarry  for  the 
half  of  my  dowry.  [Exit, 

SCENE  VIII. 

Mai.  Oh  ho.  do  you  come  near  me  now?  no  worfe  man 
than  Sir  Toby  to  look  to  me!  this  concurs  directly  with  the 
letter,  fhe  fends  him  on  purpofe  that  I  may  appear  ftubborn 
to  him ;  for  fhe  incites  me  to  that  in  the  letter.  Caft  thy 
humble  flough,  fays  me;  be  oppofite  with  a  kinfman,  furly 
with  fervants,  let  thy  tongue  tang  with  arguments  of  ftate,  put 
thy  felf  into  the  trick  of  Angularity ;  and  confequently  fets  down 
the  manner  how;  as  a  fad  face,  a  reverend  carriage,  a  flow 
tongue,  in  the  habit  of  fbme  Sir  of  note,  and  fo  forth.  I  have 
lim'd  her,  but  it  is  Jove's  doing,  and  Jove  make  me  thankful ; 
and  when  fhe  went  away  now,  let  this  fellow  be  look'd  to :  fel- 
low! not  Malvolio,  nor  after  my  degree,  but  fellow.  Why 
every  thing  adheres  together,  that  no  dram  of  a  fcruple,  no 
fcruple  of  a  fcruple ;  no  obftacle  ,•  no  incredulous  or  unfafe  cir- 

cumftance  what  can  be  faid  ?  nothing  that  can  be,  can  come 

between  me   and  the  full  profpect  of  my  hopes.     Well  Jove, 
not  I,  is  the  doer  of  this,  and  he  is  to  be  thanked. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Fabian  and  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  name  of  fanctity  ?  if  all 
the  devils  m  hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and  legion  himfelf  pof- 
feft  him,  yet  111  fpeak  to  him. 

Fab.  Here  he  is,  here  he  is ;  how  is't  with  you,  Sir  ?  how  is't 
with  you,  man  ? 

Mai 
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Mai.  Go  off,  I  difcard  you ;  let  me  enjoy  my  privacy :  go 

off. 

Mar.  Lo,  how  hollow  the  fiend  lpeaks  within  him did  not  I 
tell  you?  Sir  Toby,  my  lady  prays  you  to  have  a  care  of  him, 
Mai.  Ah  ha,  does  fhe  fo? 

Sir  To.  Go  to,  go  to ;  peace,  peace  we  mud  deal  gently 
with  him  j  let  him  alone.  How  do  you,  Malvoliol  how  is't 
with  you  ?  what  man,  defie  the  devil ,  confider  he's  an  enemy 
to  mankind. 

Mai.  Do  you  know  what  you  fay? 

Mar.  La  you !  if  you  fpeak  ill  of  the  devil,  how  he  takes 
it  at  heart.    Pray  God  he  be  not  bewitch'd. 

Fab.  Carry  bis  water  to  th'  wife  woman. 

Mar.  Marry  and  it  mall  be  done  to-morrow  morning  if  I 
live.    My  lady  would  not  lofe  him  for  more  than  I'll  fay. 

Mai.  How  now,  miftrefs? 

Mar.  O  Lord. 

Str  To.  Pr'ythee  hold  thy  peace,  that  is  not  the  way :  do 
you  not  fee  you  move  him  ?  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Fab.  No  way  but  gentlenefs,  gently,  gently ;  the  fiend  is 
rough,  and  will  not  be  roughly  us'd. 

Sir  To.  Why  how  now  my  bawcock  ?  how  doft  thou,  chuck  ? 

Mai.  Sir. 

Sir  To.  Ay  biddy,  come  with  me.  What  man,  'tis  not  for 
gravity  to  play  at  cherry-pit  with  fatan.  Hang  him,  foul  collier. 

Mar.  Get  him  to  fay  his  prayers,  good  Sir  Toby,  get  him 
to  pray. 

Mai.  My  prayers,  minx! 

Mar.  No  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of  godlinefs. 
Mai.  Go  hang  your  felves  all :  you  are  idle  (hallow  things, 
I  am  not  of  your  element,  you  mall  know  more  hereafter. 

[Exit. 
Sir  To. 
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Sir  To.  Is't:  poffible  ? 

Fab.  If  this  were  plaid  upon  a  ftage  now,  I  could  condemn 
it  as  an  improbable  fi&ion. 

Sir  To.  His  very  genius  hath  taken  the  infection  of  the  de- 
vice, man. 

Mar.  Nay,  purfue  him  now,  left  the  device  take  air,  and  taint. 
Fab.  Why  we  lhall  make  him  mad  indeed. 
Mar.  The  houfe  will  be  the  quieter. 

Sir  To.  Come,  we'll  have  him  in  a  dark  room  and  bound. 
My  neice  is  already  in  the  belief  that  he's  mad  ;  we  may  carry  it 
thus  for  our  pleafure  and  his  penance,  'till  our  very  paftime  tired 
OHt  of  breath,  prompt  us  to  have  mercy  on  him  ;  at  which  time 
we  will  bring  the  device  to  the  bar,  and  crown  thee  for  a  finder 
of  madmen  j  but  fee,  but  fee. 

s  c  E  n  e  x. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Fab.  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 
Sir  And.  Here's  the  challenge,  read  it :  I  warrant  there's  vi- 
negar and  pepper  in't. 
Fab.  Is't  fo  fawcy  ? 

Sir  And.  Ay,  is't  ?  I  warrant  him  :  do  but  read. 
Sir  To.  Give  me.  [Sir  Toby  reads. 

Youth,  whatfoever  thou  art,  thou  art  but  a  fiurvy  fellow. 
Fab.  Good  and  valiant. 

Sir  To.  Wonder  not,  nor  admire  not  in  thy  mind  why  I  do  call 
thee  fo,  for  I  will  fhew  thee  no  reafon  foft. 

Fab.  A  good  note,  that  keeps  you  from  the  blow  of  the  law. 

Sir  To.  Thou  com' ft  to  the  lady  Olivia,  and  in  my  fight  Jhe  ufes 
thee  kindly  j  but  thou  Heft  in  thy  throat,  that  is  not  the  matter  I 
challenge  thee  for. 

fab.  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  fenfe-lefs. 

o/r  To, 
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Sir  To.  I  will  way-lay  thee  going  homey  where  if  it  be  thy  chance 

to  kill  me  

Fab.  Good. 

Sir  To.  Thou  kiWfi  me  like  a  rogue  and  a  villain. 

Fab.  Still  you  keep  o'th'  windy  fide  of  the  law :  good. 

Sir  To.  Fare  thee  well,  and  God  have  mercy  upon  one  of  our  fouls : 
he  may  have  mercy  upon  mine,  but  my  hope  is  better,  and  fo  look 
to  thy  felf.  Thy  friend  as  thou  ufeft  him,  and  thy  fworn  enemy, 
Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

Sir  To.  If  this  letter  move  him  not,  his  legs  cannot :  111 
give't  him. 

Mar.  You  may  have  very  fit  occafion  for't :  he  is  now  in  fome 
commerce  with  my  lady,  and  will  by  and  by  depart. 

Sir  To.  Go,  Sir  Andrew,  fcout  me  for  him  at  the  corner  of 
the  orchard  like  a  bum-baily ;  fo  foon  as  ever  thou  feeft  him, 
draw ;  and  as  thou  draw'ft,  fwear  horribly  ,•  for  it  comes  to  pafs 
oft,  that  a  terrible  oath,  with  a  fwaggering  accent  fharply  twang'd 
off,  gives  manhood  more  approbation  than  ever  proof  it  felf  would 
have  earn'd  him.  Away. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  me  alone  for  fwearing.  [Exit. 

Sir  To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  his  letter ;  for  the  behaviour  of 
the  young  gentleman  gives  him  out  to  be  of  good  capacity  and 
breeding ;  his  imployment  between  his  lord  and  my  neice  con- 
firms no  lefs  $  therefore  this  letter  being  fo  excellently  ignorant, 
will  breed  no  terror  in  the  youth  he  will  find  that  it  comes  from 
a  clod-pole.  But,  Sir,  I  will  deliver  his  challenge  by  word  of 
mouth,  fet  upon  Ague-cheek  a  notable  report  of  valour,  and  drive 
the  gentleman,  as  I  know  his  youth  will  aptly  receive  it,  into  a 
moft  hideous  opinion  of  his  rage,  skill,  fury,  and  impetuofity. 
This  will  fo  fright  them  both,  that  they  will  kill  one  another  by 
the  look,  like  cockatrices. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Viola. 

Fab.  Here  he  comes  with  your  neice  give  them  way,  'till 
he  take  leave,  and  prefently  after  him. 

Sir  To.  I  will  meditate  the  while  upon  fome  horrid  meflage  for 
a  challenge.  [Exeunt. 

Oli.  I've  faid  too  much  unto  a  heart  of  ftone, 
And  laid  mine  honour  too  unchary  on't. 
There's  fomething  in  me  that  reproves  my  fault  j 
But  fuch  a  head-ftrong  potent  fault  it  is, 
That  it  but  mocks  reproof. 

Vio.  With  the  fame  haviour  that  your  paflion  bears, 
Goes  on  my  matter's  grief. 

Oli.  Here,  wear  this  jewel  for  me,  'tis  my  picture,- 
Refufe  it  not,  it  hath  no  tongue  to  vex  you  : 
And  I  befeech  you  come  again  to-morrow. 
What  {hall  you  ask  of  me  that  I'll  deny, 
That  honour  fav'd  may  upon  asking  give  ? 

Vio.  Nothing  but  this,  your  true  love  for  my  mailer. 

Oli.  How  with  mine  honour  may  I  give  him  that, 
Which  I  have  given  to  you. 

Vio.  I  will  acquit  you. 

Oli.  Well,  come  again  to-morrow :  fare  thee  well. 
A  fiend  like  thee  might  bear  my  foul  to  hell.  [Exit. 

SCENE  XII. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Fabian. 

Sir.  To.  Gentleman,  God  fave  thee. 
Vto.  And  you,  Sir. 

Sir  To.  That  defence  thou  haft,  betake  thee  to't;  of  what 
Vol.  II,  Uuu  nature 
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nature  the  wrongs  are  thou  haft  done  him,  I  know  not  f  but  thy 
intercepted  full  of  defpight,  bloody  as  the  hunter,  attends  thee  at 
the  orchard  end  $  difmount  thy  tuck,  be  f  yare  in  thy  preparation, 
for  thy  aflfailant  is  quick,  skilful,  and  deadly. 

Vio.  You  miftake,  Sir,  I  am  lure  no  man  hath  any  quarrel  to 
me ;  my  remembrance  is  very  free  and  clear  from  any  image  of 
offence  done  to  any  man. 

Sir  To.  You'll  find  it  otherwife*,  I  aflure  you,-  therefore,  if 
you  hold  your  life  at  any  price,  betake  you  to  your  guard ;  for 
your  oppofite  hath  in  him,  what  youth  ,  ftrength,  skill,  and 
wrath  can  furnifh  a  man  withal. 

Vio.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  what  is  he? 

Sir  To.  He  is  Knight  dubb'd  with  unhack'd  rapier,  and  on 
carpet  confideration,  but  he  is  a  devil  in  private  brawl ;  fouls  and 
bodies  hath  he  divorc'd  three and  his  incenfement  at  this  mo- 
ment is  Co  implacable,  that  fatisfa&ion  can  be  none  but  by  pangs 
of  death  and  fepulcher :  hob,  nod,  is  his  word  ,•  give't  or  take't. 

Vio.  I  will  return  again  into  the  houfe,  and  delire  fome  con- 
duct of  the  lady.  I  am  no  fighter.  I  have  heard  of  fbme  kind 
of  men,  that  put  quarrels  purpofely  on  others  to  tafte  their  valour : 
belike  this  is  a  man  of  that  quirk. 

Sir  To.  Sir,  no  :  his  indignation  drives  it  felf  out  of  a  very 
competent  injury,  therefore  get  you  on,  and  give  him  his  defire. 
Back  you  (hall  not  to  the  houfe,  unlefs  you  undertake  that  with 
me,  which  with  as  much  fafety  you  might  anfwer  him  therefore 
on,  or  ftrip  your  fword  ftark  naked  ,•  for  meddle  you  muft,  that's 
certain,  or  forfwear  to  wear  iron  about  you. 

Vio.  This  is  as  uncivil  as  ftrange.  I  befeech  you  do  me  this 
courteous  office,  as  to  know  of  the  Knight  what  my  offence  to 
him  is :  it  is  fomething  of  my  negligence,  nothing  of  my  purpofe.  , 

Sir  To.  I  will  do  fb.  Signior  Fabian>  ftay  you  by  this  gentle- 
man 'till  my  return.  [Exit  Sir  Toby. 

Vio.  Pray  you,  Sir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter  ? 

Fab. 

\  yare,  nimble. 
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Fab.  I  know  the  Knight  is  incens'd  againft  you,  even  to  a 
mortal  arbitrement,  but  nothing  of  the  circumftance  more. 

J/to.  I  befeech  you  what  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Fab.  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  promife  to  read  him  by  his 
form,  as  you  are  like  to  find  him  in  the  proof  of  his  valour. 
He  is  indeed,  Sir,  the  moft  skilful,  bloody,  and  fatal  oppofite 
that  you  could  poffibly  have  found  in  any  part  offflyria:  will 
you  walk  towards  him  ?  I  will  make  your  peace  with  him,  if  I  can. 

Vto.  I  fhall  be  much  bound  to  you  for't :  I  am  one  that  had 
rather  go  with  Sir  Prieft  than  Sir  Knight:  I  care  not  who  knows 
fb  much  of  my  mettle.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  XIII. 

Enter  Sir  Tobv  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Why  man,  he's  a  very  devil  ,•  I  have  not  feen  fuch  a 
virago:  I  had  a  pafs  with  him,  rapier,  (cabbard  and  all  ,•  and  he 
gives  me  the  ftuck  in  with  fuch  a  mortal  motion,  that  it  is  inevit- 
able ;  and  on  the  anfwer,  he  pays  you  as  fiirely  as  your  feet  hit 
the  ground  they  ftep  on.  They  fay,  he  has  been  fencer  to  the 
Sophy. 

Sir  And.  Pox  on't,  I'll  not  meddle  with  him. 

Sir  To.  Ay,  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified. 
Fabian  can  fcarce  hold  him  yonder. 

Sir  And.  Plague  on't,  if  I  thought  he  had  been  valiant,  and  fo 
cunning  in  fence,  Pd  have  feen  him  damn'd  ere  Pd  have  challeng'd 
him.  Let  him  let  the  matter  flip,  and  Pll  give  him  my  horfe, 
grey  Capilet. 

Sir.  To.  Pll  make  the  motion  j  ftand  here,  make  a  good  fhew 
on't,  this  fhall  end  without  the  perdition  of  fouls ;  marry  Pll  ride 
your  horfe  as  well  as  I  ride  you. 


U  u  u  z 


Enter 

i 
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Enter  Fabian  and  Viola. 
I  have  his  horfe  to  take  up  the  quarrel,  I  have  perfuaded  him  the 
youth's  a  devil.  \To  Fabian. 

Fab.  He  is  horribly  conceited  of  him ;  and  pants  and  looks 
pale,  as  if  a  bear  were  at  his  heels. 

Sir  To.  There's  no  remedy,  Sir,  he  will  fight  with  you  for's 
oath  fake :  marry  he  hath  better  bethought  him  of  his  quarrel, 
and  he  finds  that  now  fcarce  to  be  worth  talking  of  •  therefore 
draw  for  the  fupportance  of  his  vow,  he  protefts  he  will  not 
hurt  you. 

Vio.  Pray  God  defend  me  •  a  little  thing  would  make  me  tell 
them  how  much  I  lack  of  a  man. 

Fab.  Give  ground  if  you  fee  him  furious. 

Sir  To.  Come,  Sir  Andrew,  there's  no  remedy,  the  gentleman 
will  for  his  honour's  fake  have  one  bout  with  you  •  he  cannot 
by  the  duello  avoid  it  ,•  but  he  has  promis'd  me,  as  he  is  a  gentle- 
man and  a  foldier,  he  will  not  hurt  you.    Come  on,  to't. 

[They  draw. 

Sir  And.  Pray  God  he  keep  his  oath. 

SCENE  XIV. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Vto.  I  do  affaire  you  'tis  againft  my  will. 

Ant.  Put  up  your  fword  •  if  this  young  gentleman 
Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  fault  on  me,* 
If  you  offend  him,  I  for  him  defie  you.  [Drawing. 

Sir  To.  You,  Sir  ?  Why,  what  are  you  ? 

Ant.  One,  Sir,  that  for  his  love  dares  yet  do  more 
Than  you  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 

Sir  To.  Nay,  if  you  be  an  undertaker,  I  am  for  you.  [Draws. 

Enter  Officers. 

Fab.  O  good  Sir  Toby,  hold  -  here  come  the  officers. 

4  Sir  To. 
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Sir  To.  I'll  be  with  you  anon. 

Vto.  Pray,  Sir,  put  your  fword  up  if  you  pleafe. 

[To  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Marry  will  I,  Sir  •  and  for  that  I  promis'd  you  I'll 
be  as  good  as  my  word.  He  will  bear  you  eafily,  and  reins 
well. 

1  Off.  This  is  the  man,  do  thy  office. 

2  Off.  Antonio,  I  arreft  thee  at  the  fuit  of  Duke  Orfino. 
Ant.  You  do  miftake  me,  Sir. 

1  Off.  No,  Sir,  no  jot,-  I  know  your  favour  well; 
Tho'  now  you  have  no  fea-cap  on  your  head. 
Take  him  away,  he  knows  I  know  him  well. 

Ant.  I  mud  obey.    This  comes  with  feeking  you; 
But  there's  no  remedy.    I  mall  aniwer  it. 
What  will  you  do  ?  now  my  neceflity 
Makes  me  to  ask  you  for  my  purfe.    It  grieves  me 
Much  more,  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you, 
Than  what  befalls  my  felf :  you  ftand  amaz'd, 
But  be  of  comfort. 

i  Off.  Come,  Sir,  away. 

Ant.  I  muft  intreat  of  you  fome  of  that  mony. 

Vw.  What  mony,  Sir? 
For  the  fair  kindnefs  you  have  (hew'd  me  here, 
And  part  being  prompted  by  your  prefent  trouble, 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  ability 
I'll  lend  you  fbmething ;  my  having  is  not  much^ 
I'll  make  divifion  of  my  prefent  with  you : 
Hold,  there's  half  my  coffer. 

Ant.  Will  you  deny  me  now  ? 
Is't  poflible,  that  my  deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  perfuafion  ?  do  not  tempt  my  mifery, 
Left  that  it  make  me  fb  unfbund  a  man, 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  thofe  kindnefles 

That 
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That  I  have  done  for  you. 

Vio.  I  know  of  none, 
Nor  know  I  you  by  voice,  or  any  feature. 
I  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man, 
Than  lying,  vainnefs,  babling  drunkennefs, 
Or  any  taint  of  vice,  whofe  ftrong  corruption 
Inhabits  our  frail  blood. 

Ant.  Oh  heav'ns  themfelves! 

2  Off.  Come,  Sir,  I  pray  you  go. 

Ant.  Let  me  fpeak  a  little.    This  youth  that  you  fee  here, 
I  fnatcht  one  half  out  of  the  jaws  of  death, 
Reliev'd  him  with  fuch  fanctity  of  love, 
And  to  his  image,  which  methought  did  promife 
Mod  venerable  worth,  did  I  devotion. 

1  Off.  What's  that  to  us  ?  the  time  goes  by  ,•  away. 

Ant.  But  oh,  how  vile  an  idol  proves  this  God.' 
Thou  haft,  Sebaftian,  done  good  feature  fhame. 
In  nature  there's  no  blemifh  but  the  mind : 
None  can  be  call'd  deform'd  but  the  unkind. 
Virtue  is  beauty,  but  the  beauteous  evil 
Are  empty  trunks  o'erflourifh'd  by  the  devil. 

1  Off  The  man  grows  mad,  away  with  him : 
Come  come,  Sir. 

Ant.  Lead  me  on.  [Exit. 

Vio,  Methinks  his  words  do  from  fuch  paffion  fly, 
That  he  believes  himfelf  -y  fo  do  not  I : 
Prove  true,  imagination,  oh  prove  true, 
That  I,  dear  brother,  be  now  ta'en  for  you. 

Sir  To.  Come  hither,  Knight,  come  hither,  Fabian ;  we'll 
whifper  o'er  a  couplet  or  two  of  mod  fage  faws. 

Vio.  He  nam'd  Sebafiian  j  I  my  brother  know 
Yet  living  in  my  glafs,  even  fuch,  and  fo 
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In  favour  was  my  brother,  and  he  went 
Still  in  this  fafliion,  colour,  ornament, 
For  him  I  imitate  :  oh  if  it  prove, 

Tempefts  are  kind,  and  fait  waves  frefh  in  love.  [Exit. 

Sir  To.  A  very  dimoneft  paltry  boy,  and  more  a  coward 
than  a  hare;  his  difhonefty  appears  in  leaving  his  friend  here 
in  neceflity,  and  denying  him ;  and  for  his  cowardfhip  ask 
Fabian. 

Fab.  A  coward,  a  moft  devout  coward,  religious  in  it. 

Sir  And.  'Slid  111  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 

Sir  To.  Do,  cuff  him  foundly,  but  never  draw  thy  fword. 

Sir  And.  If  I  do  not. 

Fab.  Come,  let's  fee  the  event. 

Sir  To.  I  dare  lay  any  mony  'twill  be  nothing  yet.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV.    SCENE  I. 

The  Street. 
Enter  Sebaftian  and  Clown, 
Clown. 

ILL  you  make  me  believe  that  I  am  not  fent  for 
you? 

Seb.  Go  to,  go  to,  thou  art  a  fooliih  fellow, 
Let  me  be  clear  of  thee. 

Go.  Well  held  out  i'  faith  :  no,  I  do  not  know 
you,  nor  I  am  not  fent  to  you  by  my  lady,  to 
bid  you  come  (peak  with  her ;  nor  your  name  is  not  mafter 
Cefario,  nor  this  is  not  my  nofe  neither  nothing  that  is  fo  is 
fo. 

Seb. 
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Seb.  I  pr'ythee  vent  thy  folly  fomewhere  elfe,  thou  know'ft 

not  me. 

Clo.  Vent  my  folly!  he  has  heard  that  word  of  fbme  great 
man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  fool.  Vent  my  folly  f  I  am  afraid 
this  great  lubber  the  world  will  prove  a  cockney :  I  pr'ythee 
now  ungird  thy  ftrangenefs  and  tell  me  what  I  {hall  vent  to  my 
lady    (hall  I  vent  to  her  that  thou  art  coming  ? 

Seb.  I  pr'ythee  foolim  Greek  depart  from  me,  there's  mony 
for  thee.    If  you  tarry  longer  I  mall  give  worfe  payment. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  thou  haft  an  open  hand ;  thefe  wife  men 
that  give  fools  mony  get  themfelves  a  good  report  after  four- 
teen years  purchafe. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew,  Sir  Toby,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And.  Now,  Sir,  have  I  met  you  again  ?  there's  for  you. 

[Striking  Sebaftian. 

Seb.  Why  there's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there :  are  all 
the  people  mad  ?  [Beating  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Hold,  Sir,  or  I'll  throw  your  dagger  o'er  the  houfe. 

Clo.  This  will  I  tell  my  lady  ftrait :  I  would  not  be  in  fome 
of  your  coats  for  two  pence.  [Exit  Clown. 

Sir  To.  Come  on,  Sir,  hold.  [Holding  Sebaftian. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  him  alone,  I'll  go  another  way  to  work 
with  him ;  I'll  have  an  action  of  battery  againft  him,  if  there 
be  any  law  in  Illyria-,  tho'  I  ftruck  him  firft,  yet  it's  no  mat- 
ter for  that. 

Seb.  Let  go  thy  hand. 

Sir  To.  Come,  Sir,  I  will  not  let  you  go.  Come  my  youno- 
foldier,  put  up  your  iron  ;  you  are  well  flefh'd:  come  on. 

Seb.  I  will  be  free  from  thee.  What  wouldft  thou  now  ?  if 
thou  dar'ft  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  fword. 

Sir  To.  What,  what  ?  nay  then  I  muft  have  an  ounce  or  two 
of  this  malapert  blood  from  you.  [They  draw  and  fight. 
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Enter  Olivia. 

Oli.  Hold,  Toby,  on  thy  life  I  charge  thee,  hold. 
Sir  To.  Madam. 

OH.  Will  it  be  ever  thus  ?  ungracious  wretch, 
Fit  for  the  mountains  and  the  barbarous  caves, 
Where  manners  ne'er  were  preach'd :  out  of  my  fight. 
Be  not  offended,  dear  Cefario. 
Rudesby,  be  gone.     I  pr'ythee,  gentle  friend, 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 
Let  thy  fair  wifdom,  not  thy  paflion  fway 
In  this  uncivil  and  unjuft  extent 
Againft  thy  peace.     Go  with  me  to  my  houfe, 
And  hear  thou  there,  how  many  fruitlefs  pranks 
This  ruffian  hath  botch'd  up,  that  thou  thereby 
May'ft  fmile  at  this :  thou  malt  not  chufe  but  go : 
Do  not  deny    bemrew  his  foul  for  me, 
He  ftarted  one  poor  heart  of  mine  in  thee. 

Seb.  What  relilh  is  in  this  ?  how  runs  the  ftream  ? 
Or  I  am  mad,  or  elfe  this  is  a  dream. 
Let  fancy  ftill  my  fenfe  in  Lethe  fteep, 
If  it  be  thus  to  dream,  ftill  let  me  fleep. 

OU.  Nay  come  I  pray :  would  thou'dft  be  rul'd  by  me. 

Seb.  Madam,  I  will. 

OH.  O  fay  fo,  and  fo  be.  {Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 

O  l  I  v  i  a' s  Houfe. 
Enter  Maria  and  Clown. 

Mar.  T^TAY,  I  pr'ythee  put  on  this  gown  and  this  beard, 
1.  ^1   make  him  believe  thou  art  Sir  Topas  the  Curate  • 
do  it  quickly.     I'll  call  Sir  Toby  the  whilft. 

Clo.  Well,  I'll  put  it  on,  and  I  will  diiTemble  my  felf  in't  • 
and  I  would  I  were  the  flrft  that  ever  diffembled  in  fuch  a  gown! 
I  am  not  tall  enough  to  become  the  fun&ion  well,  nor  lean  e- 
nough  to  be  thought  a  good  ftudent ;  but  to  be  faid  an  ho- 
ned man,  and  a  good  houfekeeper,  goes  as  fairly  as  to  fay,  a 
careful  man  and  a  great  fcholar.     The  competitors  enter. 

Enter  Sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  Jove  blefs  thee,  Mr.  Parfon. 

Clo.  Bonos  dies,  Sir  Toby ;  for  as  the  old  hermit  of  Prague, 
that  never  faw  pen  and  ink,  very  wittily  faid  to  a  neice  of 
King  Gorboduck,  that  that  is,  is :  fo  I  being  Mr.  Parfon  am 
Mr.  Parfon ;  for  what  is  that,  but  that  ?  and  is,  but  is  ?' 

Sir  To.  To  him,  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  What  hoa,  I  fay,  peace  in  this  prifon. 

Sir  To.  The  knave  counterfeits  well a  good  knave. 

[Malvolio  within. 

Mai.  Who  calls  there? 

Clo.  Sir  Topas  the  curate,  who  comes  to  vifit  Malvolio  the 
lunatick. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas,  good  Sir  Topas  go  to  my  lady. 
Clo.  Out  hyperbolical  fiend,  how  vexed:  thou  this  man  ? 
Talked  thou  nothing  but. of  ladies? 
Sir  To.  Well  faid;  maftcr  parfon. 

Mai. 
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Mai.  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wrong'd,  good  Sir  To- 
pas  do  not  think  I  am  mad ,•  they  have  laid  me  here  in  hideous 
darknefs. 

Clo.  Fie,  thou  diflioneft  fathan  I  call  thee  by  the  mod  mo- 
deft  terms,  for  I  am  one  of  thofe  gentle  ones  that  will  ufe  the 
devil  himfelf  with  curtefie :  fay'ft  thou  that  houfe  is  dark  ? 

Mai.  As  hell,  Sir  Top  as. 

Clo.  Why  it  hath  bay  windows  tranfparent  as  baricadoes, 
and  the  clear  ftones  towards  the  South  North  are  as  luftrous 
as  ebony and  yet  complained  thou  of  obftruction  ? 

Mai.  I  am  not  mad,  Sir  Topas,  I  fay  to  you  this  houfe  is 
dark. 

Clo.  Madman,  thou  erreft  I  fay  there  is  no  darknefs  but  ig- 
norance, in  which  thou  art  more  puzzled  than  the  Egyptians 
in  their  fog. 

Mai.  I  fay  this  houfe  is  as  dark  as  ignorance,  though  ig- 
norance were  as  dark  as  hell ;  and  I  fay  there  was  never  man 
thus  abus'd;  I  am  no  more  mad  than  you  are,  make  the  tryal 
of  it  in  any  conftant  queftion. 

Clo.  What  is  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras,  concerning  wild- 
fowl ? 

Mai.  That  the  foul  of  our  grandam  might  happily  inhabit 
a  bird. 

Clo.  What  think'ft  thou  of  his  opinion  ? 
Mai.  I  think  nobly  of  the  foul,  and  no  way  approve  his  o- 
pinion. 

Clo.  Fare  thee  well :  remain  thou  (till  in  darknefs ;  thou  malt 
hold  th'  opinion  of  Pythagoras,  ere  I  will  allow  of  thy  wits,  and 
fear  to  kill  a  woodcock,  left  thou  difpoflefs  the  houfe  of  thy 
grandam.    Fare  thee  well. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas. 

Sir  To.  My  moft  exquifite  Sir  Topas] 

Clo.  Nay,  I  am  for  all  waters. 

X  x  x  z  Mar, 
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Mar.  Thou  might'ft  have  done  this  without  thy  beard  and 
gown,  he  fees  thee  not. 

Sir  To.  To  him  in  thine  own  voice,  and  bring  me  word 
how  thou  find'ft  him  :  I  would  we  were  all  rid  of  this  knave- 
ry. If  he  may  be  conveniently  deliver'd,  I  would  he  were, 
for  I  am  now  fo  far  in  offence  with  my  neice,  that  I  cannot  pur- 
fue  with  any  fafety  this  lport  to  the  upfhot.  Come  by  and  by 
to  my  chamber.  [Exit, 

SCENE  IV. 

Clo,  Hey  Robin,  jolly  Robin,  tell  me  how  my  lady  does. 

[Singing. 

Mai.  Fool. 

Clo.  My  lady  is  unkind,  perdie. 
Mai,  Fool. 

Clo.  Alas,  why  is  Jhe  fo  ? 
Mai.  Fool,  I  fay. 

Clo,  She  loves  another  who  calls,  ha  ? 

Mai.  Good  fool,  as  ever  thou  wilt  deferve  well  at  my  hand, 
help  me  to  a  candle,  and  pen,  ink,  and  paper  j  as  I  am  a  gen- 
tleman, I  will  live  to  be  thankful  to  thee  for't. 

Clo.  Mr.  Maholio! 
Mai.  Ay,  good  fool. 

Clo.  Alas,  Sir,  how  fell  you  befides  your  five  wits  ? 

Mai.  Fool,  there  was  never  man  fo  notorioufly  abus'd ;  I 
am  as  well  in  my  wits,  fool,  as  thou  art.  * 

Clo.  But  as  well!  then  thou  art  mad  indeed,  if  you  be  no 
better  in  your  wits  than  a  fool. 

Mai.  They  have  propertied  me  ;  they  keep  me  in  darknefs,  (end 
minifters  to  me,  afTes,  and  do  all  they  can  to  face  me  out  of 
my  wits. 

Clo,  Advife  you  what  you  fay :  the  minifter  is  here.  Mai- 
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vollo,  Malvollo,  thy  wits  the  heav'ns  reftore :  endeavour  thy  felf 
to  fleep,  and  leave  thy  vain  bibble  babble. 
Mai.  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Maintain  no  words  with  him,  good  fellow. 
Who  I,  Sir,  not  I,  Sir.    God  b'w'  you,  good  Sir  Topas. 
Marry,  amen.   I  will,  Sir,  I  will,  Sir. 

Mai.  Fool,  fool,  fool,  I  fay. 

Clo.  Alas,  Sir,  be  patient.  What  fay  you,  Sir?  I  am  fhent 
for  (peaking  to  you. 

Mai.  Good  fool,  help  me  to  Ibme  light,  and  fome  paper  I 
tell  thee  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  as  any  man  in  Illyrla. 

Clo.  Well-a-day  that  you  were,  Sir. 

Mai.  By  this  hand  I  am :  good  fool,  fome  ink,  paper  and 
light  j  and  convey  what  I  fet  down  to  my  lady  :  It  mall  advantage 
thee  more,  than  ever  the  bearing  of  letter  did. 

Clo.  I  will  help  you  to't.  But  tell  me  true,  are  you  not  mad  in- 
deed, or  do  you  but  counterfeit  ? 

Mai.  Believe  me,  I  am  not :  I  tell  thee  true. 

Clo.  Nay,  I'll  ne'er  believe  a  mad-man  'till  I  fee  his  brains, 
I  will  fetch  you  light,  and  paper,  and  ink. 

Mai.  Fool,  I'll  requite  it  in  the  higheft  degree , 
I  pr'ythee  be  gone. 

Clo.  /  am  gone,  Sir,  and  anon,  Sir,  [Singing. 

I'll  be  with  you  again 
In  a  trice,  like  to  the  old  vice. 

Tour  need  to  fuflaln. 
Who  with  dagger  of  lathy  in  his  rage,  and  his  zvrath, 

Cries  ah  ha  /  to  the  devil : 
Like  a  mad  lad,  pair  thy  nails,  dad, 

Adieu,  good  man  drlveL  [Exit. 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  >ebaftian. 

Seb.  This  is  the  air,  that  is  the  glorious  fun, 
This  pearl  {he  gave  me,  I  do  feel't  and  fee't. 
And  though  'tis  wonder  that  enwraps  me  thus, 
Yet  'tis  not  madnels.    Where's  Anthonlo  then  ? 
I  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elephant, 
Yet  there  he  was,  and  there  I  found  this  credit, 
That  he  did  range  the  town  to  feek  me  out. 
His  counfel  now  might  do  me  golden  fervice  • 
For  tho'  my  foul  difputes  well  with  my  fenfe, 
That  this  may  be  fome  error,  but  no  madnefs, 
Yet  doth  this  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 
So  far  exceed  all  inftance,  all  difcourfe, 
That  I  am  ready  to  diftruft  mine  eyes, 
And  wrangle  with  my  reafon  that  perfuades  me 
To  any  other  truft,  but  that  I'm  mad, 
Or  elfe  the  lady's  mad,-  yet  if 'twere  io, 
She  could  not  fway  her  houfe,  command  her  followers, 
Take,  and  give  back  affairs,  and  their  difpatch, 
With  fuch  a  fmooth,  difcreet,  and  ftable  bearing 
As  I  perceive  (he  does :  there's  fbmething  in't 
That  is  deceivable.    But  here  fire  comes. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Prieft. 

Oli.  Blame  not  this  hafte  of  mine :  if  you  mean  well, 
Now  go  with  me  and  with  this  holy  man 
Into  the  chantry  by  ;  there  before  him, 
And  underneath  that  confecrated  roof, 
Plight  me  the  full  affurance  of  your  faith, 
That  my  mod  jealous  and  too  doubtful  foul 
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May  live  at  peace.    He  {hall  conceal  it 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  mall  come  to  note, 
What  time  we  will  our  celebration  keep 
According  to  my  birth.     What  do  you  fay  ? 

Seb.  Ill  follow  this  good  man,  and  go  with  you, 
And  having  fworn  truth,  ever  will  be  true. 

OH.  Then  lead  the  way,  good  father;  heaves  fo  fliine, 
That  they  may  fairly  note  this  a&  of  mine.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   V.    SCENE  I. 

The  Street. 

Enter  Clown  and  Fabian. 
Fabian. 

O  W,  as  thou  lov'ft  me,  let  me  fee  this  letter. 
Clo.  Good  Mr.  Fabian,  grant  me  another  requeil, 
Fab.  Any  thing. 

Clo.  Do  not  defire  to  fee  this  letter. 
Fab.  This  is  to  give  a  dog,  and  in  recom- 
pence  defire  my  dog  again. 

Enter  Duke,  Viola,  Curio,  and  lords. 

Duke.  Belong  you  to  the  lady  Olivia,  friends  ? 
Clo.  Ay,  Sir,  we  are  fome  of  her  trappings. 
Duke.  I  know  thee  well    how  doft  thou,  my  good  fellow  ? 
Clo.  Truly,  Sir,  the  better  for  my  foes,  and  the  worfe  for 
my  friends. 

Duke.  Juft  the  contrary  ,•  the  better  for  thy  friends. 
Clo.  No,  Sir,  the  worfe. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  How  can  that  be? 

Clo.  Marry,  Sir,  they  praife  me,  and  make  an  afs  of  me  ; 
now  my  foes  tell  me  plainly,  I  am  an  afs :  fb  that  by  my  foes, 
Sir,  I  profit  in  the  knowledge  of  my  felf,  and  by  my  friends  I 
am  abufed :  fo  that  conclusions  to  be  as  kifles,  if  your  four  ne- 
gatives make  your  two  affirmatives,  why  then  the  worfe  for  my 
friends,  and  the  better  for  my  foes. 

Duke.  Why  this  is  excellent. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  Sir,  no  -}  tho1  it  pleafe  you  to  be  one  of 
my  friends. 

Duke.  Thou  malt  not  be  the  worfe  for  me,  there's  gold. 
Clo.  But  that  it  would  be  double-dealing,  Sir,  I  would  you 
could  make  it  another. 

Duke.  O  you  give  me  ill  counfel. 

Clo.  Put  your  grace  in  your  pocket,  Sir,  for  this  once,  and 
let  your  flefh  and  blood  obey  it. 

Duke.  Well,  I  will  be  fo  much  a  (inner  to  be  a  double-dea- 
ler :  there's  another. 

Clo.  Primo,  fecundo,  tertio,  is  a  good  play,  and  the  old  fay- 
ing is,  the  third  pays  for  all :  the  triplex,  Sir,  is  a  good  trip- 
ping meafure,  or  the  bells  of  St.  Bennety  Sir,  may  put  you  in 
mind,  one,  two,  three. 

Duke.  You  can  fool  no  more  mony  out  of  me  at  this  throw,- 
if  you  will  let  your  lady  know  I  am  here  to  fpeak  with  her, 
and  bring  her  along  with  you,  it  may  awake  my  bounty  fur- 
ther. 

Clo.  Marry,  Sir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty  'till  I  come  again. 
I  go,  Sir  but  I  would  not  have  you  to  think,  that  my  defire 
of  having  is  the  fin  of  covetoufnefs ;  but,  as  you  fay,  Sir,  let 
your  bounty  take  a  nap,  I  will  awake  it  anon.       [Exit  Clown. 
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SCENE  IL 

Enter  Antonio  and  Officers, 

Flo.  Here  comes  the  man,  Sir,  that  did  refcue  me. 

Duke.  That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well 
Yet  when  I  faw  it  lad,  it  was  befmear'd 
As  black  as  Vulcan,  in  the  fmoak  of  war : 
A  bawbling  velfel  was  he  captain  of, 
For  mallow  draught  and  bulk  unprizable, 
With  which  fuch  fcathful  grapple  did  he  make 
With  the  mod  noble  bottom  of  our  fleet, 
That  very  envy  and  the  tongue  of  lofs 
Cry'd  fame  and  honour  on  him.    What's  the  matter  ? 

i  Offi.  Orfino,  this  is  that  Antonio 
That  took  the  Phanlx  and  her  fraught  from  Candy-, 
And  this  is  he  that  did  the  Tyger  board, 
When  your  young  nephew  Thus  loft  his  leg: 
Here  in  the  ftreets,  delperate  of  fhame  and  ftate, 
In  private  brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

Vto.  He  did  me  kindnefs,  Sir  5  drew  on  my  fide, 
But  in  conclufion,  put  ftrange  fpeech  upon  me, 
I  know  not  what  'twas,  but  diftraction. 

Duke,  Notable  pirate,  thou  falt-water  thief, 
What  foolifh  boldnefs  brought  thee  to  their  mercies, 
Whom  thou  in  terms  fo  bloody  and  fo  dear 
Haft  made  thine  enemies  ? 

Ant.  Orfino:  noble  Sir, 
Be  pleas'd  that  I  (hake  off  thefe  names  you  give  me : 
Antonio  never  yet  was  thief,  or  pirate; 
Though  I  confefs,  on  bafe  and  ground  enough, 
Orfmo's  enemy.    A  witchcraft  drew  me  hither : 
That  moft  ungrateful  boy  there  by  your  fide 
Vol.  II.  Y  y  y  From 
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From  the  rude  Tea's  enrag'd  and  foamy  mouth 

Did  I  redeem  ,•  a  wreck  pad  hope  he  was : 

His  life  I  gave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 

My  love  without  retention  or  reftraint 

All  this  in  dedication.    For  his  fake 

Did  I  expofe  my  felf  (pure  for  his  love) 

Into  the  danger  of  this  adverfe  town, 

Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  befet  ; 

Where  being  apprehended,  his  falfe  cunning 

(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  danger) 

Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  acquaintance, 

And  grew  a  twenty  years  removed  thing, 

While  one  would  wink  j  deny'd  me  mine  own  purfe, 

Which  I  had  recommended  to  his  ufe 

Not  half  an  hour  before. 

Vie.  How  can  this  be  ? 

Duke.   When  came  he  to  this  town  ? 

Ant.  To-day,  my  lord  ,•  and  for  three  months  before, 
No  Interim ,  not  a  minute's  vacancy, 
Both  day  and  night  did  we  keep  company. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  Here  comes  the  counted ;  now  heav'n  walks  on  earth. 
But  for  thee,  fellow ;  fellow,  thy  words  are  madnefs : 
Three  months  this  youth  hath  tended  upon  me 
But  more  of  that  anon.    Take  him  afide, 

Oli.  What  would  my  lord,  but  that  he  may  not  have, 
Wherein  Olivia  may  feem  ferviceable  ? 
CefariOj  you  don't  keep  promife  with  me. 

Vio.  Madam. 

Duke.  Gracious  Olivia, 

OTi. 
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OTt.  What  do  you  fay,  Cefarto  >  Good  my  lord  — 

Vto.  My  lord  would  (peak,  my  duty  hufhes  me. 

OH.  If  it  be  ought  to  the  old  tune,  my  lord, 
It  is  as  fat  and  fulfome  to  mine  ear, 
As  howling  after  mufick. 

Duke.  Still  fo  cruel? 

Oli.  Still  fo  conftant,  lord. 

Duke.  What,  to  perverfenefs  ?  you  uncivil  lady, 
To  whofe  ingrate  and  unaufpicious  altars 
My  foul  the  faith  full'ft  offerings  has  breath'd  out 
That  e'er  devotion  tender'd.    What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Olt.  Ev'n  what  it  pleafe  my  lord,  that  fhall  become  him. 

Duke.   Why  mould  I  not,  had  I  the  heart  to  do't, 
Like  to  th*  Egyptian  thief,  at  point  of  death 
Kill  what  I  love  \  a  favage  jealoufie, 
That  fbmetimes  favours  nobly  -y  but  hear  this  : 
Since  you  to  non-regardance  cafl:  my  faith, 
And  that  I  partly  know  the  inftrument 
That  fcrews  me  from  my  true  place  in  your  favour : 
Live  you  the  marble-breafted  tyrant  ftill. 
But  this  your  minion,  whom  I  know  you  love, 
And  whom,  by  heav'n,  I  fwear,  I  tender  dearly, 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruel  eye, 
Where  he  fits  crowned  in  his  matter's  Ipight. 
Come  boy  with  me,  my  thoughts  are  ripe  in  mifchief: 
I'll  facriflce  the  lamb  that  I  do  love, 
To  fpight  a  raven's  heart  within  a  dove. 

Vio.  And  I  mod  jocund,  apt,  and  willingly, 
To  do  you  reft,  a  thoufand  deaths  would  die. 

Oli>  Where  goes  Cefarto  ? 

Vio.  After  him  I  love, 
More  than  I  love  thefe  eyes,  more  than  my  life, 
More  by  all  mores,  than  e'er  I  fhall  love  wife, 

Y  y  y  z 
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If  I  do  feign,  you  witneffes  above 
Punifh  my  life,  for  tainting  of  my  love! 

Oli.  Ay  me,  detefted !  how  am  I  beguil'd  ? 

Vio,  Who  does  beguile  you )  who  does  do  you  wrong 

OIL  Haft  thou  forgot  thy  felf?  Is  it  fb  long? 
Call  forth  the  holy  father. 

Duke.  Come,  away. 

OH.  Whither,  my  lord  ?  Cefario,  husband,  ftay. 
Duke.  Husband  ? 

Ol't.  Ay,  husband.  Can  he  that  deny  ? 

Duke.  Her  husband,   fir  rah  ? 

Vto.  No,  my  lord,  not  I. 

Oh.  Alas,  it  is  the  bafenefs  of  thy  fear, 
That  makes  thee  ftrangle  thy  propriety  : 
Fear  not  Cefario,  take  thy  fortunes  up, 
Be  that  thou  know'ft  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great  as  that  thou  fear'ft. 

Enter  Priefl. 

0  welcome,  father. 
Father,  I  charge  thee  by  thy  reverence 
Here  to  unfold,  (tho'  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  darknefs,  what  occafion  now 
Reveals  before  'tis  ripe  )  what  thou  doft  know 
Hath  newly  paft  between  this  youth  and  me. 

Prieft.  A  contract  of  eternal  bond  of  love, 
Confirm'd  by  mutual  joinder  of  your  hands, 
Attefted  by  the  holy  clofe  of  lips, 
Strengthned  by  enterchangement  of  your  rings, 
And  all  the  ceremony  of  this  compact 
Seal'd  in  my  function,  by  my  teftimony : 
Since  when,  my  watch  hath  told  me  tow'rd  my  grave 

1  have  traveled  but  two  hours. 
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Duke.  O  thou  diffembling  cub;  what  wilt  thou  be 
When  time  hath  fbw'd  a  grizzel  on  thy  cafe? 
Or  will  not  elfe  thy  craft  fo  quickly  grow, 
That  thine  own  trip  {hall  be  thine  overthrow  ? 
Farewel,  and  take  her,  but  direct  thy  feet, 
Where  thou  and  I  henceforth  may  never  meet. 

Vio.  My  lord,  I  do  proteft  

OH.  O  do  not  fwear,- 
Hold  little  faith,  tho'  thou  haft  too  much  fear! 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  with  his  head  broke. 

Sir  And.  For  the  love  of  God  a  furgeon,  and  lend  one  pre- 
fently  to  Sir  Toby. 

OH.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sir  And.  H'as  broke  my  head  a-cro(s,  and  given  Sir  Toby  a 
bloody  coxcomb  too :  for  the  love  of  God  your  helpe  I  had  rather 
than  forty  pound  I  were  at  home. 

OLi.  Who  has  done  this,  Sir  Andrew} 

Sir  And.  The  Count's  gentleman,  one  Cefario  $  we  took  him 
for  a  coward,  but  he's  the  very  devil  incarnate, 

Duke.  My  gentleman,  Cefario? 

Sir  And.  Od's  lifelings,  here  he  is :  you  broke  my  head  for 
nothing,  and  that  that  I  did,  I  was  fet  on  to  do't  by  Sir  Toby. 

Vio.  Why  do  you  Ipeak  to  me  ?  I  never  hurt  you : 
You  drew  your  fword  upon  me  without  caufe, 
But  I  befpake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  not. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Clown. 

Sir  And.  If  a  bloody  coxcomb  be  a  hurt,  you  have  hurt  me  : 
I  think  you  fet  nothing  by  a  bloody  coxcomb.    Here  comes 

Sir 
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Sir  Toby  halting,  you  (hall  hear  more  j  but  if  he  had  not  been  in 
drink,  he  would  have  tickled  you  other-gates  than  he  did. 

Duke.  How  now,  gentleman  ?  how  is't  with  you  ? 

Sir  To.  That's  all  one,  he  has  hurt  me,  and  there's  an  end  on't  ■ 
fot,  didft  fee  Dick  furgeon,  fbt  ? 

Clo.  O  he's  drunk,  Sir,  above  an  hour  agone;  his  eyes  were 
fet  at  eight  i'th'  morning. 

Sir  To.  Then  he's  a  rogue,  a  and  a  paft-meafure  Painim.  I 
hate  a  drunken  rogue. 

OH.  Away  with  him :  who  hath  made  this  havock  with 
them  ? 

Sir  And.  I'll  help  you,  Sir  Toby,  becaufe  we'll  be  dreft  to- 
gether. 

Sir  To.  Will  you  help  an  afs-head,  and  a  coxcomb,  and  a  knave, 
a  thin-fac'd  knave,  a  gull  ?  [Exe.  Clo.  To.  &  And. 

OH.  Get  him  to  bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  look'd  to. 

scene  v. 

Enter  Sebaftian. 

Seb.  I  am  lorry,  madam,  I  have  hurt  your  uncle  : 
But  had  it  been  the  brother  of  my  blood, 
I  muft  have  done  no  lefs  with  wit  and  fafety. 
You  throw  a  ftrange  regard  on  me,  by  which 
I  do  perceive  it  hath  offended  you; 
Pardon  me,  fweet  one,  even  for  the  vows 
We  made  each  other,  but  fo  late  ago. 

Duke.  One  face,  one  voice,  one  habit,  and  two  perfbns, 
A  nat'ral  perfpective,  that  is,  and  is  not. 

Seb.  Antonio,  O  my  dear  Antonio! 
How  have  the  hours  rack'd  and  tortur'd  me, 
Since  I  have  loft  thee? 

Ant.  Sebaftian  are  you  ? 

Seb, 

a  After  a  patty  meafurcs  pavin. 
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Seb.  Fear'd  you  that,  Antonio ! 

Ant.  How  have  you  made  divifion  of  your  felf  ? 
An  apple  cleft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
Than  thefe  two  creatures.    Which  is  Scbaftian  ? 

Olu  Moft  wonderful! 

Seb.  Do  I  ftand  there  ?  I  never  had  a  brother : 
Nor  can  there  be  a  deity  in  my  nature 
Of  here  and  every  where.     I  had  a  fifter, 
Whom  the  blind  waves  and  furges  have  devour'd : 
Of  charity,  what  kin  are  you  to  me?  [To  Viola, 

What  countryman  ?  what  name  I  what  parentage  ? 

Vio.  Of  Meffalme ;  Sebaft'tan  was  my  father, 
Such  a  Sebajtian  was  my  brother  too  : 
So  went  he  fuited  to  his  wat'ry  tomb. 
If  fpirits  can  affume  both  form  and  fuit, 
You  come  to  fright  us. 

Seb.  A  fpirit  I  am  indeed, 
But  am  in  that  dimenfion  grofly  clad, 
Which  from  the  womb  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  woman,  as  the  reft  go  even, 
1  mould  my  tears  let  fall  upon  your  cheek, 
And  fay,  thrice  welcome  drowned  Vtola. 

V'to.  My  father  had  a  mole  upon  his  brow. 

Seb.  And  fo  had  mine. 

Vto.  And  dy'd  that  day  when  JAola  from  her  birth 
Had  numbred  thirteen  years. 
♦    Seb.  O  that  record  is  lively  in  my  foul, 
He  finimed  indeed  his  mortal  a6t 
That  day  that  made  my  fifter  thirteen  years. 

Vto.  If  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  both, 
But  this  my  mafculine  ufurp'd  attire ; 
Do  not  embrace  me,  'till  each  circumftance 
Of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere  and  jump 

That 
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That  I  am  Vtola ;  which  to  confirm, 

I'll  bring  you  to  a  captain  in  this  town 

Where  lye  my  maiden  weeds  $  by  whofe  gentle  help 

I  was  prefer v'd  to  ferve  this  noble  Duke. 

All  the  occurrence  of  my  fortune  fince 

Hath  been  between  this  lady,  and  this  lord. 

Seb.  So  comes  it,  lady,  you  have  been  miftook:      [To  Oli. 
But  nature  to  her  bias  drew  in  that. 
You  would  have  been  contracted  to  a  maid, 
Nor  are  you  therein,  by  my  life,  deceiv'd, 
You  are  betroth'd  both  to  a  maid  and  man. 

Duke.  Be  not  amaz'd :  right  noble  is  his  blood : 
If  this  be  Co,  as  yet  the  glafs  feems  true, 
I  mall  have  fhare  in  this  molt  happy  wreck. 
Boy,  thou  haft  faid  to  me  a  thoufand  times  [To  Vio. 

Thou  never  (hould'ft  love  woman  like  to  me. 

Vio.  And  all  thofe  fayings  will  I  over-fwear, 
And  all  thofe  fwearings  keep  as  true  in  foul, 
As  doth  that  orbed  continent  the  fire 
That  fevers  day  from  night. 

Duke.  Give  me  thy  hand, 
And  let  me  fee  thee  in  thy  woman?s  weeds. 

Vio.  The  captain  that  did  bring  me  firft  on  more, 
Hath  my  maids  garments :  he  upon  fome  action 
Is  now  in  durance,  at  Malvolio's  fuit, 
A  gentleman  and  follower  of  my  lady's. 

OH.  He  mall  enlarge  him :  fetch  Malvolio  hither. 
And  yet  alas,  now  I  remember  me, 
They  fay,  poor  gentleman,  he's  much  diftrad. 
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SCENE  VI. 

Enter  the  Clown  with  a  letter,  and  Fabian, 

A  mod b  extracting  frenzy  of  mine  own 
From  my  remembrance  clearly  banim'd  his. 
How  does  he,  fir  rah  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  madam,  he  holds  Belzebub  at  the  ftaves  end  as 
well  as  a  man  in  his  cafe  may  do :  h'as  here  writ  a  letter  to  you, 
I  mould  have  given't  you  to  day  morning.  But  as  a  mad-man's 
epiftles  are  no  golpels,  fo  it  skills  not  much  when  they  are  deliver'd. 

OIL  Open't  and  read  it. 

Clo.  Look  then  to  be  well  edify'd,  when  the  fool  delivers  the 

mad-man  By  the  lord,  madam.  [Reads. 

Olt.  How  now,  art  mad  ? 

Clo.  No,  madam,  I  do  but  read  madnefs :   an  your  ladyfhip 
will  have  it  as  it  ought  to  be,  you  muft  allow  Vox. 
Olt.  Pr'ythee  read  it,  i'thy  right  wits. 

Clo.  So  I  do,  Madona  ,•  but  to  read  his  right  wits,  is  to  read 
thus :  therefore  perpend,  my  princefs,  and  give  ear. 

Olt.  Read  it  you,  firrah.  [To  Fabian. 

Fab.  [Reads.]  By  the  lord,  madam,  you  wrong  me,  and  the 
world  Jhall  know  it :  though  you  have  put  me  into  darknefs,  and 
given  your  drunken  uncle  rule  over  me,  yet  have  I  benefit  of  my  fenfes 
as  well  as  your  ladyfhip.  I  have  your  own  letter,  that  induced  me 
to  the  femblance  I  put  on  with  the  which  I  doubt  not  but  to  do 
my  felf  much  right,  or  you  much  fhame:  think  of  me  as  you  pleafe : 
/  leave  my  duty  a  little  unthought  of,  and  fpeak  out  of  my  injury. 

The  madly  us'd  Malvolw. 

Oli.  Did  he  write  this? 
Ch.  Ay,  madam. 

Duke.  This  favours  not  much  of  diftra&ion. 

Oli,  See  him  deliver'd,  Fabian,  bring  him  hither. 
My  lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  thefe  things  further  thought  on, 
Vol.  II.  Zz  z  To 
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To  think  me  as  well  a  fifter,  as  a  wife, 

One  day  fhali  crown  th'  alliance  on't,  fb  pleafe  you; 

Here  at  my  houfe,  and  at  my  proper  coft. 

Duke.  Madam,  I  am  moll  apt  t'embrace  your  offer. 
Your  mafter  quits  you  $  and  for  your  fervice  done  him, 
So  much  againft  the  metal  of  your  fex,  [To  Viola. 

So  far  beneath  your  foft  and  tender  breeding. 
And  fince  you  call'd  me  mafter  for  fo  long, 
Here  is  my  hand,  you  mall  from  this  time  be 
Your  matter's  miftrels. 

Oil.  A  fifter,  you  are  {he. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Malvolio. 
Duke.  Is  this  the  mad  man  ? 

Oil.  Ay,  my  lord,  this  fame:  how  now  Malvolio? 
Mai.  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong, 
Notorious  wrong. 

Oil.  Have  I,  Malvolio?  no. 

Mai.  Lady,  you  have  j  pray  you  perufe  that  letter. 
You  muft  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand. 
Write  from  it  if  you  can,  in  hand  or  phrafe, 
Or  fay  'tis  not  your  feal,  nor  your  invention  -y 
You  can  fay  none  of  this.    Well,  grant  it  then, 
And  tell  me  in  the  modefty  of  honour, 
Why  you  have  given  me  fuch  clear  lights  of  favour, 
Bad  me  come  fmiling,  and  crofs-garter'd  to  you, 
To  put  on  yellow  (lockings,  and  to  frown 
"Upon  Sir  Toby,  and  the  lighter  people  ? 
And  acting  this  in  an  obedient  hope, 
Why  have  you  fuffer'd  me  to  be  imprifbn'd, 
Kept  in  a  dark  honfe,  vifited  by  the  prieft, 
And  made  the  moft  notorious  geek  or  gull 
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That  e'er  invention  plaid  on?  tell  me  why? 

OH.  Alas,  Malvolio,  this  is  not  my  writing, 
Tho',  I  confefs,  much  like  the  character : 
But,  out  of  cmeftion,  'tis  Marias  hand. 
And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  it  was  me 
Firft  told  me  thou  waft  mad  ;  then  cam'ft  in  (miline. 
And  in  fuch  forms  which  here  were  prefuppos'd 
Upon  thee  in  the  letter :  pr'ythee  be  content, 
This  practice  hath  moft  fhrewdly  paft  upon  thee  ; 
But  when  we  know  the  grounds  and  authors,  of  it, 
Thou  malt  be  both  the  plantifF  and  the  judge 
Of  thine  own  caufe. 

Fab.  Good  madam,  hear  me  fpeak, 
And  let  no  quarrel  nor  no  brawl  to  come 
Taint  the  condition  of  this  prefent  hour, 
Which  I  have  wondred  at.    In  hope  it  fhall  not, 
Moft  freely  I  confefs  my  felf  and  Toby 
Set  this  device  againft  Malvolio  here, 
Upon  fome  ftubborn  and  uncourteous  parts 
We  had  conceiv'd  againft  him.    Maria  writ 
The  letter,  at  Sir  Toby's  great  importance, 
In  recompence  whereof  he  hath  married  her. 
How  with  a  fportful  malice  it  was  follow'd, 
May  rather  pluck  on  laughter  than  revenge, 
If  that  the  injuries  be  juftly  weigh'd, 
That  have  on  both  fides  paft. 

OIL  Alas,  poor  fool!  how  have  they  baffled  thee? 

Clo.  Why  fome  are  born  great,  fome  atchieve  greatnefs,  and 
fome  have  greatnefs  thrown  upon  them.  I  was  one,  Sir,,  in  this 
interlude,  one  Sir  Tafias,  Sir,  but  that's  all  one :  by  the  lord, 
fool,  I  am  not  mad  ;  but  do  you  remember,  madam,  why  laugh 
you  at  fuch  a  barren  rafcal  ?  an  you  fmile  not  he's  gagg'd :  and 
thus  the  whirl-gigg  of  time  brings  in  his  revenges. 

MaL  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  the  whole  pack  of  you,  [Exit. 
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OH.  He  hath  been  moft  notorioufly  abus'd. 

Duke.  Purfue  him,  and  entreat  him  to  a  peace 
He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  captain  yet 
When  that  is  known,  and  golden  time  convents, 
A  folemn  combination  fliall  be  made 
Of  our  dear  fouls.    Mean  time,  fweet  lifter, 
We  will  not  part  from  hence.    Cafario  come, 
(  For  fo  you  (hall  be,  while  you  are  a  man ;) 
But  when  in  other  habits  you  are  feen, 
Orfmo's  miftrefs,  and  his  fancy's  Queen. 

Clown  fings. 

When  that  I  was  and  a  Tittle  tiny  boy, 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  ram : 

A  fooli/Jj  thing  was  but  a  toy, 
For  the  rain  it  rameth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came  to  man's  ejlate, 

Whh  hey,  ho,  &c. 
'Gainft  knaves  and  thieves  men  fhut  their  gate, 

For  the  rain,  Sec. 

But  when  I  came  at  lafi  to  wive, 

With  hey,  ho,  &c. 
By  fwaggering  could  I  never  thrive, 

For  the  rain,  Sec. 

But  when  I  came  unto  my  beds, 

With  hey,  ho,  Sec. 
With  tofs-pots  jlill  had  drunken  heads, 

For  the  rain,  Sec. 

A  great  while  ago  the  world  begun, 

With  hey,  ho,  Sec. 
But  that's  all  one,  our  play  is  done, 

And  we'll  ftrive  to  pleafe  you  every  day. 
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T  EONTES,  King  of  SicWi*. 

Polixenes,  King  of  Bohemia. 
Mamillus,  Toung  Trince  of  Sicilia. 
Florizel,  Prince  of  Bohemia. 
Camillo,  ") 

Antigomis,  (  ^ 
Cleomines,  I 
Dion,  J 

Arehidamus,  a  Bohemian  Lor d. 

Old  Shepherd^  reputed  Father  of  Perdita. 

Clown,  his  Son. 

Autolicus,  a  Rogue. 


Hermione,  Queen  to  Leontes. 

Perdita,  ^Daughter  to  Leontes  and  Hermione. 

Paulina,  Wife  to  Antigonus. 

Do?cl,  I 


Goaler,  Shepherds,  Shepherdejfes,  and  Attendants. 


SCENE,  partly  in  Sicilia,  and  partly 

in  Bohemia. 


The  plot  taken  from  the  old  ftory-hook  of  Doraftus  and  Faunia. 
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ACT   I.    SCENE  I. 

A  Palace. 

Enter  Camillo,  and  Archidamus. 

Archidamus. 

F  you  (hall  chance,  Camillo,  to  vifit  Bohemia, 
on  the  like  occalion  whereon  my  fervices  are 
now  on  foot,  you  fhall  fee,  as  I  have  faid, 
great  difference  betwixt  our  Bohemia  and 
your  Sicilta. 
Cam.  I  think,  this  coming  fummer,  the 
King  of  Sicilta  means  to  pay  Bohemia  the  vifitation  which  he 
juftly  owes  him. 

Arch.  Wherein  our  entertainment  fhall  (hame  us :  we  will  be 

juftified  in  our  loves  ,•  for  indeed  

Cam.  'Befeech  you  

Arch.  Verily  1  fpeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my  knowledge,- 

we  cannot  with  fuch  magnificence  in  fo  rare  I  know  not 

what  to  fay  we  will  give  you  fleepy  drinks,  that  your  fenfes 

(unintelligent 
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(unintelligent  of  our  infufficience)  may,  tho*  they  cannot  praife  us, 
as  little  accufe  us. 

Cam.  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear,  for  what's  given  freely, 
Arch.  Believe  me,  I  fpeak  as  my  underftanding  inftru&s  me, 
and  as  mine  honefty  puts  it  to  utterance. 

Cam.  Sicilia  cannot  mew  himfelf  over-kind  to  Bohemia ;  they 
were  train'd  together  in  their  childhoods  ;  and  there  rooted  be- 
twixt them  then  fuch  an  affection,  which  cannot  chufe  but  branch 
now.  Since  their  more  mature  dignities  and  royal  neceflities 
made  feparation  of  their  fociety ;  their  incounters,  though  not 
perfonal,  have  been  royally  attornied  with  enterchange  of  gifts, 
letters,  loving  embaffies,  that  they  have  feem'd  to  be  together, 
tho'  abfent ;  {hook  hands,  as  over  a  vaft  fea,  and  embrac'd  as 
it  were  from  the  ends  of  oppofed  winds.  The  heav'ns  continue 
their  loves. 

Arch.  I  think  there  is  not  in  the  world  either  malice  or  matter 
to  alter  it.  You  have  an  unfpeakable  comfort  of  your  young  Prince 
Mam'dlus :  it  is  a  gentleman  of  the  greateft  promife  that  ever  came 
into  my  note. 

Cam.  I  very  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes  of  him  :  it  is  a 
gallant  child,  one  that,  indeed,  phyficks  thefubjecl:,  makes  old 
hearts  frefli :  they  that  went  on  crutches  ere  he  was  born  defire 
yet  their  life  to  fee  him  a  man. 

Arch.  Would  they  elfe  be  content  to  die  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  if  there  were  no  other  excufe  why  they  mould 
defire  to  live. 

Arch.  If  the  King  had  no  fon,  they  would  defire  to  live  on 
crutches  'till  he  had  one.  [Exeunt. 

scene  li 

Enter  Leontes,  Hermione,  Mamillus,  Polixenes,  and  Camillo. 
Pol.  Nine  changes  of  the  watry  ftar  hath  been 

The 
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The  fhepherd's  note,  fince  we  have  left  our  throne 

Without  a  burthen,  time  as  long  again 

Would  be  fill'd  up,  my  brother,  with  our  thanks,  ' 

And  yet  we  mould,  for  perpetuity, 

Go  hence  in  debt :  and  therefore,  like  a  cypher, 

Yet  (landing  in  rich  place,  I  multiply 

With  one  we  thank  you,  many  thoufands  more 

That  go  before  it. 

Leo.  Stay  your  thanks  a  while, 
And  pay  them  when  you  part. 

Pol.  Sir,  that's  to-morrow: 
I'm  queftion'd  by  my  fears  of  what  may  chance, 
Or  breed  upon  our  abfence,  that  may  blow 
No  fneaping  winds  at  home,  to  make  us  fay, 
This  is  put  forth  too  truly :  befides,  I  have  ftay'd 
To  tire  your  royalty. 

Leo.  We  are  tougher,  brother, 
Than  you  can  put  us  to't. 

Pol.  No  longer  ftay. 

Leo.  One  fev'n-night  longer. 

Pol.  Very  footh,  to-morrow. 

Leo.  We'll  part  the  time  between's  then  :  and  in  that 
I'll  no  gain-faying.  f 

Pol.  Prefs  me  not,  'befeech  you,  fo ; 
There  is  no  tongue  that  moves,  none,  none  i'th'  world 
So  foon  as  yours,  could  win  me :  fo  it  mould  now 
Were  there  neceflity  in  your  requeft,  altho' 
'Twere  needful  I  deny'd  it.    My  affairs 
Do  even  drag  me  homeward ;  which  to  hinder, 
Were,  in  your  love,  a  whip  to  me  ,•  my  ftay, 
To  you  a  charge  and  trouble :  to  fave  both, 
Farewell,  our  brother. 

Leo.  Tongue-ty'd  our  Queen  ?  {peak  you. 
V  o  l.  II.  A  a  a  a 
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Her.  I  had  thought,  Sir,  toVe  held  my  peace,  until 
You  had  drawn  oaths  from  him  not  to  ftay :  you,  Sir, 
Charge  him  too  coldly.    Tell  him  you  are  fare 

All  in  Bohemia's  well :  this  fatisfac-tion 
The  by-gone  day  proclaim'd  -y  fay  this  to  him, 
He's  beat  from  his  beft  ward. 
Leo.  Well  faid,  Herm'tone. 

Her.  To  tell,  he  longs  to  fee  his  fbn,  were  ftrong ; 
But  let  him  fay  fo  then,  and  let  him  go  ; 
But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  mail  not  ftay, 
We'll  thwack  him  hence  with  diftarTs. 

Yet  of  your  royal  prefence,  I'll  adventure  [To  Polixenes. 

The  borrow  of  a  week.    When  at  Bohemia 

You  take  my  lord,  I'll  give  him  my  commiflion, 

To  let  him  there  a  month,  behind  the  geft 

Prefix'd  for's  parting:  yet,  good  heed,  Leontes-, 

I  love  thee  not  a  jar  o'th'  clock  behind 

What  lady  fhe  her  lord.    You'll  ftay  ? 

Pol.  No,  Madam. 

Her.  Nay,  but  you  will. 

Pol.  I  may  not  verily. 

Her.  Verily  ? 
You  put  me  off  with  limber  vows ;  but  I, 
Tho'  you  would  feek  t'unfphere  the  ftars  with  oaths, 
Should  yet  fay,  Sir,  no  going:  verily 
You  {hall  not  go  j  a  lady's  verily  is 
As  potent  as  a  lord's.    Will  you  go  yet  ? 
Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  prifoner, 
j        Not  like  a  gueft?  jfb  you  mail  pay  your  fees 

When  you  depart,  and  fave  your  thanks.    How  fay  you  ? 
My  prifoner  ?  or  my  gueft  ?  by  your  dread  verily, 
One  of  them  you  (hall  be. 

Pol.  Your  gueft  then,  Madam  r 

To 
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To  be  your  prifbner,  fhould  import  offending; 
Which  is  for  me  lefs  eafie  to  commit, 
Than  you  to  punifli. 

Her.  Not  your  goaler  then, 
But  your  kind  hoftefs;  come,  I'll  queftion  you 
Of  my  lord's  tricks  and  yours,  when  you  were  boys : 
You  were  pretty  lordings  then  ? 

Pol.  We  were,  fair  Queen, 
Two  lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind, 
But  fuch  a  day  to-morrow  as  to-day, 
And  to  be  boy  eternal. 

Her.  Was  not  my  lord 
The  verier  wag  o'  th'  two  ? 

Pol.  We  were  as  twinn'd  lambs,  that  did  frisk  i'th*  fun. 
And  bleat  the  one  at  th'  other :  what  we  chang'd, 
Was  innocence  for  innocence    we  knew  not 
The  doctrine  of  ill-doing,  no  nor  dream'd 
That  any  did :  had  we  purlu'd  that  life, 
And  our  weak  fpirits  ne'er  been  higher  rear'd 
With  ftronger  blood,  we  mould  have  anfwer'd  heaven 
Boldly,  not  guilty  -y  th'  impofition  clear'd, 
Hereditary  ours. 

Her.  By  this  we  gather 
You  have  tript  fince. 

Pol.  O  my  moft  facred  lady, 
Temptations  have  fince  then  been  born  to's  -y  for 
In  thofe  unfledg'd  days  was  my  wife  a  girl  -> 
Your  precious  fclf  had  then  not  crofs'd  the  eyes 
Of  my  young  play-fellow. 

Her.  Grace  to  boot: 
Of  this  make  no  conclufion,  left  you  fay 
Your  Queen  and  I  are  devils.    Yet  go  on, 
Th'  offences  we  have  made  you  do,  we'll  anfwer, 

A  aa  a  2 


556  7he  WinterV  Tale. 

If  you  firft  finn'd  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  fault  -y  and  that  you  dipt  not 
With  any  but  with  us. 

Leo.  Is  he  won  yet? 

Her.  Hell  ftay,  my  lord. 

Leo.  At  my  requeft  he  would  not: 
Hermione,  my  deareft,  thou  ne'er  fpok'ft 
To  better  purpofe. 

Her.  Never  ? 

Leo.  Never,  but  once. 

Her.  What?   have  I  twice  faid  well?  when  was't  before? 
I  pr'ythee  tell  me  •  cram's  with  praife,  and  make's 
As  fat  as  tame  things :  one  good  deed,  dying  tonguele/s, 
Slaughters  a  thoufand,  waiting  upon  that. 
Our  praifes  are  our  wages.     You  may  ride's 
With  one  foft  kifs  a  thoufand  furlongs,  ere 
With  fpur  we  heat  an  acre.    But  to  th'  goal : 
My  laft  good  deed  was  to  intreat  his  ftay  ,• 
What  was  my  firft?  it  has  an  elder  lifter, 
Or  I  miftake  you  :  O,  would  her  name  were  Grace. 
But  once  before  I  fpake  to  th'  purpofe  ?  when  ? 
Nay,  let  me  have't  -y  I  long. 

Leo.  Why,  that  was  when 
Three  crabbed  months  had  fowr'd  themfelves  to  death, 
Ere  I  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand, 
And  clepe  thy  felf  my  love ;  then  didft  thou  utter, 
I  am  yours  for  ever. 

Her.  'Tis  grace  indeed. 
Why  lo  you  now;  I've  fpoke  to  th'  purpofe  twice; 
The  one  for  ever  earn'd  a  royal  husband  ; 
Th'  other,  for  fbme  while  a  friend. 

Leo.  Too  hot,   too  hot   [Afide. 

To  mingle  friendfhip  far,  is  mingling  bloods. 
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I  have  tremor  cordis  on  me — my  heart  dances, 

But  not  for  joy — not  joy  this  entertainment 

May  a  free  face  put  on  j  derives  a  liberty 
From  heartinefs,  from  bounty,  fertile  bofom, 
And  well  becomes  the  Agent  ?  't  may,  I  grant  ; 
But  to  be  padling  palms,  and  pinching  fingers, 
As  now  they  are,  and  making  pra&is'd  fmiles 

As  in  a  looking-glafs  and  then  to  figh,  as  'twere 

The  mort  o'  th'  deer  $  oh,  that  is  entertainment 

My  bofom  likes  not,  nor  my  brows  Mamillusy 

Art  thou  my  boy  ? 

Mam.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Leo.  I'  fecks! 

Why  that's  my  bawcock;  what?  has't  fmutch'd  thy  nofe? 
They  fay  it  is  a  copy  out  of  mine.    Come,  captain, 
We  muft  be  neat  ->  not  neat,  but  cleanly,  captain  $ 
And  yet  the  fteer,  the  heifer,  and  the  calf, 
Are  all  call'd  neat.     Still  virginalling 

\Obfervmg  Polixenes  and  Hermione. 

Upon  his  palm  how  now,  you  wanton  calf! 

Art  thou  my  calf? 

Mam.  Yes,  if  you  will,  my  lord. 

Leo.  Thou  want'ft  a  rough  pafli,  and  the  flioots  that  I  frave, . 
To  be  full  like  me.    Yet  they  fay  we  are 
Almofl  as  like  as  eggs ;  women  fay  fo, 
That  will  fay  any  thing;  but  were  they  falfe, 
As  o'er-dy'd  blacks,  as  winds,  as  waters;  falfe 
As  dice  are  to  be  wifh'd,  by  one  that  fixes 
No  bourne  'twixt  his  and  mine ;  yet  were  it  true, 
To  fay  this  boy  were  like  me.     Come,  Sir  page, 
Look  on  me  with  your  welking  eye,  fweet  villain. 

Moft  dear'ft,  my  collop  can  thy  dam?  may't  be — - 

Imagination !  thou  doft  ftab  to  th'  center* 

Thou 
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Thou  doft  make  poffible  things  not  be  lb  held, 
Communicat'ft  with  dreams— —how  can  this  be 
With  what's  unreal?  thou  coactive  art, 
And  fellow' ft  nothing.     Then  'tis  very  credent 
Thou  may'ft  co-join  with  fomething,  and  thou  doft, 
And  that  beyond  commirlion,  and  I  find  it, 
And  that  to  the  infection  of  my  brains, 
And  hardning  of  my  brows. 

Pol.  What  means  Sial'ta  > 

Her.  He  fomething  feems  unfettled. 

Pol.  How  ?  my  lord  ? 

Leo.  What  cheer  ?  how  is  it  with  you,  my  beft  brother  > 

Her.  You  look  as  if  you  held  a  brow  of  much  diftra&ion. 
Are  you  mov'd,  my  lord  ? 

Leo.  No,  in  good  earneft. 
How  fbmetimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly  J 
Its  tendernefs!  and  make  it  felf  a  paftime 
To  harder  bofbmsf  Looking  on  the  lines 
Of  my  boy's  face,  methoughts  I  did  recoil 
Twenty  three  years,  and  faw  my  felf  unbreech'd, 
In  my  green  velvet  coat;  my  dagger  muzzled, 
Left  it  mould  bite  its  mafter,  and  fo  prove, 
As  ornaments  oft  do,  too  dangerous,- 
How  like,  methought,  I  then  was  to  this  kernel, 
This  fcjuafh,  this  gentleman.     Mine  honeft  friend, 
Will  you  take  eggs  for  mony  ? 

Mam.  No,  my  lord,  Pll  fight. 

Leo.  You  will!  why  happy  man  be's  dole.    My  brother, 
Are  you  fo  fond  of  your  young  prince,  as  we 
Do  fecm  to  be  of  ours  > 

4  Pol.  If  at  home,  Sir, 
e  He's  all  my  exercife,  my  mirth,  my  matter,- 
'  Now  my  fworn  friend,  and  then  mine  enemy  ,- 

<  My 


the  Winter'/  Tale.  559 

*  My  parafite,  my  fbldier,  ftates-man,  all  j 
c  He  makes  a  July's  day  more  as  December •, 
1  And  with  his  varying  childimnefs,  cures  in  me 
'  Thoughts  that  fliould  thick  my  blood. 

Leo.  So  (lands  this  Squire 
OfRc'd  with  me:  we  two  will  walk,  my  lord, 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  fteps.  Hermione, 
How  thou  lov'ft  us,  {hew  in  our  brother's  welcome: 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily  be  cheap : 
Next  to  thy  felf,  and  my  young  rover,  he's 
Apparent  to  my  heart. 

Her.  If  you  would  feek  us, 
We  are  yours  i'  th'  garden :  mall's  attend  you  there  ? 

Leo.  To  your  own  bents  diipofe  you ;  you'll  be  found, 
Be  you  beneath  the  sky :  I  am  angling  now, 
Tho'  you  perceive  me  not  how  I  give  line, 
Go  to,  go  to.  \Afide,  obferving  Her. 

How  {he  holds  up  the  neb!  the  bill  to  him! 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldnefs  of  a  wife 

[Exe.  Polix.  Her.  and  attendants.  Manent  Leo.  Mam.  and  Cam. 
To  her  allowing  husband.    Gone  already ! 
Inch  thick,  knee  deep ;  o'er  head  and  ears  a  fork'd  one. 

Go  play,  boy,  play  thy  mother  plays,  and  I 

Play  too  j  but  fo  difgrae'd  a  part,  whofe  irTue 

Will  hi{s  me  to  my  grave :  contempt  and  clamour 

Will  be  my  knel.    Go  play,  boy,  play — there  have  been. 

Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  cuckolds  ere  now; 

And  many  a  man  there  is,  even  at  this  prefent, 

Now  while  I  fpeak  this,  holds  his  wife  by  th'  arm, 

That  little  thinks  {he  has  been  fluie'd  in's  abfence, 

And  his  pond  fifli'd  by  his  next  neighbour,  by 

Sir  Smile ,  his  neighbour :  nay  there's  comfort  in't, 

Whiles  other  men  have  gates,  and  thofe  gates  open'd, 

As 
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As  mine,  againft  their  will.     Should  all  defpair 

That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 

Would  hang  themfelves.    Phyfick  for't  there  is  none  : 

It  is  a  bawdy  planet,  that  will  ftrike 

Where  'tis  predominant ;  and  'tis  powerful :  think  it. 

From  eaft,  weft,  north  and  fouth,  be  it  concluded, 

No  barricado  for  a  belly.  Know't, 

It  will  let  in  and  out  the  enemy, 

With  bag  and  baggage :  many  a  thoufand  of's 

Have  the  difeafe,  and  feel't  not.     How  now,  boy  ? 

Mam.  I  am  like  you,  they  fay. 

Leo.  Why  that's  fome  comfort. 
What?  Camilla  there? 

Cam.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Leo.  Go  play,  Mamtllus — thou'rt  an  honeft  man.  [Ex.  Mamil. 

SCENE  III. 

Camillo,   this  great  Sir  will  yet  ftay  longer. 

Cam.  You  had  much  ado  to  make  his  anchor  hold,- 
When  you  caft  out,  it  ftill  came  home. 

Leo.  Didft  note  it  ? 

Cam.  He  would  not  ftay  at  your  petitions  made; 
His  bufinefs  more  material. 

Leo.  Didft  perceive  it  ? 
They're  here  with  me  already  •  whifp'ring,  rounding  : 
Stciha  is  a  fo-forth ;  'tis  far  gone, 
When  I  fhall  guft  it  laft.     How  came't,  Camillo, 
That  he  did  ftay  ? 

Cam.  At  the  good  Queen's  entreaty. 

Leo.  At  the  Queen's  be't  •  good  fhould  be  pertinent,- 
But  fo  it  is,  it  is  not.    Was  this  taken 
By  any  underftanding  pate  but  thine  ? 

For 
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For  thy  conceit  is  foaking,  will  draw  in 
More  than  the  common  blocks ;  not  noted,  is't, 
But  of  the  finer  natures?  by  fbme  feverals 
Of  head-piece  extraordinary  ?  lower  meffes 
Perchance  are  to  this  bufinefs  purblind  ?  fay. 

Cam.  Bufinefs,  my  lord  ?  I  think  moft  underftand 
Bohemia  ftays  here  longer. 

Leo.  Ha? 

Cam.  Stays  here  longer. 
Leo.  Ay,  but  why  2 

Cam.  To  fatisfie  your  highnefs,  and  th*  entreaties 
Of  our  moft  gracious  miftrefi. 

Leo.  Satisfie? 

Th'  entreaties  of  your  miftrefs  ?  fatisfie  ?  

Let  that  fuffice.    I've  trufted  thee,  CamUlo, 
With  all  the  things  neareft  my  heart,  as  well 
My  chamber-councels,  wherein,  prieft  like,  thou 
Haft  cleans'd  my  bofom :  I  from  thee  departed 
Thy  penitent  reform'd  -y  but  we  have  been 
Deceiv'd  in  thy  integrity,  deceiv'd 
In  that  which  feems  Co. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid,  my  lord. 

Leo.  To  bide  upon't ;  thou  art  not  honeft  or, 
If  thou  inclin'ft  that  way,   thou  art  a  coward, 
Which  hoxes  honefty  behind,  reftraining 
From  courfe  requir'd    or  elfe  thou  muft  be  counted 
A  fervant  grafted  in  my  ferious  truft, 
And  therein  negligent  j  or  elfe  a  fool, 
That  feeft  a  game  plaid  home,  the  rich  ftake  drawn, 
And  tak'ft  it  all  for  jeft. 

Cam.  My  gracious  lord, 
I  may  be  negligent,  foolifh  and  fearful 
In  every  one  of  thefe  no  man  is  free. 
Vol.  II.  Bbbb 
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But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 
Amongft:  the  infinite  doings  of  the  world, 
Sometime  puts  forth  in  your  affairs,  my  lord. 
If  ever  I  were  wilful  negligent, 
It  was  my  folly  -y  if  induftrioufly 
I  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence, 
Not  weighing  well  the  end ;  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  ilfue  doubted, 
Whereof  the  execution  did  cry  out 
Againft  the  non-performance,  'twas  a  fear 
Which  oft  infers  the  wifeft:  thefe,  my  lord, 
Are  iuch  allow'd  infirmities,  that  honefty 
Is  never  free  of.    But  befeech  your  grace 
Be  plainer  with  me,  let  me  know  my  trefpals 
By  its  own  vifage,-  if  I  then  deny  it, 
'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leo.  Ha'not  you  feen,  Cam'tllo* 
(But  that's  paft  doubt,-  you  have,  or  your  eye-gl 
Is  thicker  than  a  cuckold's  horn)  or  heard? 
(For  to  a  vifion  fo  apparent,  rumour 
Cannot  be  mute)  or  thought  (for  cogitation 
Refides  not  in  that  man,  that  do's  not  think) 
My  wife  is  flippery  ?  if  thou  wilt,  confefs, 
Or  elfe  be  impudently  negative, 
To  have  nor  eyes,  nor  ears,  nor  thought,  then 
My  wife's  a  hobby-horfe,  de/erves  a  name 
As  rank  as  any  flax-wench,  that  puts  to 
Before  her  troth-plight:  fay't  and  juftify't. 

Cam.  I  would  not  be  a  ftander-by,  to  hear 
My  fovereign  miftrefs  clouded  fo,  without 
My  prefent  vengeance  taken ;  'fhrew  my  heart, 
You  never  Ipoke  what  did  become  you  lefs 
Than  this,  which  to  reiterate,  were  fin 
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As  deep  as  that,  tho'  true. 

Leo.  Is  whifpering  nothing? 
Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  ?  is  meeting  nofes  ? 
Killing  with  infide  lip  ?  flopping  the  career 
Of  laughter  with  a  figh  ?  a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  honefty :  horfing  foot  on  foot  ? 
Skulking  in  corners  ?  wiming  clocks  more  fwift  ? 
Hours  minutes  ?  the  noon  midnight  ?  and  all  eyes 
Blind  with  the  pin  and  web,  but  theirs ;  theirs  only, 
That  would  unfeen  be  wicked  ?  is  this  nothing? 
Why  then  the  world,  and  all  that's  in't,  is  nothing  ,* 
The  covering  sky  is  nothing,  Bohemia  nothing, 
My  wife  is  nothing,  nor  nothing  have  thefe  nothings, 
If  this  be  nothing. 

Cam.  Good  my  lord,  be  cur'd 
Of  this  difeas'd  opinion,  and  betimes, 
For  'tis  mod  dangerous. 

Leo.  Say  it  be,  'tis  true. 

Cam.  No,  no,  my  lord. 

Leo.  It  is j  you  lie,  you  lie: 
I  fay  thou  Heft,  Camillo,  and  I  hate  thee, 
Pronounce  thee  a  grofs  lowt,  a  mindlefs  flave, 
Or  elfe  a  hovering  temporizer,  that 
Can  ft  with  thine  eyes  at  once  fee  good  and  evil, 
Inclining  to  them  both :  were  my  wife's  liver 
Infected,  as  her  life,  {he  would  not  live 
The  running  of  one  glals 

Cam.  Who  do's  infect  her  ? 

Leo,  Why  he  that  wears  her  like  her  medal,  hanging 
About  his  neck,  Bohemia  ,•  who,  if  I 
Had  fervants  true  about  me,  that  bear  eyes 
To  fee  alike  mine  honour,  as  their  profits, 

B  b  b  b  x  Their 
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Their  own  particular  thrifts,  they  would  do  that 
Which  mould  undo  more  doing :  I,  and  thou 
His  cup-bearer,  whom  I  from  meaner  form 
Have  bench'd,  and  rear'd  to  worfhip,  who  may'ft  fee 
Plainly,  as  heav'n  fees  earth,  and  earth  fees  heav'n, 
How  I  am  gall'd,  thou  might'ft  be-fpice  a  cup, 
To  give  mine  enemy  a  lading  wink, 
Which  draught  to  me  were  cordial. 

Cam.  Sir,  my  lord, 
I  could  do  this,  and  that  with  no  ram  potion, 
But  with  a  lingring  dram,  that  mould  not  work, 
Malicioufly,  like  poifon :  but  I  cannot 
Believe  this  crack  to  be  in  my  dread  miftrefs, 
So  foveraignly  being  honourable. 
I  have  lov'd  thee. 

Leo.  Make  that  thy  cjueftion,  and  go  rot : 
Do'ft  think  I  am  fo  muddy,  fo  unfettled, 
To  appoint  my  felf  in  this  vexation  ? 
Sully  the  purity  and  whitenefs  of  my  meets, 
Which  to  preferve,  is  fleep ;  which  being  fpotted, 
Is  goads,  thorns,  nettles,  tails  of  walps : 
Give  fcandal  to  the  blood  o'th'  prince,  my  fon, 
Who  I  do  think  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine, 
Without  ripe  moving  to't  ?  would  I  do  this  ? 
Could  man  fo  blench? 

Cam.  I  muft  believe  you,  Sir, 
I  do,  and  will  fetch  off  Bohemia  for't: 
Provided  that  when  he's  remov'd,  your  highnefs 
Will  take  again  your  Queen,  as  yours  at  firft, 
Even  for  your  fon's  fake,  and  thereby  for  fealing 
The  injury  of  tongues,  in  courts  and  kingdoms 
Known  and  ally'd  to, yours. 
Leo.  Thou  doft  advife  me, 
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Even  fo  as  I  mine  own  courfe  have  fet  down : 
I'll  give  no  blemifli  to  her  honour,  none. 

Cam.  My  lord, 
Go  then    and  with  a  countenance  as  clear 
As  friendmip  wears  at  feafts,  keep  with  Bohemia, 
And  with  your  Queen  :  I  am  his  cup-bearer, 
If  from  me  he  have  wholefbme  beveridge^ 
Account  me  not  your  fervant. 

Leo.  This  is  all. 
Do't,  and  thou  haft  the  one  half  of  my  heart.; 
Do't  not,  thou  fplit'ft  thine  own. 

Cam.  I'll  do't,  my  lord. 

Leo.  I  will  feem  friendly,  as  thou  haft  advis'd  me.  \JLxiu. 

Cam.  O  miferable  lady!  but  for  me, 
What  cafe  ftand  I  in  ?  I  muft  be  the  poifoner 
Of  good  Pol'txenes,  and  my  ground  to  do't 
Is  the  obedience  to  a  mafter,  one, 
Who  in  rebellion  with  himfelf,  will  have 
All  that  are  his,  fo  too.    To  do  this  deed 
Promotion  follows.    If  I  could  find  example 
Of  thoufands  that  had  ftruck  anointed  Kings, 
And  flourifti'd  after,  I'd  not  do't :  but  fi nee 
Nor  brafs,  nor  ftone,  nor  parchment  bears  not  one, 
Let  villany  it  felf  forfwear't.    I  muft 
Forfake  the  court  $  to  do't,  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  break-neck.     Happy  ftar,  reign  now. 
Here  comes  Bohemia. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Polixenes. 

Pol.  This  is  ftrange!  methinks 
My  favour  here  begins  to  warp.    Not  lpeak? 

Good 
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Good  day,  CatmVo. 

Cam.  Hail,  mod  royal  Sir. 

Pol.  What  is  the  news  i'th1  court? 

Cam.  None  rare,  my  lord. 

Pol.  The  King  hath  on  him  men  a  countenance, 
As  he  had  loft  fome  province,  and  a  region 
Lov'd,  as  he  loves  himfelf :  even  now  I  met  him 
With  cuftomary  compliment,  when  he 
Wafting  his  eyes  to  th'  contrary,  and  falling 
A  lip  of  much  contempt,  fpeeds  from  me,  and 
So  leaves  me  to  confider  what  is  breeding, 
That  changes  thus  his  manners. 
Cam.  I  dare  not  know,  my  lord. 

Pol.  How,  dare  not  ?  do  not  ?  do  you  know,  and  dare  not  ? 
Be  intelligent  to  me,  'tis  thereabouts : 
For  to  your  felf,  what  you  do  know,  you  muft, 
And  cannot  fay,  you  dare  not.     Good  Camtlloy 
Your  chang'd  complexions  are  to  me  a  mirror, 
Which  (hews  me  mine  chang'd  too  ,•  for  I  muft  be 
A  party  in  this  alteration,  finding 
My  felf  thus  alter'd  with  it. 

Cam.  There  is  a  ficknefs 
Which  puts  fome  of  us  in  di (temper  but 
I  cannot  name  the  difeafe,  and  it  is  caught 
Of  you  that  yet  are  well. 

Pol.  How  caught  of  me  ? 
Make  me  not  lighted  like  the  bafilisk. 
I've  look'd  on  thoufands,  who  have  fped  the  better 
By  my  regard,  but  kiil'd  none  fo :  Camilloy 
As  you  are  certainly  a  gentleman, 
Clerk-like  experienc'd,  which  no  lcfs  adorns 
Our  gentry,  than  our  parents  noble  names, 
In  whofe  fuccefs  we  are  gentle :  I  befeech  you, 

If 
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If  you  know  ought  which  does  behove  my  knowledge 
Thereof  to  be  inform'd,  imprifon't  not 
In  ignorant  concealment. 

Cam.  I  may  not  anfwer. 

Pol.  A  ficknefs  caught  of  me,  and  yet  I  well  ? 
I  muft  be  anfwer'd.    Doft  thou  hear,  Camilloy 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  parts  of  man, 
Which  honour  does  acknowledge,  whereof  the  leaft 
Is  not  this  fuit  of  mine,  that  thou  declare 
What  Incidency  thou  doft  guefs  of  harm 
Is  creeping  towards  me  >  how  far  off,  how  near, 
Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if  to  be,- 
If  not,  how  beft  to  bear  it. 

Cam.  Sir,  I'll  tell  you, 
Since  I  am  charg'd  in  honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable  -y  therefore  mark  my  counfel, 
Which  muft  be  ev'n  as  fwiftly  follow'd  as 
I  mean  to  utter  it  j  or  both  your  felf  and  me 
Cry  loft,  and  fo  good  night. 

Pol.  On,  good  Camillo. 

Cam.  I  am  appointed  to  murder  you. 

Pol.  By  whom,  Camillo? 

Cam.  By  the  King. 

PoL  For  what? 

Cam.  He  thinks,  nay  with  all  confidence  he  fwears, 
As  he  had  feen't,  or  been  an  inftrument 
To  vice  you  to't,  that  you  have  toucht  his  Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol.  Oh  then,  my  beft  blood  turn 
To  an  infected  gelly,  and  my  name 
Be  yoak'd  with  his  that  did  betray  the  beft : 
Turn  then  my  frefheft  reputation  to 
A  favour,  that  may  ftrike  the  dulleft  noftril 
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Where  I  arrive ;  and  my  approach  be  fhun'd, 
Nay  hated  too,  worfe  than  the  great'ft  infection 
That  e'er  was  heard,  or  read. 

Cam.  Swear  his  thought  over 
By  each  particular  ftar  in  heav'n,  and 
By  all  their  influences  -y  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  fea  for  to  obey  the  moon, 
As  or  by  oath  remove,  or  counfel  make 
The  fabrick  of  his  folly,  whofe  foundation 
Is  pil'd  upon  his  faith,  and  will  continue 
The  (landing  of  his  body. 

Pol.  How  mould  this  grow  ? 

Cam.  I  know  not,-  but  I'm  fure  ?tis  fafer  to 
Avoid  what's  grown,  than  queftion  how  'tis  born. 
If  therefore  you  dare  truft  my  honefty, 
That  lies  inclofed  in  this  trunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawn'd,  away  to-night ; 
Your  followers  I  will  whilper  to  the  bufine/s, 
And  will  by  twoes,  and  threes,  at  feveral  pofterns, 
Clear  them  o'th'  city.    For  my  felf,  I'll  put 
My  fortunes  to  your  fervice,  which  are  here 
By  this  difcovery  loft.    Be  not  uncertain, 
For  by  the  honour  of  my  parents,  I 
Have  utter'd  truth  •>  which  if  you  feek  to  prove, 
I  dare  not  ftand  by ;  nor  mall  you  be  fafer 
Than  one  condemned  by  the  King's  own  mouth  : 
Thereon  his  execution  fworn. 

Pol.  I  do  believe  thee  : 
I  faw  his  heart  in's  face.    Give  me  thy  hand; 
Be  pilot  to  me,  and  thy  places  mall 
Still  neighbour  mine.     My  (hips  are  ready,  and 
My  people  did  expect  my  hence  departure 
Two  days  ago.    This  jealoufie 

Is 
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Is  for  a  precious  creature;    as  fhe's  rare, 

Muft  it  be  great  ,•  and,  as  his  perfon's  mighty, 

Mufl:  it  be  violent,-  and,  as  he  does  conceive 

He  is  diflionour'd  by  a  man  which  ever 

Profefs'd  to  him,  why  his  revenges  mufl: 

In  that  be  made  more  bitter.    Fear  o'er-fhadcs  me : 

Good  expedition  be  my  friend,  and  comfort 

The  gracious  Queen,  part  of  his  theam  •>  but  nothing 

Of  his  ill-ta'en  fufpicion.     Come,  Camillo, 

I  will  refpect  thee  as  a  father,  if 

Thou  bear'fl:  my  life  off  hence.     Let  us  avoid. 

Cam.  It  is  in  mine  authority  to  command 
The  keys  of  all  the  pofterns:  pleafe  your  highnels 
To  take  the  urgent  hour.    Come,  Sir,  away.  [Exeunt. 


act  11.  scene  1. 

The  SCENE  Continues. 

Enter  Hermione,  Mamillus,  and  Ladies. 

Hermione. 

AKE  the  boy  to  you  -y  he  fo  troubles  me, 
'Tis  paft  enduring. 

1  Lady.  Come,  my  gracious  lord, 
Shall  I  be  your  play-fellow? 
Mam.  No,  I'll  none  of  you. 
1  Lady.  Why,  my  fweet  lord  ? 
Mam.  You'll  kifs  me  hard,  and  fpeak  to  me  as  if 
I  were  a  baby  ftill ;  I  love  you  better. 
2  Lady.  And  why  fb,  my  lord  ? 

V  o  l.  II.  C  c  c  c  Mam, 
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Mam.  Not  for  becaufe 
Your  brows  are  blacker ;  yet  black  brows,  they  fay, 
Become  fome  women  beft,  fb  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  hair  there,  but  in  a  femicircle, 
Or  a  half-moon  made  with  a  pen. 

2  Lady.  Who  taught  you  this? 

Mam.  I  learn'd  it  out  of  women's  faces :  pray  now, 
What  colour  be  your  eye-brows  ? 

i  Lady.  Blue,  my  lord. 

Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  mock:  I've  feen  a  lady's  nofe 
That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  eye-brows. 

1  Lady.    Hark  ye, 

The  Queen,  your  mother,  rounds  apace:  we  fhali 
Prefent  cur  fervices  to  a  fine  new  prince 
One  of  thefe  days,  and  then  you'll  wanton  with  us, 
If  we  would  have  you. 

2  Lady.  She  is  fpread  of  late 

Into  a  goodly  bulk,  good  time  encounter  her. 

Her.  What  wifdom  ftirs  amongft  you  ?  come,  Sir,  now 
I  am  for  you  again.    Pray  you  fit  by  us, 
And  tell's  a  tale. 

Mam.  Merry,  or  fad,  fliall't  be? 

Her.  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mam.  A  fad  tale's  beft  for  winter. 
I  have  one  of  fprights  and  goblins. 

Her.  Let's  have  that,  good  Sir. 
Come  on,  fit  down.    Come  on,  and  do  your  beft, 
To  fright  me  with  your  fprights :  you're  powerful  at  it. 

Mam.  There  was  a  man  

Her.  Nay,  come  fit  down;  then  on. 

Mam.  Dwelt  by  a  church-yard:  I  will  tell  it  foftly: 
Yond  crickets  fhall  not  hear  it. 

Her.  Come  on  then,  and  give't  me  in  mine  ear. 

SCENE 

I 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  and  Lords. 

Leo.  Was  he  met  there  ?  his  train  ?  Camillo  with  him 

Lord,  Behind  the  tuft  of  pines  I  met  them ;  never 
Saw  I  men  fcowr  fo  on  their  way :  I  ey'd  them 
Even  to  their  mips. 

Leo.  How  bleft  am  I 
In  my  juft  cenfure !  in  my  true  opinion  I 
Alack,  for  leflTer  knowledge,  how  accurs'd, 
In  being  jfb  bleft!  there  may  be  in  the  cup 
A  fpider  fteep'd,  and  one  may  drink ;  depart, 
And  yet  partake  no  venom  j  for  his  knowledge 
Is  not  infected :  but  if  one  prefent 
Th'  abhorr'd  ingredient  to  his  eye,  make  known 
How  he  hath  drunk,  he  cracks  his  gorge,  his  fides 
With  violent  hefts.    I  have  drunk,  and  feen  the  fpider. 
Camtllo  was  his  help  in  this,  his  pandar : 
There  is  a  plot  againft  my  life,  my  crown  j 
All's  true  that  is  miftrufted :  that  falfe  villain, 
Whom  I  employed,  was  pre-employ'd  by  him: 
He  hath  difcovcr'd  my  defign,  and  I 
Remain  a  pinch'd  thing ;  yea,  a  very  trick 
For  them  to  play  at  will :  how  came  the  pofterns 
So  eafily  open  ? 

Lord.  By  his  great  authority, 
Which  often  hath  no  lefs  prevail'd  than  fo 
On  your  command. 

Leo.  I  know't  too  well. 
Give  me  the  boy,  I'm  glad  you  did  not  nurfe  him : 
Though  he  does  bear  fome  figns  of  me,  yet  you 
Have  too  much  blood  in  him. 

C  c  c  c  2 
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Her.  What  is  this  ?  /port  ? 

Leo.  Bear  the  boy  hence,  he  {hall  not  come  about  h 
Away  with  him,  and  let  her  fport  her  felf 
With  that  ftie's  big  with:  'tis  Polixenes 
Has  made  thee  {well  thus. 

Her.  But  I'd  fay  he  had  not ; 
And  I'll  be  fworn  you  would  believe  my  laying, 
Howe'er  you  lean  to  th'nayward. 

Leo,  You,  my  lords, 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well;  be  but  about 
To  fay  fhe  is  a  goodly  lady,  and 
The  juftice  of  your  hearts  will  thereto  add, 
5Tis  pity  (he's  not  honeft :  honourable : 
Praife  her  but  for  this  her  without-door  form, 
Which  on  my  faith  deferves  high  {peech,  and  ftraight 
The  fhrug,  the  hum,  or  ha,  thefe  petty-brands 
That  calumny  doth  ufe :  oh  I  am  out, 
That  mercy  do's,  for  calumny  will  fear 
Virtue  it  felf.  Thefe  fhrugs,  thefe  hums,  and  ha's 
When  you  have  faid  {he's  goodly,  come  between 
Ere  you  can  fay  {he's  honefl :  but  be't  known, 
From  him  that  has  moft  caufe  to  grieve  it  mould  be, 
She's  an  adultreifs. 

Her.  Should  a  villain  fay  fo, 
The  moft  replenim'd  villain  in  the  world, 
He  were  as  much  more  villain :  you,  my  lord, 
Do  but  mi  (take. 

Leo.  You  have  miftook,  my  lady, 
Polyenes  for  Leontes.     O  thou  thing, 
Which  I'll  not  call  a  creature  of  thy  place, 
Left  barbarifm,  making  me  the  precedent, 
Should  a  like  language  ufe  to  all  degrees, 
And  mannerly  diftinguifliment  leave  out 
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Betwixt  the  prince  and  beggar.    I  have  faid 
She's  an  adultrels,  I  have  faid  with  whom: 
More ;  file's  a  traitor,  and  Camillo  is 
A  federary  with  her,  and  one  that  knows 
What  me  mould  lhame  to  know  her  felf, 
But  with  her  moft  vile  principal  ,•  that  (he's 
A  bed-fwerver,  even  as  bad  as  thofe 
That  vulgar  give  bold'ft:  titles  ,-  ay,  and  privy 
To  this  their  late  efcape. 

Her.  No,  by  my  life, 
Privy  to  none  of  this :  how  will  this  grieve  you, 
When  you  fhall  come  to  clearer  knowledge,  that  - 
You  thus  have  publim'd  me  ?  gentle  my  lord, 
You  fcarce  can  right  me  throughly  then,  to  /ay 
You  did  miftake. 

Leo .   No,  if  I  miftake 
In  thofe  foundations  which  I  build  upon, 
The  center  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
A  fchool-boy's  top.    Away  with  her  to  prifon : 
He  who  (hall  fpeak  for  her,  is  far  off  guilty 
But  that  he  fpeaks. 

Her.  There's  fbme  ill  planet  reigns  ,• 
I  muft  be  patient,  'till  the  heavens  look 
With  an  afped  more  favourable.    Good  my  lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  our  fex 
Commonly  are,  the  want  of  which  vain  d£w 
Perchance  mall  dry  your  pities  \  but  I  have 
That  honourable  grief  lodg'd  here,  which  burns 
Worfe  than  tears  drown  :  'befeech  you  all,  my  lords 
With  thoughts  fb  qualified  as  your  charities 
Shall  beft  inftrud  you,  meafure  me  $  and  fo 
The  King's  will  be  perform'd, 

Leo.  Shall  I  be  heard  ? 
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Her.  Who  is't  that  goes  with  me  ?  'befeech  your  highnefs 
My  women  may  be  with  me,  for  you  fee 
My  plight  requires  it.    Do  not  weep,  good  fools, 
There  is  no  caufe when  you  (hall  know  your  miftrefs 
Has  deferv'd  prifon,  then  abound  in  tears, 
As  I  come  out ;  this  action,  I  now  go  on, 
Is  for  my  better  grace.    Adieu,  my  lord, 
I  never  wifh'd  to  fee  you  forry  •  now 
I  truft  I  (hall.    My  women  come,  you've  leave. 

Leo.  Go,  do  our  bidding;  hence. 

Lord.  'Befeech  your  highnefs  call  the  Queen  again. 

Ant.  Be  certain  what  you  do,  Sir,  left  your  jufticc 
Prove  violence,  in  the  which  three  great  ones  fuffer, 
Your  felf,  your  Queen,  your  fon. 

Lord.  For  her,  my  lord, 
I  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  will  do't,  Sir, 
Pleafe  you  t'  accept  it,  that  the  Queen  is  fpotlels 
Fth'  eyes  of  heav'n,  and  to  you,  I  mean 
In  this  which  you  accufe  her. 

Ant.  If  it  prove 
She's  otherwife,  I'll  keep  my  ftables  where 
I  lodge  my  wife,  I'll  go  in  couples  with  her: 
Then  when  I  feel,   and  fee  her,  no  further  truft  her; 
For  every  inch  of  woman  jn  the  world, 
Ay,  every  dram  of  woman's  flefh  is  falfe, 
If  (he  be. 

Leo.  Hold  your  peaces. 

Lord.  Good  my  lord. 

Ant.  It  is  for  you  we  fpeak,  not  for  our  felves : 
You  are  abufed  by  fome  putter-on, 
That  will  be  damn'd  for't  -}  would  I  knew  the  villain, 
I  would  land-damn  him  :  be  (lie  honour-flaw'd, 
I  have  three  daughters;  the  eldeft  is  eleven,- 

The 
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The  fecond,  and  the  third,  nine and  fons  five  ,* 
If  this  prove  true,  they'll  pay  for't.    By  mine  honour 
111  geld  'em  all :  fourteen  they  (hall  not  fee 
To  bring  falfe  generations :  they  are  co-heirs, 
And  I  had  rather  glib  my  felf,  than  they 
Should  not  produce  fair  iffue. 

Leo.  Ceafe,  no  more  : 
You  fmell  this  bufinefs  with  a  fenfe  as  cold 
As  is  a  dead  man's  nofe ;  I  fee't,  and  feel't, 
As  you  feel  doing  thus ;  and  fee  withal 
The  inftruments  that  feel. 

Ant.  If  it  be  fo, 
We  need  no  grave  to  bury  honefty, 
There's  not  a  grain  of  it,  the  face  to  fweeten 
Of  the  whole  dungy  earth. 

Leo.  What?  lack  1  credit?  , 

Lord.  I  had  rather  you  did  lack  than  I,  my  lord, 
Upon  this  ground ;  and  more  it  would  content  me 
To  have  your  honour  true,  than  your  rufpicion ; 
Be  blam'd  for't  how  you  might. 

Leo,  Why  what  need  we 
Commune  with  you  for  this  ?  but  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  inftigation  ?  our  prerogative 
Calls  not  your  counfels,  but  our  natural  goodnefs 
Imparts  this ;  which,  if  you,  or  ftupified, 
Or  teeming  Co,  in  skill,  cannot,  or  will  not 
Relifh  a  truth  like  us :  inform  your  felves, 
We  need  no  more  of  your  advice :  the  matter, 
The  lofs,  the  gain,  the  ord'ring  on't 
Is  properly  all  ours. 

Ant.  And  I  wifh,  my  liege, 
You  had  only  in  your  filent  judgment  try'd  it, 
Without  more  overture. 
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Leo.  How  could  that  be  ? 
Either  thou  art  mod  ignorant  by  age, 
Or  thou  wert  born  a  fool.    Camillo's  flight 
Added  to  their  familiarity, 
(Which  was  as  grofs  as  ever  touch'd  conjecture, 
That  lack'd  fight  only,  nought  for  approbation 
But  only  feeing,  all  other  circumftances 
Made  up  to  th'  deed)  doth  pufli  on  this  proceeding; 
Yet  for  a  greater  confirmation, 
(For  in  an  a&  of  this  importance,  'twere 
Mod  pitious  to  be  wild)  I  have  dilpatch'd  in  poft, 
To  facred  Delpbos,  to  Apollo's  temple, 
Cleom'mes  and  Dion,  whom  you  know 
Of  ftuff'd  fufficiency :  now,  from  the  oracle 
They  will  bring  all,  whofe  fpiritual  counfel  had, 
Shall  flop  or  fpur  me.    Have  I  done  well? 

Lord.  Well  done,  my  lord. 

Leo.  Tho'  I  am  fatisfy'd,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  know ;  yet  mail  the  oracle 
Give  reft  to  th5  minds  of  others ;  fuch  as  he, 
Whofe  ignorant  credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  th'  truth.     So  we  have  thought  it  good 
From  our  free  perfon,  fhe  mould  be  confin'd, 
Left  that  the  treachery  of  the  two,  fled  hence, 
Be  left  her  to  perform.     Come,  follow  us, 
We  are  to  fpeak  in  publick    for  this  bufine/s 
Will  raife  us  all. 

Ant.  To  laughter,  as  I  take  it. 
If  the  good  truth  were  known.  [Exeunt. 


S  C  E  NE 
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SCENE  III. 

A  Prison. 

Enter  Paulina  and  a  Gentleman. 

Paul.rT~{  H  E  keeper  of  the  prifon,  call  to  him  :      [Exit  Gent* 

JL  Let  him  have  knowledge  whom  I  am.   Good  lady, 
No  court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee ; 
What  doft  thou  then  in  prifon  ?  now,  good  Sir, 
You  know  me,  do  you  not  ?  [Re-enter  Gentleman  with  the  Goaler* 

Goa.  For  a  worthy  lady, 
And  one  whom  much  I  honour. 

Pau.  Pray  you  then 
Conduct  me  to  the  Queen. 

Goa.  I  may  not,  madam, 
To  the  contrary  I  have  exprefs  commandment. 

Pan.  Here's  a-do  to  lock  up  honefty  and  honour  from 
Th'  accefs  of  gentle  vifitors!  Is't  lawful  pray  you 
To  fee  her  women  ?  any  of  them  ?  Emilia  ? 

Goa.  So  pleafe  you,  madam, 
To  put  a-part  thefe  your  attendants,  I 
Shall  bring  Emilia  forth. 

Pau.  I  pray  you  now  call  her : 
Withdraw  your  felves. 

Goa.  And,  madam, 
I  muft  be  prefent  at  your  conference. 

Pau.  Well    be  it  fo  pr'ythee. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Here's  fuch  a-do  to  make  no  ftain  a  ftain, 
As  paffes  colouring.    Dear  gentlewoman, 
How  fares  our  gracious  lady  ? 

Vol.  IL  D  d  d  d  EmiL 
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Enid.  As  well  as  one  fo  great  and  fo  forlorn 
May  hold  together  $  on  her  frights  and  griefs, 
Which  never  tender  lady  hath  born  greater, 
She  is,  fbmething  before  her  time,  deliver'd. 

Pau.  A  boy  ? 

Emit.  A  daughter,  and  a  goodly  babe, 
Lufty,  and  like  to  live:  the  Queen  receives 
Much  comfort  in't.    Says,  my  poor  prifbner, 
I'm  innocent  as  you. 

Pau.  I  dare  be  fworn  : 
Thefe  dangerous,  unfafe  lunes  i'th'  King !  befhrew  them, 
He  muft  be  told  of  it,  and  mall  ,•  the  office 
Becomes  a  woman  beft.    I'll  take't  upon  me. 
If  I  prove  honey-mouth'd,  let  my  tongue  blifter  ,• 
And  never  to  my  red-look'd  anger  be 
The  trumpet  any  more.    Pray  you  Emilia, 
Commend  my  beft  obedience  to  the  Queen, 
If  (he  dares  truft  me  with  her  little  babe, 
I'll  fhew't  the  King,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  advocate  to  th'  loud'ft.    We  do  not  know 
How  he  may  foften  at  the  fight  o'th*  child  : 
The  filence  often  of  pure  innocence 
Perfuades,  when  fpeaking  fails. 

Emit.  Moft  worthy  madam, 
Your  honour  and  your  goodnefs  is  fo  evident, 
That  your  free  undertaking  cannot  mifs 
A  thriving  iflue:  there  is  no  lady  living 
So  meet  for  this  great  errand.  Pleafe  your  ladyfliip 
To  vifit  the  next  room,  I'll  prefently 
Acquaint  the  Queen  of  your  moft  noble  offer, 
Who  but  to-day  hammer'd  of  this  defign, 
But  durft  not  tempt  a  minifter  of  honour, 
Left  (he  mould  be  deny'd. 
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Pan.  Tell  her,  Emilia, 
I'll  ufe  that  tongue  I  have ,  if  wit  flow  from't 
As  boldnefs  from  my  bofbm,  let't  not  be  doubted 
I  fhall  do  good. 

Emit.  Now  be  you  bleft  for  it  : 
I'll  to  the  Queen :  pleafe  you  come  fbmething  nearer. 

Goa.  Madam,  if't  pleafe  the  Queen  to  fend  the  babe, 
I  know  not  what  I  fhall  incur  to  pate  it, 
Having  no  warrant. 

Pan.  You  need  not  fear  it,  Sir ; 
The  child  was  prifoner  to  the  womb,  and  is 
By  law  and  procefs  of  great  nature  thence 
Free'd  and  enfranchis'd,  not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  King,  nor  guilty  of, 
If  any  be,  the  trefpafs  of  the  Queen. 

Goa.  I  do  believe  it. 

Pau.  Do  not  you  fear ;  upon  mine  honour,  I 
Will  ftand  'twixt  you  and  danger.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

The  Palace. 

Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  Lords  and  other  Attendants. 

Lw.VT  O  R  night,  nor  day,  no  reft  ,•  it  is  but  weaknefs 

JL  ^1  To  bear  the  matter  thus    meer  weaknefs,  if 
The  caufe  were  not  in  being ;  part  o'th'  caufe, 
She,  the  adultrefs  ,•  for  the  harlot-King 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  arm  ,•  out  of  the  blank 
And  level  of  my  brain  j  plot-proof;  but  fhe 
I  can  hook  to  me :  fay  that  fhe  were  gone, 
Given  to  the  fire,  a  moiety  of  my  reft 
Might  come  to  me  again.    Who's  there? 

D  d  d  d  z  Enter 
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Enter  an  Attendant, 

Atten.  My  lord. 

Leo.  How  do's  the  boy  ? 

Atten.  He  took  good  reft  to-night ;  'tis  hop'd 
His  ficknefs  is  difcharg'd. 

Leo.  To  fee  his  noblenefs ! 
Conceiving  the  difhonour  of  his  mother, 
He  ftraight  declin'd,  droop'd,  took  it  deeply, 
Faften'd,  and  fix'd  the  fhame  on't  in  himfelf; 
Threw  off  his  ipirit,  his  appetite,  his  fleep, 
And  down-right  languifti'd.    Leave  me  folely;  go, 
See  how  he  fares.    Fie,  fie,  no  thought  of  him, 
The  very  thought  of  my  revenges  that  way 
Recoyl  upon  me  ;  in  himfelf  too  mighty, 
f  And  in  his  parties,  his  alliance  j  let  him  be 
Until  a  time  may  ferve.    For  prefent  vengeance 
Take  it  on  her.    Cam'illo  and  Pol'ixenes 
Laugh  at  me,  make  their  paftime  at  my  forrow^ 
They  mould  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them,  not 
Shall  {he,  within  my  power. 

scene  v. 

Enter  Paulina  with  a  child.. 
Lord.  You  muft  not  enter. 

Pan.  Nay  rather,  good  my  lords,  be  fecond  to  me: 
Fear  you  his  tyrannous  palTion  more,  alas, 
Than  the  Queen's  life?  a  gracious  innocent  foul, 
More  free  than  he  is  jealous. 

Ant.  That's  enough. 

Atten.  Madam,  he  hath  notflept  to-night ;  commanded 
None  mould  come  at  him. 
Pew.  Not  fo  hot,  good  Sir, 

I 

■\  This  line  added  from  the  old  edition. 
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I  come  to  bring  him  fleep.    'Tis  fuch  as  you 
That  creep  like  fhadows  by  him,  and  do  figh 
At  each  his  needlefs  heavings;  fuch  as  you 
Nourifh  the  caufe  of  his  awaking.  I 
Do  come  with  words,  as  medicinal,  as  true  ; 
Honeft  as  either,  to  purge  him  of  that  humour 
That  preffes  him  from  deep. 

Leo.  What  noife  there,  ho  ? 

Pau.  No  noife,  my  lord,  but  needful  conference, 
About  fome  goffips  for  your  highnefs. 

Leo.  How? 
Away  with  that  audacious  lady.  Antigonus, 
I  charg'd  thee  that  (he  mould  not  come  about  me. 
I  knew  me  would. 

Ant.  I  told  her  fo,  my  lord, 
On  your  difpleafure's  peril  and  on  mine, 
She  mould  not  vifit  you. 

Leo.  What?  canft  not  rule  her? 

Pau.  From  all  difhonefty  he  can;  in  this,. 
(Unlefs  he  take  the  courfe  that  you  have  done, 
Commit  me,  for  committing  honour,)  truft  it, 
He  fhall  not  rule  me. 

Ant.  Lo-you  now,,  you  hear, 
When  {he  will  take  the  rein,  I  let  her  run, 
But  (he'll  not  ftumble. 

Pau.  Good  my  liege,  I  come— — 
And  I  befeech  you  hear  me,  who  profefs 
My  felf  your  loyal  fervant,  your  phyfician, 
Your  raoft  obedient  counfellor:  yet  that  dares 
Lefs  appear  fo,  in  comforting  your  evils, 
Than  fuch  as  mod  feem  yours.    I  fay,  I  come 
From  your  good  Queen. 
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Leo.  Good  Queen? 

Pau.  Good  Queen,  my  lord, 
Good  Queen,  I  fay  good  Queen  ,• 
And  would  by  combat  make  her  good  fo,  were  I 
A  man,  the  worft  about  you. 

Leo.  Force  her  hence. 

Pau.  Let  him  that  makes  but  trifles  of  his  eyes 
Firft  hand  me:  on  mine  own  accord  I'll  off, 
But  firft,  I'll  do  my  errand.     The  good  Queen, 
For  fhe  is  good,  hath  brought  you  forth  a  daughter, 
Here  'tis  ;  commends  it  to  your  blelling.     [laying  down  the  child. 

Leo.  Out! 

A  mankind  witch!  hence  with  her  out  o5  door: 
A  mod  intelligencing  bawd. 

Pau.  Not  fo, 
I  am  as  ignorant  in  that  as  you, 
In  fo  intit'ling  me;  and  no  lels  honeft 
Than  you  are  mad  ,•  which  is  enough,  111  warrant, 
As  this  world  goes,  to  pafs  for  honeft. 

Leo.  Traitors ! 

Will  you  not  pufh  her  out  ?  give  her  the  baftard.        [To  Ant. 
Thou  dotard,  thou  art  woman-tyr'd ;  unroofted 
By  thy  dame  Partlet  here.    Take  up  the  baftard, 
Take't  up,  I  fay,  give't  to  thy  croan. 

Pau.  For  ever 
Unvenerable  be  thy  hands,  if  thou 
Take'ft  up  the  princefs,  by  that  forced  bafenefs 
Which  he  has  put  upon't. 

Leo.  He  dreads  his  wife. 

Pau.  So  I  would  you  did :  then  'twere  paft  all  doubt 
You'd  call  your  children  yours. 
Leo.  A  neft  of  tray  tors ! 

Ant. 


Ihe  Winter'/  Tale. 

Ant.  I  am  none,  by  this  good  light. 

Pau.  Nor  1;  nor  any 
But  one  that's  here    and  that's  himfelf.     For  he, 
The  facred  honour  of  himfelf,  his  Queen's, 
His  hopeful  fon's,  his  babe's,  betrays  to  flander, 
Whofe  fting  is  fharper  than  the  fword's ;  and  will  not 
(For  as  the  cafe  now  (lands,  it  is  a  curie 
He  cannot  be  compell'd  to't)  once  remove 
The  root  of  his  opinion,  which  is  rotten, 
As  ever  oak  or  (tone  was  found. 

Leo.  A  acallat 
Of  boundlefs  tongue,  who  late  hath  beat  her  husband, 
And  now  baits  me.     This  brat  is  none  of  mine, 
It  is  the  iflue  of  Polixems. 
Hence  with  it,  and  together  with  the  dam, 
Commit  them  to  the  fire. 

Pau.  It  is  yours ; 
And,  might  we  lay  th'  old  proverb  to  your  charge, 
So  like  you,  'tis  the  worfe.     Behold,  my  lords, 
Altho'  the  print  be  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  father  ,•  eye,  nofe,  lip, 
The  trick  of's  frown,  his  forehead,  nay  the  valley, 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  cheek,  his  fmiles, 
The  very  mold  and  frame  of  hand,  nail,  finger. 
And  thou  good  goddefs  nature,  which  haft  made  it 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  haft 
The  ordering  of  the  mind  too,  'mongft  all  colours 
No  yellow  in't,  left  fhe  fufpeft,  as  he  does, 
Her  children  not  her  husband's. 

Leo.  A  grols  hag ! 
And,  b  lozel,  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd,, 
Thou  wilt  not  ftay  her  tongue. 

Ant.  Hang  all  the  husbands 


*  callat.  a  /cold, 


b  lozel  a  lazy  lubber. 
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That  cannot  do  that  feat,  you'll  leave  your  felf 
Hardly  one  rubjec~t. 

Leo.  Once  more  take  her  hence. 

Pau.  A  moft  unworthy  and  unnatural  lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leo.  I'll  ha'  thee  burnt. 

Pau.  I  care  not; 
It  is  an  heretick  that  makes  the  fire, 
Not  fhe  which  burns  in't.     Ill  not  call  you  tyrant, 
But  this  mod  cruel  ufage  of  your  Queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  accufation 
Than  your  own  weak-hing'd  fancy)  fbmething  favours 
Of  tyranny,  and  will  ignoble  make  you, 
Yea  fcandalous  to  all  the  world. 

Leo.  On  your  allegiance, 
Out  of  the  chamber  with  her.    Were  I  a  tyrant, 
Where  were  her  life  ?  me  durft  not  call  me  fo, 
If  {he  did  know  me  one.    Away  with  her. 

Pau.  I  pray  you  do  not  pufh  me,  I'll  be  gone. 
Look  to  your  babe,  my  lord,  'tis  yours ;  Jove  fend  her 
A  better  guiding  fpirit.     What  need  thefe  hands  ? 
You  that  are  thus  fo  tender  o'er  his  follies, 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 
So,  fo :  farewel,  we  are  gone. 

S  C  E  N  E  VI. 

Leo.  Thou,  traytor,  haft  fet  on  thy  wife  to  this. 
My  child  ?  away  with't.     Even  thou  that  haft 
A  heart  fo  tender  o'er  it,  take  it  hence, 
And  fee  it  inftantly  confum'd  with  fire  -} 
Even  thou,  and  none  but  thou.    Take  it  up  ftraight: 
Within  this  hour  bring  me  word  it  is  done, 


The  Winter'/  Tale.  585 

And  by  good  teftimony,  or  111  feize  thy  life, 
With  what  thou  elfe  call'ft  thine:  if  thou  refufe, 
And  wilt  encounter  with  my  wrath,  fay  fo; 
The  baftard-brains  with  thefe  my  proper  hands 
Shall  I  dam  out:  go  take  it  to  the  fire, 
For  thou  fett'ft  on  thy  wife. 

Ant.  I  did  not,  Sir : 
The  lords,  my  noble  fellows,  if  they  pleafe, 
Can  clear  me  in't. 

Lord.  We  can,  my  royal  liege, 
He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither. 

Leo.  You're  liars  all. 

Lords.  'Befeech  your  highnefs  give  us  better  credit. 
We've  always  truly  ferv'd  you,  and  befeech  you 
So  to  efteem  of  us :  and  on  our  knees  we  beg 
(As  recompence  of  our  dear  fervices 
Paft,  and  to  come)  that  you  do  change  this  purpofe, 
Which  being  fo  horrible,  fo  bloody,  muft 
Lead  on  to  fome  foul  iffue.    We  all  kneel — 

Leo.  I  am  a  a  feather  for  each  wind  that  blows  : 
Shall  I  live  on  to  fee  this  baftard  kneel 
And  call  me  father  ?  better  burn  it  now, 
Than  curfe  it  then.    But  be  it ^  let  it  live: 
It  (hall  not  neither.    You  Sir,  come  you  hither  ,•      [To  Ant. 
You  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 
With  lady  Margery,  your  midwife  there, 
To  fave  this  baftard's  life;  (for  'tis  a  baftard, 
So  fure  as  this  beard's  grey)  what  will  you  adventure 
To  fave  this  brat's  life  ? 

Ant.  Any  thing,  my  lord, 
That  my  ability  may  undergo 
And  noblenefs  impofe :  at  leaft  thus  much ; 
I'll  pawn  the  little  blood  which  I  have  left, 

Vol,  II.  Eeee  To 

a  father 
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To  fave  the  innocent ;  any  thing  poflible. 

Leo.  It  mall  be  poflible ;  fwear  by  this  fword 
Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidding. 

Ant,  I  will,  my  lord. 

Leo.  Mark  and  perform  it ;  feefl:  thou  ?  for  the  fail 
Of  any  point  in't  fhall  not  only  be 
Death  to  thy  felf,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongu'd  wife, 
Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon.    We  enjoy n  thee, 
As  thou  art  liege-man  to  us,  that  thou  carry 
This  female  baftard  hence,  and  that  thou  bear  it 
To  fbme  remote  and  defart  place,  quite  out 
Of  our  dominions  j  and  that  there  thou  leave  it, 
Without  much  mercy,  to  its  own  protection 
And  favour  of  the  climate.   As  by  ftrange  fortune 
It  came  to  us,  I  do  in  juftice  charge  thee, 
On  thy  foul's  peril  and  thy  body's  torture, 
That  thou  commend  it  ftrangely  to  fome  place, 
Where  chance  may  nurfe  or  end  it.    Take  it  up. 

Ant.  I  fwear  to  do  this ;  tho'  a  prefent  death 
Had  been  more  merciful.    Come  on,  poor  babe, 
Some  powerful  fpirit  inftrucl:  the  kites  and  ravens 
To  be  thy  nurfes.     Wolves  and  bears,  they  fay, 
(Cafting  their  favagenefs  afide)  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pity.    Sir,  be  pro/perous 
In  more  than  this  deed  does  require,-  and  blefiing, 
Againfl:  this  cruelty,  fight  on  thy  fide, 

Poor  thing  condemn'd  to  lols.  [Exit  with  the  child. 

Leo.  Noj  I'll  not  rear 
Another's  iflue. 

Enter  a  MeJJenget\ 

Me/.  Plea/e  your  highnefs,  pofts 
From  thofe  you  fent  to  th'  oracle,  are  come 

An 
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An  hour  fince.    Cleom'mes  and  Dion 

Being  well  arriv'd  from  Delpbos,  are  both  landed, 

Halting  to  th'  court. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  you,  Sir,  their  fpeed 
Hath  been  beyond  account. 

Leo.  Twenty  three  days 
They  have  been  abfent :  this  good  fpeed  foretels 
The  great  Apollo  mddenly  will  have 
The  truth  of  this  appear.     Prepare  you  lords, 
Summon  a  feflion,  that  we  may  arraign 
Our  mod  difloyal  lady  ,•  for  as  (he  hath 
Been  publickly  accus'd,  fo  (hall  me  have 
A  juft  and  open  tryal.    While  me  lives 
My  heart  will  be  a  burthen  to  me.    Leave  me, 
And  think  upon  my  bidding.  [Exeunt. 


act  in.  s  c  E  n  e  1. 

Enter  Cleomines  and  Dion. 

Cleomines, 

H  E  climate's  delicate,  the  air  mod  fweet, 
Fertile  the  ifle,  the  temple  much  furpafling 
The  common  praife  it  bears. 

Dion.  I  mail  report, 
For  mod  it  caught  me,  the  celeftiat  habits, 
Methinks  I  fo  mould  term  them,  and  the  reverence 
Of  the  grave  wearers.     O,  the  facrifice ; 
How  ceremonious,  folemn,  and  unearthly 

E  e  e  e  2  It 
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It  was  i'  th'  offering! 

Geo.  But  of  all,  the  burft 
And  the  ear-deafning  voice  o'  th'  oracle, 
Kin  to  Jove's  thunder,  fo  furpris'd  my  fenfe 
That  I  was  nothing. 

Dto.  If  th5  event  o'  th'  journey 
Prove  as  fuccefsful  to  the  Queen  (O  be't  fo) 
As  it  hath  been  to  us,  rare,  pleafant,  lpeedy  •> 
The  time  is  worth  the  ufe  on't. 

Geo.  Great  Apollo, 
Turn  all  to  th'  beft !  thefe  proclamations, 
So  forcing  faults  upon  Hermione, 
I  little  like. 

Dto.  The  violent  carriage  of  it 
Will  clear,  or  end  the  bufinefs,  when  the  oracle, 
Thus  by  Apollo's  great  divine  feai'd  up, 
Shall  the  contents  difcover:  fbmething  rare 
Even  then  will  rufh  to  knowledge.    Go    frefh  horfes. 
And  gracious  be  the  iffue.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

S  I  C  I  L  Y. 

Enter  Leontes,  Lords,  Officers,  Hermione  as  to  her  tryal, 

with  Paulina  and  ladies. 

Leo.  y  I  H  HIS  feflions,  to  our  great  grief,  we  pronounce, 
JL  Even  pufhes  'gainft  our  heart.    The  party  try'd, 
The  daughter  of  a  King,  our  wife,  and  one 
Of  us  too  much  belov'd    let  us  be  clear'd 
Of  being  tyrannous,  fince  we  Co  openly 
Proceed  in  juftice,  which  mall  have  due  courfe, 
Even  to  the  guilt,  or  the  purgation. 

Produce 
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Produce  the  prifbner. 

Offi.  It  is  his  highnefs'  pleafure,  that  the  Queen 
Appear  in  perfbn  here  in  court.  Silence! 

Leo.  Read  the  indictment. 

Offi.  Hermione,  Queen  to  the  worthy  Leontes,  King  of  Sicilia, 
thou  art  here  accufed  and  arraigned  of  high  treafon,  in  committing 
adultery  with  Polixenes  King  of^ohtmi^and  confpiring  with  Camillo 
to  take  away  the  life  of  our  foveraign  lord  the  King,  thy  royal  huf- 
band  >  the  pretence  whereof  being  by  circumftances  partly  laid  open, 
thou,  Hermione,  contrary  to  the  faith  and  allegiance  of  a  true  fuh- 
jetl3  didfi  counfel  and  aid  them,  for  their  better  fafetyy  to  fly  a- 
way  by  night. 

Her.  Since  what  I  am  to  fay,  muft  be  but  that 
Which  contradicts  my  acculation,  and 
The  teftimony  on  my  part,  no  other 
But  what  comes  from  my  fdf,  it  mall  fcarce  boot  me 
To  fay,  not  guilty :  mine  integrity 
Being  counted  falfhood,  fhall,  as  I  exprels  it, 
Be  fo  receiv'd.     But  thus,  if  powers  divine 
Behold  our  human  actions,  as  they  do, 
I  doubt  not  then,  but  innocence  fhall  make 
Falfe  accufations  blufh,  and  tyranny 
Tremble  at  patience.     You,  my  lord,  bed  know? 
Who  leaft  will  feem  to  do  fb,  my  paft  life 
Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chad,  as  true, 
As  I  am  now  unhappy    which  is  more 
Than  hiftory  can  pattern,  thos  devis'd 
And  play'd  to  take  fpe&ators.    For  behold  me 
A  fellow  of  the  royal  bed,  which  owe 
A  moiety  of  the  throne :  a  great  King's  daughter, 
The  mother  to  a  hopeful  prince,  here  ftanding 
To  prate  and  talk  for  life  and  honour,  'fore 
Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.    For  life,  I  prize  it 

As 
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As  I  weigh  grief  which  I  would  (pare  :  for  honour, 

'Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine, 

And  only  that  I  fland  for.    I  appeal 

To  your  own  confcience,  Sir,  before  Polixenes 

Came  to  your  court,  how  I  was  in  your  grace, 

How  merited  to  be  fo ;   fince  he  came, 

With  what  encounter  Co  uncurrant  I 

Have  ftrain'd  t'appear  thus  -y  if  one  jot  beyond 

The  bounds  of  honour,  or  in  ad  or  will 

That  way  enclining,  hardned  be  the  hearts  2  ; 

Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near'ft  of  kin 

Cry  fie  upon  my  grave. 

Leo.  I  ne'er  heard  yet 
That  any  of  thofe  bolder  vices  wanted 
Lefs  impudence  to  gain- fay  what  they  did 
Than  to  perform  it-firft. 

Her.  That's  true  enough, 
Tho'  'tis  a  faying,  Sir,  not  due  to  me. 

Leo.  You  will  not  own  it. 

Her.   More  than  miftrefs  of 
What  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  I  muft  not 
At  all  acknowledge.     For  Polixenes, 
With  whom  I  am  accus'd,  I  do  confefs 
I  lov'd  him,  as  in  honour  he  requir'd ; 
With  fuch  a  kind  of  love,  as  might  become 
A  lady  like  me ;  with  a  love,  even  fuch, 
So  and  no  other,  as  your  felf  commanded  c 
Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think  had  been  in  me 
Both  difbbedience  and  ingratitude 

To  you,  and  towards  your  friends ;  whofe  love  had  lpoke, 
Even  fince  it  could  fpeak,  from  an  infant,  freely, 
That  it  was  yours.     Now  for  confpiracy, 
I  know  not  how  it  taftes,  tho*  it  be  difli'd 


The  WinterV  Tale. 


For  me  to  try  how  j  all  I  know  of  it, 

Is,  that  Cam'illo  was  an  honeft  man  • 

And  why  he  left  your  court,  the  gods  themfelves, 

Wotting  no  more  than  I,  are  ignorant. 

Leo.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 
What  you  have  underta'en  to  do  in's  abfence. 

Her.  Sir, 

You  fpeak  a  language  that  I  underftand  not 
My  life  ftands  in  the  level  of  your  dreams,. 
Which  I'll  lay  down. 

Leo.  Your  actions  are  my  dreams. 
You  had  a  baftard  by  Poltxenes , 
And  I  but  dream'd  it :  as  you  were  paft  all  fhame^ 
( Thofe  of  your  fad  are  fo)  fo  paft  all  truth  ; 
Which  to  deny,  concerns  more  than  avails :  for  as 
Thy  brat  hath  been  caft  out,  like  to  it  felf, 
No  father  owning  it,  (which  is  indeed 
More  criminal  in  thee  than  it)  fo  thou 
Shalt  feel  our  juftice,  in  whofe  eafieft  paffage 
Look  for  no  lefs  than  death. 

Her.  Sir,  fpare  your  threats  -y 
The  bug  which  you  would  fright  me  with  I  feek  s 
To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity, 
The  crown  and  comfort  of  my  life,  your  favour3 
I  do  give  loft,  for  I  do  feel  it  gone, 
But  know  not  how  it  went.     My  fecond  joy, 
The  firft-fruits  of  my  body,  from  his  prefence 
I'm  barr'd  like  one  infectious.    My  third  comfort, 
Starr'd  moft  unluckily,  is  from  my  breaft 
(The  innocent  milk  in  its  moft  innocent  mouth) 
Hal'd  out  to  murder ;  my  felf  on  every  poft 
Proclaim'd  a  ftrumpet  ,•  with  immodeft  hatred 
The  child-bed  privilege  deny'd  which  'longs 
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To  women  of  all  fafhion  :  laftly,  hurried 

Here  to  this  place,  i'th'  open  air,  before 

I  have  got  ftrength  of  limbs.    And  now,  my  liege, 

Tell  me  what  blertings  I  have  here  alive, 

That  I  mould  fear  to  die  ?  therefore  proceed  : 

But  yet  hear  this ;  miftake  me  not  ,•  no  life, 

I  prize  it  not  a  ftraw,  but  for  mine  honour, 

Which  I  would  free :  if  I  mall  be  condemned 

Upon  (urmifes,  all  proofs  fleeping  elfe, 

But  what  your  jealoufies  awake,  I  tell  you 

'Tis  rigour  and  not  law.    Your  honours  all, 

I  do  refer  me  to  the  Oracle : 

Apollo  be  my  judge. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Dion  and  Cleomines. 

Lord.  This  your  requeft 
Is  altogether  juft  $  therefore  bring  forth, 
And  in  Apollo's  name,  his  oracle. 

Her.  The  Emperor  of  Ruffia  was  my  father, 
Oh  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 
His  daughter's  tryal ;  that  he  did  but  fee 
The  flatnefs  of  my  mifery ;  yet  with  eyes 
Of  pity,  not  revenge ! 

Officer.  You  here  mall  fwear  upon  the  fword  of  juftice, 
That  you,  Cleomines  and  Dion,  have 
Been  both  at  Delphos,  and  from  thence  have  brought 
This  feal'd-up  oracle,  by  the  hand  deliver^ 
Of  great  Apollo's  prieft;  and  that  fince  then 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  feal, 
Nor  read  the  fecrets  in't. 

Cleo.  Dion.  All  this  we  fwear. 
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Leo.  Break  up  the  feals,  and  read. 

Offi.  Hermione  is  chafte,  Polixenes  blamelefs,  Camillo  a  true 
fubjebl,  Leo  rites  a  jealous  tyrant,  his  innocent  babe  truly  begot- 
ten, and  the  King /hall  live  without  an  heir,  if  that  which  is  lofi 
be  not  found. 

Lords.  Now  bieffed  be  the  great  Apollo. 

Her.  Praifed. 

Leo.  Haft  thou  read  the  truth  ? 
Offi.  Ay,  my  lord,  even  fb  as  it  is  here  fet  down. 
Leo.  There  is  no  truth  at  all  i'th'  oracle  ,• 
The  feffions  (hall  proceed;  this  is  meer  falfhood. 

Enter  fervant. 

Ser.  My  lord  the  King,  the  King. 

Leo.  What  is  the  bufinefs  ? 

Ser.  O  Sir,  I  fhall  be  hated  to  report  it. 
The  prince  your  Ton,  with  meer  conceit  and  fear 
Of  the  Queen's  fpeed,  is  gone. 

Leo.  How  gone  ? 

Ser.  Is  dead. 

Leo.  Apollo's  angry,  and  the  heav'ns  themfelves 
Do  ftrike  at  my  injuftice.    How  now  there  \         [Her.  faints, 

Pau.  This  news  is  mortal  to  the  Queen:  look  down 
And  fee  what  death  is  doing. 

Leo.  Take  her  hence; 
Her  heart  is  but  o'er-charg'd ;  (he  will  recover. 

[Exeunt  Paulina  and  ladies  with  Hermione, 

SCENE  IV. 

I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  fufpicion : 
'Befeech  you  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  remedies  for  life.    Apollo,  pardon 

Vol.  II.  Fff  f  My 
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My  great  prophanenefs  'gainft  thine  oracle. 

I'll  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes, 

New  woo  my  Queen,  recal  the  good  Camtllo  ; 

(Whom  I  proclaim  a  man  of  truth,  of  mercy) 

For  being  tranfported  by  myjealoufies  j 

To  bloody  thoughts  and  to  revenge,  I  chofe 

Cam'dlo  for  the  minifter,  to  poifbn 

My  friend  Pol'txenes ;  which  had  been  done, 

But  that  the  good  mind  of  Cam'dlo  tardied 

My  fwift  command  ,•  tho'  I  with  death,  and  with 

Reward  did  threaten  and  encourage  him, 

Not  doing  it,  and  being  done;  he  (mod  humane, 

And  fill'd  with  honour)  to  my  kingly  gueft 

Unclafp'd  my  practice,  quit  his  fortunes  here, 

Which  you  knew  great,  and  to  the  certain  hazard 

Of  all  incertainties  himfelf  commended, 

No  richer  than  his  honour  :  how  he  glifters 

Through  my  dark  ruft!  and  how  his  piety 

Does  my  deeds  make  the  blacker! 

scene  v. 

Enter  Paulina. 

Pau.  Woe  the  while: 
O  cut  my  lace,  left  my  heart,  cracking  it, 
Break  too. 

Lord.  What  fit  is  this,  good  lady  ? 

Pau.  What  ftudied  torments,  tyrant,  haft  for  me  ? 
What  wheels  ?  racks  ?  fires  ?  what  flaying  ?  boiling  ?  burning 
In  leads  or  oils  ?  what  old  or  newer  torture 
Muft  I  receive  ?  whofe  every  word  defervcs 
To  tafte  of  thy  moft  worft.     Thy  tyranny 
Together  working  with  thy  Jealoufies, 

^Fancies 
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Fancies  too  weak  for  boys,  too  green  and  idle 

For  girls  of  nine!  O  think  what  they  have  done, 

And  then  run  mad  indeed;  ftark  mad;  for  all 

Thy  by-gone  fooleries  were  but  fpices  of  it. 

That  thou  betray'dft  Polixenes,  'twas  nothing, 

That  did  but  fhew  thee,  of  a  fool,  inconftant, 

And  damnable  ingrateful :  nor  was't  much, 

Thou  would'ft  have  poifon'd  good  Camillo's  honour, 

To  have  him  kill  a  King :  poor  trefpaffes, 

More  monftrous  ftanding  by ;  whereof  I  reckon 

The  cafting  forth  to  crows  thy  baby-daughter, 

To  be,  or  none,  or  little,-  tho'  a  devil 

Would  have  (hed  water  out  of  fire,  ere  don't: 

Nor  is't  directly  laid  to  thee,  the  death 

Of  the  young  prince,  whofe  honourable  thoughts 

(Thoughts  high  for  one  fo  tender)  cleft  the  heart 

That  could  conceive  a  grofs  and  foolifti  fire 

Blemifh'd  his  gracious  dam :  this  is  not,  no, 

Laid  to  thy  anfwer,-   but  the  laft :  O  lords, 

When  I  have  faid,  cry  woe,  the  Queen,  the  Queen, 

The  fweeteft  deareft  creature's  dead  ,•  and  vengeance  for't 

Not  dropt  down  yet. 

Lord.  The  higher  powers  forbid. 

Pan.  I  fay  (he's  dead :  Pll  fwear't.    If  word,  nor  oath 
Prevail  not,  go  and  lee :  if  you  can  bring 
Tincture  or  luftre  in  her  lip,  her  eye 
Heat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  Pll  ferve  you 
As  I  would  do  the  Gods.     '  But,  O  thou  tyrant  I 

*  Doft  not  repent  thefe  things,  for  they  are  heavier 

*  Than  all  thy  woes  can  ftir  ?  therefore  betake  thee 
<  To  nothing  but  defpair.     A  thoufand  knees, 

*  Ten  thoufand  years  together,  naked,  failing, 

*  Upon  a  barren  mountain,  and  ftill  winter 

F  ff  f  2  <In 
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c  In  ftorm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  GoaV 
c  To  look  that  way  thou  wert. 

Leo.  Go  on,  go  on : 
Thou  eanft  not  fpeak  too  much,  I  have  deferv'd 
All  tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft. 

Lord.  Say  no  more  ,• 
Howe'er  the  bufinefs  goes,  you  have  made  fault 
Pth1  boldnefs  of  your  fpeech. 

Pau.  I  am  forry  for't. 
All  faults  I  make,  when  I  mall  come  to  know  them, 
I  do  repent:  alas,  I've  fhewM  too  much 
The  rafhnefs  of  a  woman    he  is  touch'd 
To  th'  noble  heart.     What's  gone  and  what's  paft  help 
Should  be  paft  grief.     Do  not  receive  affliction 
At  my  petition,  I  befeech  you ;  rather 
Let  me  be  puniuVd,  that  have  minded  you 
Of  what  you  mould  forget.    Now,  good  my  liege, 
Sir,  royal  Sir,  forgive  a  foolilh  woman 

The  love  I  bore  your  Queen  lo,  fool  again — • 

I'll  fpeak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  children: 
I'll  not  remember  you  of  my  own  lord, 
Who  is  loft  too.    Take  you  your  patience  to  you, 
And  I'll  fay  nothing. 

Leo.  Thou  didft  fpeak  but  well, 
When  moft  the  truth ;  which  I  receive  much  better 
Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee.     Pr'ythee  bring  me 
To  the  dead  bodies  of  my  Queen  and  fon, 
One  grave  mail  be  for  both.    Upon  them  {hall 
The  caufes  of  their  death  appear  unto 
Our  fhame  perpetual    once  a  day  I'll  vifit 
The  chappel  where  they  lye,  and  tears  fried  there 
Shall  be  my  recreation.     So  long  as  nature 
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Will  bear  up  with  this  exercife,  fo  long 

I  daily  vow  to  ufe  it.    Come  and  lead  me 

To  thefe  forrows.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Changes  to  Bohemia.    A  defart  Country    the  Sea  at  a  little 

dijlance. 

Enter  Antigonus  with  a  Child^  and  a  Manner. 

Ant.  y  p  Hou  art  perfed  then,  our  {hip  hath  touch'd  upon 
JL    The  defarts  of  Bohemia* 

Mar.  Ay,  my  lord,  and  fear 
We've  landed  in  ill  time :  the  skies  look  grimly, 
And  threaten  prefent  blufters.     In  my  confcience, 
The  heav'ns  with  that  we  have  in  hand  are  angry, 
And  frown  upon's. 

Ant.  Their  facred  wills  be  done ;  get  thee  aboard, 
Look  to  thy  bark,  Til  not  be  long  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

Mar.  Make  your  beft  hafte,  and  go  not 
Too  far  i'th'  land    'tis  like  to  be  loud  weather. 
Befides,  this  place  is  famous  for  the  creatures 
Of  prey  that  keep  upon't. 

Ant,  Go  thou  away. 
I'll  follow  inftantly. 

Mar.  I'm  glad  at  heart 
To  be  fo  rid  o'th'  bufinefs.  [Exit, 

Ant.  Come,  poor  babe; 
I  have  heard,  but  not  believ'd,  the  fpirits  o'th'  dead 
May  walk  again  ;  if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  mother 
Appear'd  to  me  laft  night ;  for  ne'er  was  dream 
So  like  a  waking.    To  me  comes  a  creature^ 

Sometimes 
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Sometimes  her  head  on  one  fide,  fome  another, 

I  never  faw  a  veffei  of  like  forrow 

So  fill'd,  and  fo  becoming  j  in  pure  white  robes, 

Like  very  fan&ity,  (he  did  approach 

My  cabin  where  I  lay,-  thrice  bow'd before  me, 

And,  gafping  to  begin  fome  fpeech,  her  eyes 

Became  two  fpouts  j  the  fury  fpent,  anon 

Did  this  break  from  her.    Good  Antigonus^ 

Since  fate,  againft  thy  better  difpofition, 

Hath  made  thy  perfon  for  the  thrower-out 

Of  my  poor  babe,  according  to  thine  oath, 

Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia, 

There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying ;  and,  for  the  babe 

Is  counted  loft  for  ever  and  ever,  Perdita 

I  pr'ythee  call't.    For  this  ungentle  bufinefs 

Put  on  thee,  by  my  lord,  thou  ne'er  (halt  fee 

Thy  wife  Paulina  more.    And  fo,  with  fhrieks , 

She  melted  into  air.    Affrighted  much, 

I  did  in  time  collect  my  felf,  and  thought 

This  was  fo,  and  no  {lumber :  dreams  are  toys, 

Yet  for  this  once,  yea  luperftitioufly, 

I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this.    I  do  believe 

Hermione  hath  fuffer'd  death,  and  that 

Apollo  would,  this  being  indeed  the  iffue 

Of  King  Polixenes,  it  fhould  here  be  laid, 

Either  for  life  or  death,  upon  the  earth 

Of  its  right  father.    Bloffom,  fpeed  thee  well, 

[Laying  doivn  the  Child. 
There  lye,  and  there  thy  character :  there  thefe,, 
Which  may,  if  fortune  pleafe,  both  breed  thee,  pretty  one, 
And  ftill  reft  thine.     The  ftorm  begins ;  poor  wretch, 
That  for  thy  mother's  fault  art  thus  expos'd 
To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow.    Weep  I  cannot, 

But 
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But  my  heart  bleeds :  and  mod  accurft  am  I 

To  be  by  oath  enjoin'd  to  this.  Farewel. 

The  day  frowns  more  and  more ;  thou  art  like  to  have 

A  lullaby  too  rough  :  I  never  faw 

The  heav'ns  fo  dim  by  day.    A  favage  clamour ! 

Well  may  I  get  aboard :  this  is  the  chace, 

I  am  gone  for  ever.  [Exit  pnrfited  by  a  bear. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  an  old  Shepherd. 

Shep.  I  would  there  were  no  age  between  ten  and  three  and 
twenty,  or  that  youth  would  fleep  out  the  reft :  for  there  is  no- 
thing in  the  between  but  getting  wenches  with  child,  wronging 

the  ancientry,  ftealing,  fighting —  hark  you  now  would  any 

but  thefe  boil'd  brains  of  nineteen  and  two  and  twenty  hunt  this 
weather  ?  they  have  fcar'd  away  two  of  my  beft  fheep,  which  I 
fear  the  wolf  will  (boner  find  than  the  mafter ;  if  any  where  I  have 
them,  'tis  by  the  fea-fide,  brouzing  of  ivy.  Good  luck,  and't 
be  thy  will,  what  have  we  here?  [Taking  up  the  child]  Mercy 
on's,  abarne!  a  very  pretty  barne!  a  boy  or  a  child,  I  wonder! 
a  pretty  one,  a  very  pretty  one,  fure  fome  'fcape :  rho'  I  am  not 
bookifh,  yet  I  can  read  waiting-gentlewoman  in  the  'fcape.  This 
has  been  fome  ftair-work,  fbme  trunk-work,  fome  behind-door- 
work  :  they  were  warmer  that  got  this,  than  the  poor  thing  is 
here.  I'll  take  it  up  for  pity,  yet  I'll  tarry  'till  my  fon  come : 
he  hollow'd  but  even  now.    Whoa,  ho-hoa. 

Enter  Clown. 

Go.  Hilloa,  loa. 

Shep.  What,  art  fo  near  ?  if  thoult  fee  a  thing  to  talk  on  when 
x\  m  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither.    What  aiPft  thou,  man  ? 
Go.  I  have  feen  two  fuch  fights,  by  fea  and  by  land ;  but  I 
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am  not  to  fay  it  is  a  fea,   for  it  is  now  the  sky  j  betwixt  the 
firmament  and  it  you  cannot  thruft  a  bodkin's  point. 
Shep.  Why  boy,  how  is  it  ? 

Clo.  I  would  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how  it  rages,  how 
it  takes  up  the  more but  that's  not  to  the  point ;  oh  the  moft 
piteous  cry  of  the  poor  fouls,  fometimes  to  fee  'em,  and  not  to 
fee  'em:  now  the  {hip  boring  the  moon  with  her  main-mad, 
and  anon  fwallow'd  with  yeft  and  froth,  as  you'd  thruft  a  cork 
into  a  hogfhead.  And  then  the  land-fervice,  to  fee  how  the 
bear  tore  out  his  fhoulder-bone,  how  he  cry'd  to  me  for  help, 
and  faid  his  name  was  Anugonus,  a  nobleman.  But  to  make  an 
end  of  the  (hip,  to  fee  how  the  fea  flap-dragon'd  it.  But  firft, 
how  the  poor  fouls  roar'd,  and  the  fea  mock'd  them.  And  how 
the  poor  gentleman  roar'd,  and  the  bear  mock'd  him,  both  roar- 
ing louder  than  the  fea,  or  weather. 

Shep.  Name  of  mercy,  when  was  this,  boy  ? 
Clo.   Now,  now,  I  have  not  winked  fince  I  faw  thefe  fights, 
the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water,   nor  the  bear  half  dined 
on  the  gentleman  ;  he's  at  it  now. 

Shep.  Would  I  had  been  by  to  have  help'd  the  old  man. 
Clo.   I  would  you  had  been  by  the  fhip-fide,   to  have  help'd 
her,  there  your  charity  would  have  lack'd  footing. 

Shep.  Heavy  matters,  heavy  matters !  but  look  thee  here,  boy. 
Now  blefsthy  felfj  thou  meet'ft  with  things  dying,  I  w  ith  things 
new  born.  Here's  a  fight  for  thee  j  look  thee,  a  bearing-cloth 
for  a  fquire's  child !  look  thee  here ;  take  up,  take  up,  boy, 
open't  ,•  fo,  let's  fee :  it  was  told  me  I  mould  be  rich  by  the  fairies. 
This  is  fome  changling  ;  open't  •  what's  within,  boy  ? 

Clo.  You're  a  mad  old  man  ;  if  the  fins 'of  your  youth  are  for- 
given you,  you're  well  to  live.     Gold,  all  gold. 

Shep.  This  is  fairy  gold,  boy,  and  'twill  prove  fo.  Up  with 
it,  keep  it  clofe :  home,  home,  the  next  way.     We  are  lucky, 
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boy,  and  to  be  fb  ftill  requires  nothing  but  fecrefie.  Let  my 
flieep  go :  come,  good  boy,  the  next  way  home. 

Clo.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  findings,  I'll  go  fee 
if  the  bear  be  gone  from  the  gentleman,  and  how  much  he 
hath  eaten :  they  are  never  curfl,  but  when  they  are  hungry : 
if  there  be  any  of  him  left,  I'll  bury  it. 

Shep.  That's  a  good  deed.  If  thou  may'ft  difcern  by  that 
which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  th'  fight  of  him. 

Clo.  Marry  will  I,  and  you  (hall  help  to  put  him  i'th* 
ground. 

Shep.  'Tis  a  lucky  day,  boy,  and  we'll  do  good  deeds  on't. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT   IV.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Time.    The  Chorus. 
T  i  m  F. 

That  pleafe  fome,  try  all,  both  joy  and  terror 
Of  good  and  bad,  that  make  and  unfold  error  | 
Now  take  upon  me,  in  the  name  of  Time, 
To  ufe  my  wings.     Impute  it  not  a  crime 
To  me,  or  my  fwift  paflfage,  that  I  Aide 
O'er  fixteen  years,  and  leave  the  growth  untry'd 
Of  that  wide  gap  -y  fince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  o'erthrow  law,  and  in  one  felf-born  hour 
To  plant  and  o'er-whelm  cuftom.     Let  me  pais 
The  fame  I  am,  ere  ancient'ft  order  was, 
Or  what  is  now  receiv'd.    I  witnefs  to 
The  times  that  brought  them  in,  fo  mall  I  do 
To  th'  frefheft  things  now  reigning,  and  make  ftale 
The  glittering  of  this  prefent,  as  my  tale 
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Now  feems  to  it :  your  patience  this  allowing, 

I  turn  my  glafs,  and  give  my  fcene  fuch  growing 

As  you  had  flept  between.     Leontes  leaving 

Th'  effects  of  his  fond  jealoufies  fo  grieving 

That  he  {huts  up  himfelf  -y  imagine  me, 

Gentle  fpectators,  that  I  now  may  be 

In  fair  Bohemia,  and  remember  well, 

I  mention  here  a  fbn  o'th'  King's,  whom  Flortzel 

I  now  name  to  you,  and  with  fpeed  fb  pace 

To  fpeak  of  Perdita,  now  grown  in  grace 

Equal  with  wondring.    What  of  her  enfues 

I  lift  not  prophefie.    But  let  Time's  news 

Be  known  when  'tis  brought  forth.     A  fhepherd's  daughter, 

And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after, 

Is  th'  argument  of  time  -y  of  this  allow, 

If  ever  you  have  fpent  time  worfe  ere  now: 

If  never,  yet  that  Time  himfelf  doth  fay, 

He  wiiTies  earneftly  you  never  may.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Court  of  Bohemia. 
Enter  Polixenes  and  Camillo. 

Pol.  T  Pray  thee,  good  Camilloy  be  no  more  importunate,-  'tis 
X  a  ficknefs  denying  thee  any  thing,  a  death  to  grant 

this. 

Cam.  It  is  fifteen  years  fince  I  faw  my  country  y-  though  I 
have  for  the  moft  part  been  aired  abroad,  I  defire  to  lay  my 
bones  there.  Befides,  the  penitent  King,  my  mafter,  hath 
fent  for  me,  to  whofe  feeling  fbrrows  I  might  be  fome  allay, 
or  I  o'erween  to  think  fb,  which  is  another  fpur  to  my  depar- 
ture. 

Pol. 
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Pol.  As  thou  lov'ft  me,  Cam'tllo,  wipe  not  out  the  reft  of  thy 
fervices  by  leaving  me  now  j  the  need  I  have  of  thee,  thine 
own  goodnefs  hath  made :  better  not  to  have  had  thee,  than 
thus  to  want  thee.  Thou  having  made  me  bufineffes,  which 
none,  without  thee,  can  fufficiently  manage,  muft  either  (lay  to 
execute  them  thy  felf,  or  take  away  with  thee  the  very  fervices 
thou  haft  done  j  which  if  I  have  not  enough  confidered,  as 
too  much  I  cannot,  to  be  more  thankful  to  thee  (hall  be  my 
ftudy,  and  my  profit  therein,  the  heaping  friendfhips.  Of  that 
fatal  country  Sic'ilia,  pr'ythee  (peak  no  more,  whofe  very  na- 
ming punifhes  me  with  the  remembrance  of  that  penitent,  as 
thou  call'ft  him,  and  reconciled  King  my  brother,  whofe  lofs 
of  his  moft  precious  Queen  and  children  are  even  now  to  be 
afrefli  lamented.  Say  to  me,  when  faw'ft  thou  the  prince  Flo- 
rlzel  my  fon  ?  Kings  are  no  lefs  unhappy,  their  ilTue  not  be- 
ing gracious,  than  they  are  in  lofing  them,  when  they  have 
approved  their  virtues. 

Cam.  Sir,  it  is  three  days  fince  I  faw  the  prince ;  what  his 
happier  affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown  :  but  I  have  (miA 
fingly)  noted,  he  is  of  late  much  retired  from  court,  and  is 
lefs  frequent  to  his  princely  exercifes  than  formerly  he  hath 
appear'd. 

Pol.  I  have  confider'd  fo  much,  Camillo,  and  with  fbme  care  fo 
far,  that  I  have  eyes  under  my  fervice,  which  look  upon  his 
removednefs  ;  from  whom  I  have  this  intelligence,  that  he  is 
feldom  from  the  houfe  of  a  moft  homely  fhepherd  ,•  a  man, 
they  fay,  that  from  very  nothing,  and  beyond  the  imagina- 
tion of  his  neighbours,  is  grown  into  an  unfpeakable  eftate. 

Cam.  I  have  heard,  Sir,  of  fuch  a  man,  who  hath  a  daugh- 
•  ter  of  moft  rare  note  j  the  report  of  her  is  extended  more  than 
can  be  thought  to  begin  from  fuch  a  cottage. 

Pol.  That's  likewife  part  of  my  intelligence  $  but,  I  fear,  the 
angle  that  plucks  our  fon  thither.   Thou  fhalt  accompany  us  to 
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the  place,  where  we  will  (not  appearing  what  we  are)  have 
fome  queftion  with  the  fhepherd;  from  whofe  fimplicity,  I 
think  it  not  uneafie  to  get  the  caufe  of  my  fon's  refbrt  thi- 
ther. Pr'ythee  be  my  prefent  partner  in  this  bufinefs,  and  lay 
afide  the  thoughts  of  Slcllla. 

Cam.  I  willingly  obey  your  command. 

Pol  My  beft  Camlllo,  we  muft  difguife  our  felves.  [Exeunt. 

scene  in. 

The  Country. 
Enter  Autolicus  fmglng. 

When  daffadlls  begin  to  peere 

W'tth  heigh  the  doxy  over  the  dale, 
Why  then  comes  In  the  fweet  6>  th1  year  : 

For  the  red  blood  reigns  In  the  winter's  pale* 

The  white  JJoeet  bleaching  on  the  hedge. 

With  hey  the  fweet  birds ,  0  how  they  Jingi 

Doth  fet  my  pugging  tooth  an  edge, 
For  a  quart  of  ale  is  a  dlfh  for  a  King. 

The  lark  with  tlrra  lyra  chaunts, 

With  hey,  with  hey  the  thrujh  and  the  jay : 

Are  fummer  fongs  for  me  and  my  aunts, 
While  we  lye  tumbling  in  the  hay. 

I  have  ferved  prince  Florlzely  and  in  my  time  wore  three  pile^ 
but  now  I  am  out  of  fervice. 

But  /hall  I  go  mourn  for  that,  my  dear} 

The  pale  moon  Jhlnes  by  night: 
And  when  I  wander  here  and  there > 

1  then  do  qo  moll  right. 

If 
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If  tinkers  may  have  leave  to  live, 

And  bear  the  fow-skin  budget, 
Then  my  account  I  well  may  give, 

And  in  the  flocks  avouch  it. 

My  traffick  is  meets;  when  the  kite  builds,  look  to  IdTer  lin« 
nen.  My  father  nam'd  me  Autolicus,  who  being,  as  I  am, 
litter'd  under  Mercury,  was  likewife  a  fnapper-up  of  unconfider'd 
trifles :  with  die  and  drab,  I  purchas'd  this  caparrfbn,  and  my 
revenue  is  the  filly  cheat.  Gallows  and  knock,  are  too  pow- 
erful on  the  high-way,  beating  and  hanging  are  terrors  to 
me :  for  the  life  to  come,  I  fleep  out  the  thought  of  it.  A 
prize!  a  prize! 

Enter  Clown, 

Go.  Let  me  fee,  every  eleven  weather  tods,  every  tod  yields 
pound  and  odd  (hilling ,  fifteen  hundred  morn,  what  comes 
the  wooll  to? 

Ant.  If  the  fprindge  hold,  the  cock's  mine.  [Afide. 

Clo.  I  cannot  do't  without  compters.  Let  me  fee,  what  am 
I  to  buy  for  our  meep-fhearing  feaft  ?  three  pound  of  fugar,  five 

pound  of  currants,  rice  what  will  this  fifter  of  mine  do  with 

rice?  but  my  father  hath  made  her  miftrels  of  the  feaft,  and 
(he  lays  it  on.  She  hath  made  me  four  and  twenty  nofe- 
gays  for  the  {hearers  -y  three-man  long-men  all,  and  very  good 
ones,  but  they  are  mod  of  them  means  and  bafes  $  but  one 
puritan  among  them,  and  he  fings  pfalms  to  horn-pipes.  I 

muft  have  faffron  to  colour  the  warden-pies,  mace —  dates  

none  that's  out  of  my  note  :  nutmegs,  feven    a  race  or  two 

of  ginger,  but  that  I  may  beg  ,•  four  pound  of  prunes,  and  as 
many  raifins  o'  th'  fun. 

Aut.  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  born.       [Groveling  on  the  ground. 

Clo,  V  th'  name  of  me  

Aut. 
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Aut.  Oh  help  me,  help  me  :  pluck  but  off  thefe  rags,  and 
then  death,  death  

Clo.  Alack,  poor  foul,  thou  haft  need  of  more  rags  to  lay  on 
thee,  rather  than  have  thefe  off. 

Aut.  Oh,  Sir,  the  loathfomnels  of  them  offends  me,  more 
than  the  ftripes  I  have  receiv'd,  which  are  mighty  ones,  and 
millions. 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  man !  a  million  of  beating  may  come  to  a 
great  matter. 

Aut.  I  am  robb'd,  Sir,  and  beaten  ;  my  mony  and  apparel 
ta'en  from  me,  and  thefe  deteftable  things  put  upon  me. 

Clo.  What,  by  a  horfe-man,  or  a  foot-man  ? 

Aut.  A  foot-man,  fweet  Sir,  a  foot-man. 

Clo.  Indeed,  he  mould  be  a  foot-man,  by  the  garments  he 
has  left  with  thee,-  if  this  be  a  horfe-man's  coat,  it  hath  feenvery 
hot  fervice.  Lend  me  thy  hand,  I'll  help  thee.  Come,  lend 
me  thy  hand.  [Helping  htm  up. 

Aut.  Oh !  good  Sir,  tenderly,  oh ! 

Clo,  Alas,  poor  foul. 

Aut.  O  good  Sir,  foftly,  good  Sir :  I  fear,  Sir,  my  moulder- 
blade  is  out. 

Clo.  How  now  ?  canft  ftand  ? 

Aut.  Softly,  dear  Sir,-  good  Sir,  foftly;  you  ha'  done  me  a 
•charitable  office. 

Clo.  Doft  lack  any  mony  ?  I  have  a  little  mony  for  thee. 

Aut.  No,  good  fweet  Sir  :  no,  I  befeech  you,  Sir ;  I  have  a 
kinfman  not  paft  three  quarters  of  a  mile  hence,  unto  whom  I 
was  going;  I  (hall  there  have  mony,  or  any  thing  I  want:  offer 
me  no  mony,  I  pray  you,  that  kills  my  heart. 

Clo.  What  manner  of  fellow  was  he  that  robb'd  you  ? 

Aut.  A  fellow,  Sir,  that  I  have  known  to  go  about  with  trol- 
my-dames :  I  knew  him  once  a  fervant  of  the  prince ;  I  cannot  tell, 

good 
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good  Sir,  for  which  of  his  virtues  it  was,  but  he  was  certainly 
whipp'd  out  of  the  court. 

Clo.  His  vices,  you  would  fay,-  there's  no  virtue  whipp'd  out 
of  the  court;  they  cherifli  it  to  make  it  (lay  there,  and  yet  it 
will  no  more  but  abide. 

Aut.  Vices  I  would  fay,  Sir.  I  know  this  man  well,  he  hath 
been  fince  an  ape-bearer,  then  a  procefs-ferver,  a  bailiff  j  then 
he  compaft  a  motion  of  the  prodigal  fon,  and  married  a  tinker's 
wife  within  a  mile  where  my  land  and  living  lyes  ;  and  having 
flown  over  many  knavilh  profeflions,  he  fettled  only  in  rogue; 
fome  call  him  Autolicus. 

Clo.  Out  upon  him,  prig!  for  my  life  prig;  he  haunts  wakes, 
fairs,  and  bear-baitings. 

Aut.  Very  true,  Sir ;  he,  Sir,  he  \  that's  the  rogue  that  put 
me  into  his  apparel. 

Clo.  Not  a  more  cowardly  rogue  in  all  Bohemia ;  if  you  had 
but  look'd  big,  and  fpit  at  him,  he'd  have  run. 

Aut.  I  muft  confels  to  you,  Sir,  I  am  no  fighter,-  I  am  falfe 
of  heart  that  way,  and  that  he  knew  I  warrant  him. 

Clo.  How  do  you  do  now  ? 

Aut.  Sweet  Sir,  much  better  than  I  was;  I  can  ftand,  and 
walk ;  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you,  and  pace  foftly  towards 
my  kinfman's. 

Clo.  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  thy  way  ? 

Aut.  No,  good  fac'd  Sir ;  no,  fweet  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  farewel,  I  muft  go  to  buy  Ipices  for  our  fheep-mear- 
ing.  [Exit. 

Aut.  Pro/per  you,  fweet  Sir.  Your  purfe  is  not  hot  enough 
to  purchafe  your  fpice.  I'll  be  with  you  at  your  meep-fhearing 
too :  if  I  make  not  this  cheat  bring  out  another,  and  the  iliear- 
ers  prove  (heep,  let  me  be  unrol'd,  and  my  name  put  into  the 
book  of  virtue. 
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song. 

Jog  on,  jog  on,  the  foot-path  way, 

And  merrily  hent  the  flile-a. 
A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day, 

Tour  fad  tires  in  a  mile-a.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Florizel  and  Perdita. 

Flo.  Thefe  your  unufual  weeds  to  each  part  of  you 
Does  give  a  life :  no  fhepherdefs  but  Flora, 
Peering  in  April's  front.   This  your  meep-fhearing 
Is  as  a  meeting  of  the  petty  gods, 
And  you  the  Queen  on't. 

Per.  Sir,  my  gracious  lord, 
To  chide  at  your  extreams  it  not  becomes  me : 
Oh  pardon,  that  I  name  them  :  your  high  felf, 
The  gracious  mark  o'th'  land,  you  have  obfcur'd 
With  a  fwain's  wearing  ->  and  me,  poor  lowly  maid, 
Mod  goddefs-like  prank'd  up.    But  that  our  feafts 
In  every  mete  have  folly,  and  the  feeders 

Digeft  it  with  a  cuftom,  I  mould  blufh 

To  fee  you  fo  attired    fworn  I  think, 

To  mew  my  felf  a  glafs. 
Flo.  I  blefs  the  time 

When  my  good  falcon  made  her  flight  a-crofs 

Thy  father's  ground. 

Per.  Now  Jove  afford  you  caufej 

To  me  the  difference  forges  dread,  your  greatnefs 

Hath  not  been  us'd  to  fear  •>  even  now  I  tremble 

To  think  your  father,  by  fome  accident, 

Should  pafs  this  way,  as  you  did :  oh  the  fates, 

How 
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How  would  he  look  to  fee  his  work,  fo  noble, 
Vildly  bound  up !  what  would  he  fay !  or  how 
Should  I  in  thefe  my  borrow'd  flaunts  behold 
The  fternnefs  of  his  prefence? 

Flo.  Apprehend 
Nothing  but  jollity:  the  Gods  themfelves, 
Humbling  their  deities  to  love,  have  taken 
The  (hapes  of  beads  upon  them.  Jupiter 
Became  a  bull,  and  bellow'd  -y  the  green  Neptune 
A  ram,  and  bleated  ,•  and  the  fire-rob'd  God, 
Golden  Apollo,  a  poor  humble  fwain, 
As  I  feem  now.     Their  transformations 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  beauty  rarer, 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chafte;  fince  my  defires 
Run  not  before  mine  honour,  nor  my  lufts 
Burn  hotter  than  my  faith. 

Per.  O,  but  dear  Sir, 
Your  refolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 
Oppos'd,  as  it  muft  be,  by  th'  pow'r  o'  th'  King. 
One  of  thefe  two  muft  be  neceflities, 

Which  then  will  ipeak,  that  you  muft  change  this  purpofe. 
Or  I  my  life. 

Flo.  Thou  deareft  Perdita9 
With  thefe  fore'd  thoughts  I  pr'ythee  darken  not 
The  mirth  o'  th*  feaft;  or  I'll  be  thine,  my  fair, 
Or  not  my  father's.    For  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 
I  be  not  thine.    To  this  I  am  moft  conftant, 
Tho'  deftiny  fay  no.     Be  merry,  gentle, 
Strangle  fuch  thoughts  as  thefe,  with  any  thing 
Tliat  you  behold  the  while.    Your  guefts  are  coming : 
Lift  up  your  countenance,  as  'twere  the  day 
Of  celebration  of  that  nuptial,  which 

Vol.  II.  Hhhh  We 


610  The  WinterV  Tale. 

We  two  have  fworn  mall  come. 

Per.  O  lady  fortune, 
Stand  you  aufpicious. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Shepherd,  Clown,  Mopfa,  Dorcas,  Servants ;  with 
Polixenes  and  Camillo  difguifd. 

Flo.  See,  your  guefts  approach  ; 
Addrefs  your  felf  to  entertain  them  fprightly, 
And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shep.  Fie,  daughter  ;  when  my  old  wife  liv'd,  upon 
This  day  (he  was  both  pander,  butler,  cook, 
Both  dame  and  fervant;  welcom'd  all,  ferv'd  all; 
Would  fin g  her  fong,  and  dance  her  turn;  now  here 
At  upper  end  o'th' table,  now  i'th'  middle; 
On  his  moulder,  and  his ;  her  face  o'  foe 
With  labour;  and  the  things  fhe  took  to  quench  it 
She  would  to  each  one  fip.     You  are  retired, 
As  if  you  were  a  feafted  one,  and  not 
The  hoftefs  of  the  meeting :  pray  you  bid 
Thefe  unknown  friends  to's  welcome,  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  friends,  more  known. 
Come,  quench  your  blufhes,  and  prefent  your  felf 
That  which  you  are,  miltrefs  o'th'  feaft.     Come  on, 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  meep-fhearing, 
As  your  good  flock  fhali  profper. 

Per.  Sirs,  welcome.  [To  Pol.  and  Cam. 

It  is  my  father's  will,  I  mould  take  on  me 
The  hoftefs  (hip  o'th' day;  you're  welcome,  Sirs. 
Give  me  thofe  flowers  there,  Dorcas.    Reverend  Sirs,  ^ 
For  you  there's  rofemary  and  rue,  thefe  keep 
Seeming  and  favour  all  the  winter  long  : 
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Grace  and  remembrance  be  unto  you  both, 
And  welcome  to  our  {hearing. 

Pol.  Shepherded, 
A  fair  one  are  you,  well  you  fit  our  ages 
With  flowers  of  winter. 

Per.  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient, 
Nor  yet  on  fummer's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 
Of  trembling  winter,  the  faireft  flowers  o*  th'  feafon 
Are  our  carnations,  and  ftreak'd  gilly-flowers, 
Which  fbme  call  nature's  baftards    of  that  kind 
Our  ruftick  garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 
To  get  flips  of  them. 

Pol.  Wherefore,  gentle  maiden, 
Do  you  neglect  them  ? 

Per.  For  I  have  heard  it  faid, 
There  is  an  art,  which  in  their  pidenefs  lhares 
With  great  creating  nature. 

Pol.  Say  there  be, 
Yet  nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean, 
But  nature  makes  that  mean ;  Co  over  that  art, 
Which  you  fay  adds  to  nature,  is  an  art 
That  nature  makes,-  you  fee,  fweet  maid,  we  marry 
A  gentler  fcyon  to  the  wildeft  ftock, 
And  make  conceive  a  bark  of  bafer  kind 
By  bud  of  nobler  race.    This  is  an  art 
Which  does  mend  nature,  change  it  rather ;  but 
The  art  it  felf  is  nature. 

Per.  So  it  is. 

Pol.  Then  make  your  garden  rich  in  gillyflowers, 
And  do  not  call  them  baftards. 

Per.  I'll  not  put 
The  f  dibble  in  earth,  to  fet  one  flip  of  them : 
No  more  than  were  I  painted,  I  would  wifh 
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This  youth  mould  fay  'twere  well ;  and  only  therefore 
Defire  to  breed  by  me.     Here's  flowers  for  you ; 
Hot  lavender,  mints,  favoury,  marjoram, 
The  mary-gold,  that  goes  to  bed  with  th'fun, 
And  with  him  rifes,  weeping :  thefe  are  flowers 
Of  middle  fummer,  and,  I  think,  they  are  given 
To  men  of  middle  age.    Y'are  welcome. 

Cam.  I  mould  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  flock, 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

Per.  Out  alas  ,• 
You'd  be  fo  lean,  that  blafts  of  January 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through.     Now  my  faireft  friends, 
I  would  I  had  fome  flowers  o'  th'  fpring,  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day ;  and  yours,  and  yours, 
That  wear  upon  your  virgin-branches  yet 
Your  maiden-heads  growing:  O  Proferpina, 
For  the  flowers  now,  that,  frighted,  thou  let'ft  fall 
From  Diss  waggon  !  daffadils, 
That  come  before  the  fwallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty  -y  violets  dim, 
But  fweeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes, 
Or  Cytherea's  breath  ;  pale  primrofes, 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phoebus  in  his  ftrength,  a  malady 
Moft  incident  to  maids  ,•  bold  oxlips,  and 
The  crown-imperial  -}  lillies  of  all  kinds, 
The  flower-de-lis  being  one.     O  thefe  I  lack 
To  make  you  garlands  of,  and  my  fweet  friend 
To  ftraw  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

Flo.  What  ?  like  a  coarfe  ? 

Per.  No,  like  a  bank,  for  love  to  lie  and  play  on ; 
Not  like  a  coarfe ;  or  if,  not  to  be  buried 
But  *juick,  and  in  mine  arms.    Come,  take  your  flowers, 
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Methinks  I  play  as  I  have  feen  them  do 

In  Whitlbn  paftorals :  fure  this  robe  of  mine 

Does  change  my  difpofition. 

Flo.  What  you  do, 
Still  betters  what  is  done.    When  you  ipeak,  fweet, 
I'd  have  you  do  it  ever,-  when  you  ling, 
I'd  have  you  buy  and  fell  fo ,-  fo  give  alms  ,- 
Pray  fo ;  and  for  the  ord'ring  your  affairs, 
To  fing  them  too.    When  you  do  dance,  I  wifh  you 
A  wave  o'th'  fea,  that  you  might  ever  do 
Nothing  but  that ;  move  ftill,  ftill  fo, 
And  own  no  other  function.    Each  your  doing, 
So  lingular  in  each  particular, 
Crowns  what  you're  doing  in  the  prefent  deeds3 
That  all  your  acts  are  Queens. 

Per.  O  Doricles, 
Your  praifes  are  too  large,-  but  that  your  youth 
And  the  true  blood  which  peeps  forth  fairly  through 
Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unftain'd  mepherd, 
With  wifdom  I  might  fear,  my  Doricles, 
You  woo'd  me  the  falfe  way. 

Flo.  I  think  you  have 
As  little  skill  to  fear,  as  I  have  purpofe 
To  put  you  to't  .    But  come,  our  dance  I  pray  ,- 
Your  hand,  my  Perchta-,  fo  turtles  pair 
That  never  mean  to  part. 

Per.  I'll  fwear  for  'em. 

Pol.  This  is  the  pettieft  low-born  late  that  ever 
Ran  on  the  green-ford  $  nothing  me  does,  or  feems5 
But  fmacks  of  fomething  greater  than  her  fel£ 
Too  noble  for  this  place. 

Cam.  He  tells  her  fomething 
That  makes  her  blood  look  on't :  good  footh  (he  is 
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The  Queen  of  curds  and  cream. 
Clo.  Come  on,  ftrike  up. 

Dor.  Mop/a  mud  be  your  miftrefs ;  marry  garlick  to  mend 
her  killing  with. 

Mop.  Now  in  good  time. 

Clo.  Not  a  word,  a  word,  we  (land  upon  our  manners,  come 
ftrike  up. 

Here  a  dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdess. 

Pol.  Pray,  good  fhepherd,  what  fair  fwain  is  this 
Who  dances  with  your  daughter  ? 

Shep.  They  call  him  Dorkles,  and  he  boafts  himfelf 
To  have  a  worthy  feeding  ■  but  I  have  it 
Upon  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it ; 
He  looks  like  footh  >  he  fays  he  loves  my  daughter, 
I  think  fo  too ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 
Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  (land  and  read 
As  'twere  my  daughter's  eyes :  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  think  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  chufe 
Who  loves  another  beft. 

Pol.   She  dances  featly. 

Shep.  So  (he  does  any  thing,  tho5  I  report  it 
That  mould  be  filentj  if  young  Dorkles 
Do  light  upon  her,  (lie  (hall  bring  him  that 
Which  he  not  dreams  of. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  O  matter,  if  you  did  but  hear  the  pedler  at  the  door, 
you  would  never  dance  again  after  a  tabor  and  pipe:  no,  the  bag- 
pipe could  not  move  you ;  he  fings  feveral  tunes  fafter  than  you'll 

tell 
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tell  mony ;  he  utters  them  as  he  had  eaten  ballads,  and  all  mens 
ears  grow  to  his  tunes. 

Clo.  He  could  never  come  better  he  (hall  come  in ;  I  love 
a  ballad  but  even  too  well,  if  it  be  doleful  matter  merrily  fet  down  ; 
or  a  very  pleafant  thing  indeed,  and  fung  lamentably. 

Ser.  He  hath  fongs  for  man  or  woman  of  all  fizes  -y  no  milliner 
can  fo  fit  his  cuftomers  with  gloves:  he  has  the  prettied  love- 
fongs  for  maids,  fo  without  bawdry,  (which  is  ftrange)  with  fuch 
delicate  burthens  of  dildos  and  fapings :  jump  her  and  thump 
her :  and  where  Tome  ftretch-mouth'd  rafcal  would,  as  it  were, 
mean  mifchief,  and  break  a  foul  gap  into  the  matter,  he  makes 
the  maid  to  anfwer,  IVhop,  do  me  noharmy  good man  -}  puts  him 
off,  flights  him,  with  Whop,  do  me  no  harm,  good  man. 

Pol.  This  is  a  brave  fellow. 

Ch.  Believe  me,  thou  talkeft  of  an  admirable  conceited  fellow, 
has  he  any  unbraided  wares  ? 

Ser.  He  hath  ribbons  of  all  the  colours  i'th'  rainbow;  points, 
more  than  all  the  lawyers  in  Bohemia  can  learnedly  handle,  tho' 
they  come  to  him  by  the  grofs:  inkles,  caddiffes,  cambricks, 
lawns  ,•  why  he  fings  'em  over,  as  they  were  gods  or  goddelTes  $ 
you  would  think  a  fmock  were  a  me-angel,  he  fo  chants  to  the 
fleeve-hand,  and  the  work  about  the  fquare  on't. 

Clo.   Pr'ythee  bring  him  in,  and  let  him  approach  ringing. 

Per.  Forewarn  him  that  he  ufe  no  fcurrilous  words  in's  tunes. 

Clo.  You  have  of  thefe  pedlars  that  have  more  in  them  than 
you'd  think,  lifter. 

Per.  Ay,  good  brother,  or  go  about  to  think. 

Enter  Autolicus  fmging. 

Lawn  as  white  as  driven  fnow, 
Cyprus  black  as  e'er  was  crow ; 
Gloves  as  fweet  as  damask  rofesy 
Masks  for  faces,  and  for  nofes  -} 

Bugle-  ~ 
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Bugle-bracelets,  neck-lace  amber. 

Perfume  for  a  lady's  chamber: 

Golden  quoifs,  and  ftomachers, 

For  my  lads  to  give  their  dears : 

Pins,  and  poaking  flicks  of ft  eel, 

What  maids  lack  from  head  to  heel : 

Come  buy  of  me,  come :  come  buy,  come  buy, 
Buy  lads,  or  elfe  your  lajfes  cry :  come  buy. 

Clo.  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopfa,  thou  fhould'ft  take  no 
mony  of  me  $  but  being  enthrall'd  as  I  am,  it  will  alfo  be  the 
bondage  of  certain  ribbons  and  gloves. 

Mop,  I  was  promis'd  them  againft  the  feaft,  but  they  come 
not  too  late  now. 

Dor.  He  hath  promis'd  you  more  than  that,  or  there  be  liars. 

Mop.  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promis'd  you  :  'may  be  he  has 
paid  you  more,  which  will  fhame  you  to  give  him  again. 

Clo.  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  maids  ?  will  they  wear  their 
plackets  where  they  mould  bear  their  faces  ?  is  there  not  milking- 
time,  when  you  are  going  to  bed,  or  kill-hole,  to  whiftle  of  thefe 
fecrets,  but  you  muft  be  tittle-tatling  before  all  our  guefts  ?  'tis 
well  they  are  whifpring  :  clamour  your  tongues,  and  not  a  word 
more. 

Mop.  I  have  done :  come,  you  promis'd  me  a  tawdry  lace, 
and  a  pair  of  fweet  gloves. 

Clo.  Have  I  not  told  thee  how  I  was  cozen'd  by  the  way,  and 
loft  all  my  mony  ? 

Aut.  And  indeed,  Sir,  there  are  cozeners  abroad,  therefore  it 
behoves  men  to  be  wary. 

Clo.  Fear  not  thou,  man,  thou  (halt  lofe  nothing  here. 

Aut.  I  hope  fb,  Sir,  for  I  have  about  me  many  parcels  of  charge. 

Clo.  What  haft  here?  ballads? 

Mop. 
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Mop.  Pray  now  buy  fbme,  I  love  a  ballad  in  print,  or  a  life, 
for  then  we  are  lure  they  are  true. 

Aut.  Here's  one  to  a  very  doleful  tune,  how  a  u  Hirer's  wife 
was  brought  to  bed  with  twenty  mony  bags  at  a  burthen,  and 
how  me  long'd  to  eat  adders  heads,  and  toads  carbonado'd. 

Mop.  Is  it  true,  think  you  ? 

Aut.  Very  true,  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor.  Blefs  me  from  marrying  a  ufiirer. 

Aut,  Here's  the  midwife's  name  to't  -y  one  miftrefs  Tale-porter  y 
and  five  or  fix  honeft  wives  that  were  prefent.  Why  mould  I 
carry  lies  abroad  ? 

Mop.  Pray  you  now  buy  it. 

Clo.  Come  on,  lay  it  by  ,•  and  let's  firft  fee  more  ballads  -y  we'll 
buy  the  other  things  anon. 

Aut.  Here's  another  ballad  of  a  fifh  that  appear'd  upon  the 
coafr,  on  IVednefday  the  fourfcore  of  Aprils  forty  thoufand  fadom 
above  water,  and  fung  this  ballad  againft  the  hard  hearts  of  maids  ,• 
it  was  thought  fhe  was  a  woman,  and  was  turn'd  into  a  cold  fifh, 
for  fhe  would  not  exchange  flefh  with  one  that  lov'd  her  :  the 
ballad  is  very  pitiful,  and  as  true. 

Dor.  Is  it  true  too,  think  you  ? 

Aut.  Fiye  juftices  hands  at  it ;  and  witneiTes  more  than  my 
pack  will  hold. 

Clo.  Lay  it  by  too :  another. 

Aut.  This  is  a  merry  ballad,  but  a  very  pretty  one. 

Mop.  Let's  have  fome  merry  ones. 

Aut.  Why  this  is  a  palling  merry  one,  and  goes  to  the  tune 
of  two  maids  wooing  a  man ;  there's  fcarce  a  maid  weftward  but 
fhe  fings  it :  'tis  in  requeft,  I  can  tell  you. 

Mop.  We  can  both  fing  it ;  if  thou'lt  bear  a  part,  thou  (halt 
hear,  'tis  in  three  parts. 

Dor.  We  had  the  tune  on't  a  month  a-go. 

Aut. 
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Aut.  I  can  bear  my  part,  you  rauft  know  'tis  my  occupation : 
have  at  it  with  you. 

SONG. 

Aut.  Get  you  hence,  for  I  muft  go, 
Where  it  fits  not  you  to  know. 
Dor.  Whither? 
Mop.  0  whither  ? 
Dor.  Whither? 

Mop.  It  becomes  thy  oath  full  well. 

Thou  to  me  thy  fecrets  telL 
Dor.  Me  too,  let  me  go  thither : 
Mop.  Or  thou  goefl  to  tti  grange,  or  mill, 
Dor.  If  to  either  thou  dofl  ill  : 
Aut.  Neither. 
Dor.  What  neither  ? 
Aut.  Neither. 

Dor.  Thou  hafi  /worn  my  love  to  be, 
Mop.  Thou  hafi  fworn  it  more  to  me : 

Then  whither  goefi  ?  fay  whither  ? 

Clo.  We'll  have  this  fong  out  anon  by  our  felves :  my  father 
and  the  gentlemen  are  in  fad  talk,  and  we'll  not  trouble  them : 
come  bring  away  thy  pack  after  me.  Wenches,  I'll  buy  for  you 
both  :  pedlar,  let's  have  the  firft  choice ;  follow  me  girls. 

Aut.  And  you  (hall  pay  well  for  'em. 

•  %:    SONG.  v  ; 

Will  you  by  any  tape,  or  lace  for  your  cape, 

My  dainty  duck,  my  deer-a? 
Any  fdk,  any  thread,  any  toys  for  your  head 
Of  the  new* ft,  and  finft,  finft  ware-a: 

Come 
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Come  to  the  pedlery  mony's  a  medler, 
That  doth  utter  all  mens  ware-a. 

[Ex.  Clown,  Autolicus,  Dorcas,  and  Mopfa. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Mafter,  there  are  three  carters,  three  {hepherds,  three 
neat-herds,  and  three  fwine-herds  that  have  made  themfelves  all 
men  of  hair,  they  call  themfelves  fakiers,  and  they  have  a  dance, 
which  the  wenches  fay  is  a  gallymaufry  of  gambols,  becaufe  they 
are  not  in't :  but  they  themfelves  are  o'th'  mind,  if  it  be  not  too 
rough  for  fome  that  know  little  but  bowling,  it  will  pleafe 
plentifully. 

Shep.  Away ;  we'll  none  on't ;  here  has  been  too  much  homely 
foolery  already.    I  know,  Sir,  we  weary  you. 

Pol.  You  weary  thofe  that  refrem  us :  'pray  let's  fee  thefe  four- 
threes  of  herdfmen. 

Ser.  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report,  Sir,  hath 
danc'd  before  the  King ;  and  not  the  word  of  the  three  but 
jumps  twelve  foot  and  half  by  th'  fcpare. 

Shep.  Leave  your  prating  j  fince  thefe  good  men  are  pleas'd, 
let  them  come  in,  but  quickly  now. 

Here  a  Dance  of  twelve  Satyrs. 

Pol.  O  father,  you'll  know  more  of  that  hereafter. 
Is  it  not  too  far  gone  ?  'tis  time  to  part  them, 
He's  fimple,  and  tells  much.    How  now,  fair  fliepherd, 
Your  heart  is  full  of  (bmething  that  does  take 
Your  mind  from  feafting.    Sooth,  when  I  was  young, 
And  handed  love,  as  you  do,  I  was  wont 
To  load  my  Ihe  with  knacks :  I  would  have  ranfack'd 
The  pedler's  filken  treafury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
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To  her  acceptance,-  you  have  let  him  go, 
And  nothing  marted  with  him.     If  your  lafs 
Interpretation  mould  abufe,  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  love  or  bounty,  you  were  ftraited 
For  a  reply  at  leaft,  if  you  make  a  care 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

Flo.  Old  Sir,  I  know 
She  prizes  not  luch  trifles  as  thefe  are,- 
The  gifts  (he  looks  from  me,  are  packt  and  locki 
Up  in  my  heart,  which  I  have  given  already, 
But  not  deliver'd.     O  hear  me  breathe  my  life 
Before  this  ancient  Sir,  who  it  mould  feem 
Hath  fometime  lov'd.     I  take  thy  hand,  this  hand, 
As  /bft  as  dove's  down,  and  as  white  as  it, 
Or  Ethiopian's  tooth,  or  the  fann'd  fnow 
That's  bolted  by  the  northern  blaft  twice  o'er. 

Pol.  What  follows  this? 
How  prettily  the  young  fwain  feems  to  warn 
The  hand  was  fair  before  ?  I've  put  you  out  $ 
But  to  your  proteftation  :  let  me  hear 
What  you  profeis. 

Flo.  Do,  and  be  witnels  to't. 

PoL  And  this  my  neighbour  too  ? 

Flo.  And  he,  and  more 
Than  he,  and  men  -y  the  earth,  and  heav'ns,  and  all  -> 
That  were  I  crown'd  the  moft  imperial  monarch 
Thereof  moft  worthy  ,•  were  I  the  faireft  youth 
That  ever  made  eye  fwerve,  had  force  and  knowledge 
More  than  was  ever  man's,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  love$  for  her  imploy  them  all, 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them  to  her  fervice, 
Or  to  their  own  perdition. 

Pol,  Fairly  offer'd. 
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Cam.  This  {hews  a  found  affe&ion. 
She  p.  But  my  daughter, 
Say  you  the  like  to  him  ? 

Per.  I  cannot  fpeak 
So  well,  nothing  fo  well,  no,  nor  mean  better. 
By  the  pattern  of  mine  own  thoughts  I  cut  out 
The  purity  of  his. 

Shep.  Take  hands,  a  bargain ,• 
And  friends  unknown,  you  (hall  bear  witnefs  to't: 
I  give  my  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  portion  equal  his. 

Flo.  O,  that  muft  be 
Pth'  virtue  of  your  daughter ;  one  being  dead, 
I  mall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet, 
Enough  then  for  your  wonder :  but  come  on, 
Contract  us  'fore  thefe  witnefles. 

Shep.  Come,  your  hand 
And,  daughter,  yours. 

Pol.  Soft,  fwain,  a-while;  'befeech  you, 
Have  you  a  father  ? 

Flo.  I  have  -y  but  what  of  him  ? 
Pol.  Knows  he  of  this  ? 
Flo.  He  neither  does  nor  mall. 
Pol.  Methinks  a  father 
Is  at  the  nuptial  of  his  fon,  a  gueft 
That  beft  becomes  the  table :  'pray  you  once  more, 
Is  not  your  father  grown  incapable 
Of  reafonable  affairs  ?  is  he  not  ftupid 
With  age,  and  altring  rheums  ?  can  he  fpeak  ?  hear 
Know  man  from  man  ?  difpute  his  own  eftate  ? 
Lies  he  not  bed-rid?  and  again,  does  nothing 
But  what  he  did,  being  childifh* 
Flo.  No,  good  Sir  $ 
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He  has  his  health,  and  ampler  ftrength  indeed 
Than  moft  have  of  his  age. 

Pol.  By  my  white  beard, 
You  offer  him,  if  this  be  fb,  a  wrong 
Something  unfilial :   reafon  my  fbn 
Should  chufe  himfelf  a  wife,  but  as  good  reafbn 
The  father  (all  whofe  joy  is  nothing  elfe 
But  fair  pofterity)  mould  hold  fome  counfei 
In  fuch  a  bufinels. 

Flo.  I  yield  all  this  -} 
But  for  fome  other  reafons,  my  grave  Sir, 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  know,  I  not  acquaint 
My  father  of  this  bufinefs. 

Pol.   Let  him  know't. 

Flo.  He  mail  not. 

Pol.  Pr'ythee  let  him. 

Flo.  Noj  he  muft  not. 

Shep.  Let  him,  my  fon,  he  fhall  not  need  to  grieve 
At  knowing  of  thy  choice, 

Flo.  Come,  come,  he  muft  not : 
Mark  our  contract. 

Pol.  Mark  your  divorce,  young  Sir,        \difcovermg  himfelf. 
Whom  fbn  I  dare  not  call :  thou  art  too  bafe 
To  be  acknowledg'd.     Thou  a  fcepter's  heir, 
That  thus  affecYft  a  fheep-hook!  Thou  old  tray  tor, 
I'm  forry  that  by  hanging  thee,  I  can 
But  fhorten  thy  life  one  week.     And  thou  frem  piece 
Of  excellent  witchcraft,  who  of  force  muft  know 
The  royal  fool  thou  coap'ft  with  

Shep.  Oh  my  heart! 

Pol.  I'll  have  thy  beauty  fcratch'd  with  briars,  and  made 
More  homely  than  thy  ftate.     For  thee,  fond  boy, 
If  I  may  ever  know  thou  doft  but  figh 

That 
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That  thou  no  more  malt  fee  this  knack,  as  never 
I  mean  thou  malt,  we'll  bar  thee  from  fucceffion, 
Not  hold  thee  of  our  blood,  no  not  our  kin, 
Far  than  Deucalion  off:  mark  thou  my  words,- 
Follow  us  to  the  court.     Thou  churl,  for  this  time, 
Tho'  full  of  our  difpleafure,  yet  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it:  and  you,  enchantment, 
Worthy  enough  a  herdfman  ;  yea  him  too, 
That  makes  himfelf,  but  for  our  honour  therein, 
Unworthy  thee ;  if  ever,  henceforth,  thou 
Thefe  rural  latches  to  his  entrance  open, 
Or  hoope  his  body  more  with  thy  embraces, 
I  will  devife  a  death  as  cruel  for  thee, 

As  thou  art  tender  to  it.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Per.  Even  here  undone: 
I  was  not  much  afraid  ,•  for  once  or  twice 
I  was  about  to  fpeak,  and  tell  him  plainly, 
The  felf-fame  fun  that  mines  upon  his  court, 
Hides  not  his  vifage  from  our  cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike.    Wilt  pleafe  you,  Sir,  be  gone  ? 
I  told  you  what  would  come  of  this.    'Befeech  you 
Of  your  own  ftate  take  care :  this  dream  of  mine 
Being  now  awake,  I'll  queen  it  no  inch  farther, 
But  milk  my  ewes,  and  weep. 

Cam.  Why  how  now,  father? 
Speak  ere  thou  dleft. 

Shep.  I  cannot  fpeak,  nor  think, 
Nor  dare  to  know  that  which  I  know.     O  Sir, 
You  have  undone  a  man  of  fourfcore  three, 
That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet  j  yea, 


[7*  Flo, 

[To  Flor. 
To 
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To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  dy'd, 

To  lye  clofe  by  his  honefl:  bones ;  but  now 

Some  hangman  mud  put  on  my  fhroud,  and  lay  me 

Where  no  prieft  {hovels  in  duft.    Oh  curfed  wretch  I 

[To  Perdita. 

That  knew'ft  this  was  the  prince,  and  would'ft  adventure 

To  mingle  faith  with  him.    Undone,  undone.' 

If  I  might  die  within  this  hour,  I  have  liv'd 

To  die  when  I  defire.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IX. 

Flo.  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 
I  am  but  forry,  not  afraid  •  delay'd, 
But  nothing  alter'd :  what  I  was  I  am  ; 
More  draining  on  for  plucking  back;  not  following 
My  learn  unwillingly. 

Cam.  Gracious  my  lord. 
You  know  your  father's  temper :  at  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  fpeech,  which  I  do  guefs 
You  do  not  purpofe  to  him;  and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  fight,  as  yet  I  fear,- 
Then,  'till  the  fury  of  his  highnefs  fettle, 
Come  not  before  him. 

Flo.  I  not  purpofe  it. 
I  think,  Camillo. 

Cam.  Even  he,  my  lord. 

Per.  How  often  have  I  told  you  'twould  be  thus  ? 
How  often  faid,  my  dignity  would  lafl: 
But  'till  'twere  known  ? 

Flo.  It  cannot  fail,  but  by 
The  violation  of  my  faith,  and  then 
Let  nature  crufh  the  fides  o'th'  earth  together, 

And 
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And  mar  the  feeds  within.    Lift  up  thy  looks! 
From  my  fucceffion  wipe  me,  father,  I 
Am  heir  to  my  affection. 
Cam.  Be  advis'd. 

Flo.  I  am  j  and  by  my  fancy,  if  my  reafon 
Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  reafon 
If  not,  my  fenfes,  better  pleas'd  with  madnefs, 
Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Cam.  This  is  defperate,  Sir. 

Flo.  So  call  it    but  it  does  fulfil  my  vow  ; 
I  needs  muft  think  it  honefty.  Camilloy 
Not  for  Bohemia,  nor  the  pomp  that  may 
Be  thereat  glean'd y  for  all  the  fun  fees,  or 
The  clofe  earth  wombs,  or  the  profound  feas  hide 
In  unknown  fadoms,  will  I  break  my  oath 
To  this  my  fair  belov'd :  therefore,  I  pray  you, 
As  you  have  ever  been  my  father's  friend, 
When  he  mall  mifs  me,  (as  in  faith  I  mean  not 
To  fee  him  any  more)  caft  your  good  counfels 
Upon  his  paflion  -y  let  my  felf  and  fortune 
Tug  for  the  time  to  come.     This  you  may  know, 
And  fo  deliver,  I  am  put  to  fea 
With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  on  fhore ; 
And  mod  opportune  to  her  need,  I  have 
A  veffel  rides  faft  by,  but  not  prepar'd 
For  this  defign.    What  courfe  I  mean  to  hold 
Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor 
Concern  me  the  reporting. 

Cam.  O  my  lord, 
I  would  your  fpirit  were  eafier  for  advice. 
Or  ftronger  for  your  need. 

Flo.  Hark,  Perdita. 
I'll  hear  you  by  and  by. 

Vol.  II.  K  k  k  k 
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Cam.  He's  irremoveable, 
Refolv'd  for  flight:  now  were  I  happy,  if 
His  going  I  could  frame  to  ferve  my  turn  $ 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  love  and  honour, 
Purchafe  the  fight  again  of  dear  Sk'tlia, 
And  that  unhappy  King,  my  mafter,  whom 
I  fo  much  thirft  to  fee.  \Afide. 

Flo.  Now,  good  Cam'illo  ,* 
I  am  fo  fraught  with  curious  bufinefs,  that 
I  leave  out  ceremony. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  think 
You  have  heard  of  my  poor  fervices,  iJth'  love 
That  I  have  born  your  father. 

Flo.  Very  nobly 
Have  you  deferv'd :  it  is  my  father's  mufick 
To  fpeak  your  deeds,  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  them  recompenc'd,  as  thought  on. 

Cam.  Well,  my  lord, 
If  you  may  pleafe  to  think  I  love  the  King, 
And  through  him,  what's  neareft  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gracious  felf,  embrace  but  my  direction, 
If  your  more  ponderous  and  fettled  project 
May  fuffer  alteration,  on  mine  honour, 
I'll  point  you  where  you  mall  have  fuch  receiving 
As  (hall  become  your  highnefs,  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  miftrefsj  from  the  whom,  I  fee 
There's  no  disjunction  to  be  made,  but  by 
(As  heav'ns  forefend)  your  ruin.     Marry  her, 
And  with  my  beft  endeavours,  in  your  abfence, 
Your  difcontented  father  111  ftrive  to  qualifie 
And  bring  him  up  to  liking. 

Flo.  How,  Cam'rilo, 
May  this,  almoft  a  miracle,  be  done? 

That 
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That  I  may  call  thee  fomething  more  than  man, 
And  after  that  truft  to  thee  ? 

Cam.  Have  you  thought  on 
A  place  whereto  you'll  go? 

Flo.  Not  any  yet : 
But  as  th' unthought-on  accident  is  guilty 
Of  what  we  wildly  do,  fb  we  profefs 
Our  felves  to  be  the  flaves  of  chance,  and  flies 
Of  every  wind  that  blows. 

Cam.  Then  lift  to  me : 
This  follows,  if  you  will  not  change  your  purpofe, 
But  undergo  this  flight,-  make  for  SicHiay 
And  there  prefent  your  felf,  and  your  fair  princefs 
(For  Co  I  fee  me  mud  be)  'fore  Leontes  •> 
She  mall  be  habited  as  it  becomes 
The  partner  of  your  bed.     Methinks  I  fee 
Leontes  opening  his  free  arms,  and  weeping 
His  welcomes  forth  ;  asks  thee,  the  fon,  forgivenefs, 
As  'twere  i'th'  father's  perfbn,-  kilTes  the  hands 
Of  your  frefh  princefs  j  o'er  and  o'er  divides  him, 
'Twixt  his  unkindnels,  and  his  kindnefs:  th'one 
He  chides  to  hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow 
Fafter  than  thought  or  time. 

Flo.  Worthy  Camilloy 
What  colour  for  my  vifitation  mail  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ? 

Cam.  Sent  by  the  King  your  father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  give  him  comforts.  Sir, 
The  manner  of  your  bearing  towards  him,  with 
What  you,  as  from  your  father,  fhall  deliver, 
Things  known  betwixt  us  three  I'll  write  you  down 
The  which  mail  point  you  forth  at  every  fitting, 
What  you  muft  fay,  that  he  (hall  not  perceive, 

K  k  k  k  i 
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But  that  you  have  your  father's  bofom  there, 
And  fpeak  his  very  heart. 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  you: 
There  is  fbme  Tap  in  this. 

Cam.  A  courfe  more  promifing 
Than  a  wild  dedication  of  your  felves 
To  unpath'd  waters,  undream'd  mores  ,•  moft  certain, 
To  miferies  enough :  no  hope  to  help  you, 
But  as  you  make  off  one,  to  take  another : 
Nothing  fo  certain  as  your  anchors,  who 
Do  their  beft  office,  if  they  can  but  (lay  you 
Where  you'll  be  loath  to  be :  befides,  you  know, 
Profperity's  the  very  bond  of  love, 
Whofe  frefh  complexion  and  whofe  heart  together 
Affliction  alters. 

Per.  One  of  thele  is  true  : 
I  think  affliction  may  fubdue  the  cheek, 
But  not  take  in  the  mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  fay  you  fo  > 
There  mall  not  at  your  father's  houfe,  thefe  feven 
Be  born  another  fuch. 

Flo.  My  good  Camilloy 
She  is  as  forward  of  her  breeding,  as 
She  is  i'th'  rear  o'  our  birth. 

Cam.  I  cannot  fay,  'tis  pity 
She  lacks  infl:rucl:ions,  for  me  feems  a  miftrefs 
To  moft  that  teach. 

Per.  Your  pardon,  Sir,  for  this. 
I'll  blum  you  thanks. 

Flo.  My  prettieft  Perd'tta  

But  oh,  the  thorns  we  ftand  upon !  Cam'tllo, 

Preferverof  my  father,  now  of  me,- 

The  medicine  of  our  houfe ;  how  mail  we  do? 
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We  are  not  furnifh'd  like  Bohemia's  fon, 

Nor  Hiall  appear  in  Sicily  

Cam.  My  lord, 
Fear  none  of  this :  I  think  you  know  my  fortunes 
Do  all  lye  there :  it  mall  be  fo  my  care 
To  have  you  royally  appointed,  as  if 
The  fcene  you  play  were  mine.    For  inftance,  Sir, 
That  you  may  know  you  mall  not  want ;  one  word. 

[They  talk  afide. 

S  C  E  N  E  X. 

Enter  Autolicus. 

Aut.  Ha,  ha,  what  a  fool  honefty  is !  and  truft,  his  fworn 
brother,  a  very  fimple  gentleman !  I  have  fold  all  my  trumpery  ,• 
not  a  counterfeit  (lone,  not  a  ribbon,  glafs,  pomander,  browch, 
table-book,  ballad,  knife,  tape,  gl  ove,  fhooe-tye,  bracelet,  horn- 
ring  to  keep  my  pack  from  faftning:  they  throng  who  fhould 
buy  firft,  as  if  my  trinkets  had  been  hallowed  and  brought  a 
benediction  to  the  buyer  by  which  means,  I  faw  whofe  purfe 
was  beft  in  picture ;  and  what  I  faw,  to  my  good  ufe,  I  remem- 
ber'd.  My  good  clown  (who  wants  but  fomething  to  be  a  reafbn- 
able  man)  grew  fo  in  love  with  the  wenches  fong,  that  he  would 
not  ftir  his  pettitoes  'till  he  had  both  tune  and  words,  which  fo 
drew  the  reft  of  the  herd  to  me,  that  all  their  other  fenfes  ftuck 
in  ears ;  you  might  have  pinch'd  a  placket,  it  was  fenfelefs,  'twas 
nothing  to  geld  a  codpiece  of  a  purfe ;  I  would  have  filed  keys 
off  that  hung  in  chains:  no  hearing,  no  feeling,  but  my  Sir's 
fong,  and  admiring  the  nothing  of  it.  So  that  in  this  time  of 
lethargy,  I  pick'd  and  cut  moft  of  their  feftival  purfes  :  and  had 
not  the  old  man  come  in  with  a  whoo-bub  againft  his  daughter 
and  the  King's  fon,  and  fcar'd  my  choughs  from  the  chaff,  I 
had  not  left  a  purfe  alive  in  the  whole  army. 

Cam. 
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Cam.  Nay ;  but  my  letters  by  this  means  being  there,  fb  foon 

as  you  arrive,  fhall  clear  that  doubt. 

Flo.  And  thofe  that  you'll  procure  from  King  Leontes——> 

Cam.  Shall  fatisfie  your  father. 

Per.  Happy  be  you: 
All  that  you  fpeak  {hews  fair. 

Cam.  Who  have  we  here  ? 
We'll  make  an  inftrument  of  this  >  omit 
Nothing  may  give  us  aid. 

Aut.  If  they  have  over-heard  me  now :  why  hanging. 

Cam.  How  now,  good  fellow, 
Why  fhak'ft  thou  fo?  fear  not,  man, 
Here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

Aut.  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  Sir. 

Cam.  Why,  be  fb  ftill :  here's  no  body  will  fteal  that  from 
thee,-  yet  for  the  outride  of  thy  poverty,  we  muft  make  an  ex- 
change :  therefore  difcafe  thee  inftantly,  (thou  muft  think  there's 
a  necefftty  in't)  and  change  garments  with  this  gentleman  :  tho* 
the  penny-worth,  on  his  fide,  be  the  worft,  yet  hold  thee,  there's 
fbme  boot. 

Aut.  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  Sir;  I  know  ye  well  enough. 
Cam.   Nay,   pr'ythee  difpatch:   the  gentleman  is  half  flead 
already. 

Aut.  Are  you  in  earned,  Sir  ?  I  fmell  the  trick  on't. 
Flo.  Difpatch,  I  pr'ythee. 

Aut.  Indeed  I  have  had  earneft,  but  I  cannot  with  confcience 
take  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 
Fortunate  miftrels,  ( let  my  prophecy 
Come  home  to  ye,)  you  muft  retire  your  felf 
Into  fome  covert  ,•  take  your  fweet-heart's  hat 
And  pluck  it  o'er  your  brows,  muffle  your  face, 
.Difmantle  you,  and  as  you  can,  diiliken 

The 
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The  truth  of  your  own  teeming,  that  you  may 
(For  I  do  fear  eyes  over  you)  to  fhip-board 
Get  undefcry'd. 

Per.  I  fee  the  play  fb  lyes 
That  I  muft  bear  a  part. 

Cam.  No  remedy  

Have  you  done  there  ? 

Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  father, 
He  would  not  call  me  fbn. 

Cam.  Nay,  you  mall  have  no  hat : 
Come  lady,  come :  farewel,  my  friend. 

Aut.  Adieu,  Sir. 

Flo.  O  Perdita,  what  have  we  twain  forgot? 
Pray  you  a  word. 

Cam.  What  I  do  next,  mall  be  to  tell  the  King  [Aftde. 
Of  this  efcape,  and  whither  they  are  bound  : 
Wherein  my  hope  is,  I  mall  fb  prevail 
To  force  him  after ;  in  whofe  company 
I  mall  review  Sicdia  ->  for  whofe  fight 
I  have  a  woman's  longing. 

Flo.  Fortune  fpeed  us, 
Thus  we  fet  on,  Camdlo,  to  th'  fea  fide.         [Ex.  Flo.  &  Per. 

Cam.  The  fwifter  fpeed,  the  better.  [Exit, 

SCENE  XI. 

Aut.  I  underftand  the  bufinefs,  I  hear  it:  to  have  an  open 
car,  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand,  is  neceffary  for  a  cut-purfc; 
a  good  nofe  is  requifite  alfb,  to  fmell  out  work  for  th'  other  fenfes, 
I  fee  this  is  the  time  that  the  unjuft  man  doth  thrive.  What  an 
exchange  had  this  been,  without  boot  ?  what  a  boot  is  here,  with 
this  exchange  ?  fure  the  gods  do  this  year  connive  at  us,  and  we 
may  do  any  thing  extempore.   The  prince  himfelf  is  about  a  piece 

of 
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of  iniquity,  dealing  away  from  his  father,  with  his  clog  at  his 
heels.  If  I  thought  it  were  a  piece  of  honefty  to  acquaint  the 
King  withal,  I  would  not  do't:  I  hold  it  the  more  knavery  to 
conceal  it    and  therein  am  I  conftant  to  my  profeffion. 

Enter  Clown  and  Shepherd. 

Afide,  afide,  here's  more  matter  for  a  hot  brain  ;  every  lanes  end' 
every  mop,  church,  fefiion,  hanging,  yields  a  careful  man  work. 

Clo.  See,  fee ;  what  a  man  you  are  now :  there  is  no  other 
way,  but  to  tell  the  King  (he's  a  changling,  and  none  of  your 
flefh  and  blood. 

Shep.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Clo.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Shep.  Go  to  then. 

Clo.  She  being  none  of  your  flefh  and  blood,  your  flefli  and 
blood  has  not  offended  the  King,  and  fo  your  flefh  and  blood  is 
not  to  be  punifh'd  by  him.  Shew  thofe  things  you  found  about 
her,  thofe  fecret  things,  all  but  what  {he  has  with  her  $  this  being 
done,  let  the  law  go  whiftle  j  I  warrant  you.  v_ 

Shep.  I  will  tell  the  King  all,  every  word,  yea,  and  his  fon's 
pranks  too ;  who,  I  may  fay,  is  no  honeft  man  neither  to  his 
father,  nor  to  me,  to  go  about  to  make  me  the  King's  brother- 
in-law. 

Clo.  Indeed  brother-in-law  was  the  fartheftoff  you  could  have 
been  to  him,  and  then  your  blood  had  been  the  dearer  by  I  know 
how  much  an  ounce. 

Aut.  Very  wifely,  puppies.  [Afide. 

Shep.  Well  j  let  us  to  the  King ;  there  is  that  in  this  farthel 
will  make  him  fcratch  his  beard. 

Aut.  1  know  not  what  impediment  this  complaint  may  be  to 
the  flight  of  my  mafter. 

Clo.  'Pray  heartily  he  be  at  the  palace. 

Aut.  Tho'  I  am  not  naturally  honeft,  I  am  fo  fometimes  by 

chance : 
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chance :  let  me  pocket  up  my  pedler's  excrement.  How  now> 
ruftiques,  whither  are  you  bound  ? 

Shep.  To  th*  palace,  and  it  like  your  worfhip. 

Aut.  Your  affairs  there,  what,  with  whom,  the  condition  of 
that  farthel,  the  place  of  your  dwelling,  your  names,  your  age, 
of  what  having,  breeding,  and  any  thing  that  is  fitting  for  to 
be  known,  difcover. 

Go.  We  are  but  plain  fellows,  Sir. 

Aut.  A  lie ;  you  are  rough  and  hairy ;  let  me  have  no  lying 
it  becomes  none  but  tradefmen,  and  they  often  give  us  fbldiers 
the  lie,  but  we  pay  them  for  it  with  ftamped  coin,  not  {tabbing 
fteel,  therefore  they  do  not  give  us  the  lie. 

Go.  Your  worfhip  had  like  to  have  given  us  one,  if  you  had 
not  taken  ^our  felf  with  the  manner. 

Shep.  Are  you  a  courtier,  and  like  you,  Sir? 

Aut.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  no,  I  am  a  courtier.  Seeft  thou 
not  the  air  of  the  court  in  thefe  enfoldings  ?  hath  not  my  gate 
in  it  the  meafiire  of  the  court  ?  receives  not  thy  note  court-odour 
from  me  ?  reflect  I  not  on  thy  bafenefs,  court-contempt  ?  think'ft 
thou,  for  that  I  infinuate,  or  toze  from  thee  thy  bufinefs,  I  am 
therefore  no  courtier  ?  I  am  courtier  Cap-a-pe ;  and  one  that  will 
either  pulri  on,  or  pufh  back  thy  bufinefs  there,  whereupon  I  com- 
mand thee  to  open  thy  affair. 

Shep.  My  bufinefs,  Sir,  is  to  the  King. 

Aut.  What  advocate  haft  thou  to  him  ? 

Shep.  I  know  not,  and't  like  you. 

Go.  Advocate's  the  court-word  for  a  pheafant ;  fay  you  have 
none. 

Shep.  None,  Sir  j  I  have  no  pheafant  cock,  nor  hen. 

Aut.  How  blefs'd  are  we,  that  are  not  fimple  men ! 
Yet  nature  might  have  made  me  as  thefe  are, 
Therefore  I  will  not  difdain. 

Go.  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  courtier. 

Vol.  II.  LI  11  Shep. 
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oW^.  His  garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not  handfomly. 

Clo.  He  feems  to  be  the  more  noble  in  being  fantaftical  -y  a  great 
man,   I'll  warrant ;  I  know  by  the  picking  on's  teeth. 

Aut.  The  farthel  there ;  what's  i'th'  farthel  ? 
Wherefore  that  box? 

Shep.  Sir,  there  lyes  fuch  fecrets  in  this  farthel  and  box,  which 
none  muft  know  but  the  King,  and  which  he  fhall  know  within 
this  hour,  if  I  may  come  to  ths  fpeech  of  him. 

Aut.  Age,  thou  haft  loft  thy  labour. 

Shep.  Why  Sir  ? 

Aut.  The  King  is  not  at  the  palace,  he  is  gone  aboard  a  new 
fliip,  to  purge  melancholy  and  air  himfelf  ,•  for  if  thou  be'ft  ca- 
pable of  things  ferions,  thou  muft  know  the  King  is  full  of  grief. 

Shep.  So  'tis  faid,  Sir,  about  his  fon  that  fhould  have  married 
a  fhepherd's  daughter. 

Aut.  If  that  {Viepherd  be  not  in  hand-faft,  let  him  fly ;  the 
curfes  he  mall  have,  the  tortures  he  (hall  feel,  will  break  the 
back  of  man,  the  heart  of  monfter. 

Clo.  Think  you  fo,  Sir  ? 

Aut.  Not  he  alone  mall  fuffer  what  wit  can  make  heavy,  and 
vengeance  bitter ;  but  thofe  that  are  germain  to  him,  tho'  removed 
fifty  times,  fhall  all  come  under  the  hangman  •  which,  tho'  it 
be  great  pity,  yet  it  is  neceffary.  An  old  fheep-whiftling  rogue, 
a  ram- tender,  to  offer  to  have  his  daughter  come  into  grace!  fome 
fay  he  fhall  be  fton'd  ;  but  that  death  is  too  foft  for  him,  fay  I  : 
draw  our  throne  into  a  fheep-coat!  all  deaths  are  too  few,  the 
fharpeft  too  eafie. 

Clo.  Has  the  old  man  e'er  a  fon,  Sir,-  do  you  hear,  and't 
like  you,  Sir  ? 

Aut.  He  has  a  fon,  who  fhall  be  flay'd  alive,  then  'nointed 
over  with  honey,  fet  on  the  head  of  a  wafp's  neft,  then  ftand 
'till  he  be  three  quarters  and  a  dram  dead  ,•  then  recover'd  again  with 
Aqua-vita y  or  fome  other  hot  infufion;  then,  raw  as  he  is,  (and 
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in  the  hotteft  day  prognostication  proclaims)  mall  he  be  fet  a- 
gainft  a  brick-wall,  the  fun  looking  with  a  fouthward  eye  upon 
him,  where  he  is  to  behold  him,  with  flies  blown  to  death. 
But  what  talk  we  of  thefe  traitorly-rafcals,  whofe  miferies  are  to 
be  fmil'd  at,  their  offences  being  fo  capital  ?  Tell  me,  (for  you 
feem  to  be  honeft  plain  men)  what  you  have  to  the  King  ,•  being 
fomething  gently  confider'd,  I'll  bring  you  where  he  is  aboard, 
tender  your  perfbns  to  his  pretence,  whifperhim  in,  your  behalf; 
and  if  it  be  in  man,  befides  the  King,  to  effect  your  fuits,  here 
is  a  man  fhall  do  it. 

Clo.  He  feems  to  be  of  great  authority  ,•  clofe  with  him,  give 
him  gold  ,•  and  though  authority  be  a  ftubborn  bear,  yet  he  is  oft 
led  by  the  nofe  with  gold  ;  (hew  the  infide  of  your  purfe  to  the 
outfide  of  his  hand,  and  no  more  ado.  Remember  fton'd  and 
flay'd  alive. 

Shep.  And't  pleafe  you,  Sir,  to  undertake  the  bufinefs  for 
us,  here  is  that  gold  I  have,-  I'll  make  it  as  much  more,  and 
leave  this  young  man  in  pawn  'till  I  bring  it  you. 

Aut.  After  I  have  done  what  I  promifed  ? 

Shep,  Ay,  Sir. 

Aut.  Well,  give  me  the  moiety.  Are  you  a  party  in  this 
bufinefs  ? 

Clo.  In  fbme  fort,  Sir ;  but  tho'  my  cafe  be  a  pitiful  one,  I 
hope  I  mail  not  be  flay'd  out  of  it. 

Ant.  Oh  that's  the  cafe  of  the  fhepherd's  fon ;  hang  him, 
he'll  be  made  an  example. 

Clo.  Comfort,  good  comfort,-  we  muft  to  the  King,  and 
{hew  our  ftrange  fights  ,•  he  muft  know  'tis  none  of  your  daughter 
nor  my  fifter,  we  are  gone  elfe.  Sir,  I  will  give  you  as  much 
as  this  old  man  does,  when  the  bufinefs  is  perform'd,  and  remain, 
as  he  fays,  your  pawn  'till  it  be  brought  you. 

Aut.  I  will   truft  you,  walk  before  toward   the  fea-fide, 

L  1  1 1  2  go 
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go  011  the  right  hand,  I  will  but  look  upon  the  hedge,  and 
follow  you. 

Go.  We  are  blefs'd  in  this  man,  as  I  may  fay  even  blefs'd. 

Sbep,  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us  >  he  was  provided  to  do  us 
good.  [Exeunt  Shep.  and  Gown. 

Aut.  If  I  had  a  mind  to  be  honeft,  I  fee  Fortune  would  not 
furTer  me  ->  ihe  drops  booties  in  my  mouth.  I  am  courted  now 
with  a  double  occafion :  gold,  and  a  means  to  do  the  prince 
my  matter  good  -y  which,  who  knows  how  that  may  turn  back 
to  my  advancement?  I  will  bring  thefe  two  moles,  thefe  blind 
ones,  aboard  him  ;  if  he  think  it  fit  to  fhoar  them  again,  and  that 
the  complaint  they  have  to  the  King  concerns  him  nothing, 
let  him  call  me  rogue,  for  being  fo  far  officious,  for  I  am  proof 
againft  that  title,  and  what  (hame  elfe  belongs  to't :  to  him 
will  I  prefent  them,  there  may  be  matter  in  it.  [Exit. 


ACT   V.    SCENE  L 

Changes  to  Sicilia. 
Enter  Leontes,  Cleomines,  Dion,  Paulina,  and  Servants. 

Cleomines. 

I  R,  you  have  done  enough,  and  have  perform'd 
A  faint-like  forrow :  no  fault  could  you  make, 
Which  you  have  not  redeem'd ;  indeed  paid  down 
More  penitence,  than  done  trelpafs.  At  the  laft 
Do  as  the  heavens  have  done,  forget  your  evil ; 
With  them  forgive  your  felf. 

Leo.  Whilft  I  remember 
Her  and  her  virtues,  I  cannot  forget 

My 
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My  blemifhes  in  them,  and  Co  ftill  think  of 
The  wrong  I  did  my  felf  j  which  was  fo  much 
That  heir-lefs  it  hath  made  my  kingdom,  and 
Deftroy'd  the  fweet'ft  companion  that  e'er  man 
Bred  his  hopes  out  of,  true. 

Pan.  Too  true,  my  lord, 
If  one  by  one  you  wedded  all  the  world, 
Or  from  the  all  that  are  took  fomething  good, 
To  make  a  perfect  woman ,  me  you  kill'd 
Wou'd  be  unparallel'd. 

Leo.  I  think  fo.    Kill'd  ? 
She  I  kill'd?  I  did  fo,  but  thou  ftrik'ft  me 
Sorely,  to  fay  I  did  ;  it  is  as  bitter 
Upon  thy  tongue,  as  in  my  thought.    Now,  good  now, 
Say  fb  but  feldom. 

Geo.  Not  at  all,  good  lady 
You  might  have  ipoke  a  thoufand  things  that  would 
Have  done  the  time  more  benefit,  and  grac'd 
Your  kindnefs  better. 

Pan.  You  are  one  of  thole 
Would  have  him  wed  again. 

Dio.  If  you  would  not  fb, 
You  pity  not  the  ffcate,  nor  the  remembrance 
Of  his  moft  foveraign  name  ,•  confider  little, 
What  dangers  (by  his  highnefs'  fail  of  iffue) 
May  drop  upon  his  kingdom,  and  devour 
Incertain  lookers  on.    What  were  more  holy, 
Than  to  rejoice  the  former  Queen  is  well  ? 
What  holier,  than  for  royalty's  repair, 
For  prefent  comfort,  and  for  future  good, 
To  blefs  the  bed  of  majefly  again 
With  a  fweet  fellow  to't  ? 

Pan.  There  is  none  worthy, 

(Refpeding 
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(Refpe&ing  her  that's  gone  •)  befides,  the  Gods 

Will  have  fulfills  their  fecret  purpofes : 

For  has  not  the  divine  Apollo  faid, 

Is't  not  the  tenor  of  his  oracle, 

That  King  Leontes  (hall  not  have  an  heir, 

'Till  his  loft  child  be  found?  which,  that  it  (hall, 

Is  all  as  monftrous  to  our  human  reafbn, 

As  my  Antigonus  to  break  his  grave, 

And  come  again  to  me-  who,  on  my  life, 

Did  perim  with  the  infant.    'Tis  your  counfel, 

My  lord  mould  to  the  heav'ns  be  contrary, 

Oppofe  againft  their  wills.     Care  not  for  ifTue, 

The  crown  will  find  an  heir.     Great  Alexander 

Left  his  to  th'  worthieft •  fo  his  fucceflbr 

Was  like  to  be  the  beft. 

Leo,  Good  Paulina , 
Who  haft  the  memory  of  Hermione 
I  know  in  honour :  O,  that  ever  I 
Had  fcjuar'd  me  to  thy  counfel •  then,  even  now 
I  might  have  look'd  upon  my  Queen's  full  eyes, 
Have  taken  treafure  from  her  lips! 

Pau.  And  left  them 
More  rich,  for  what  they  yielded. 

Leo.  Thou  fpeak'ft  truth : 
No  more  fuch  wives,  therefore  no  wife,*  one  worfe 
And  better  us'd  would  make  her  fainted  fpirit 
Again  poffefs  her  corps,  and  on  this  ftage, 
(Where  we  offenders  now  appear)  foul-vext, 
And  begin,  why  to  me  ? 

Pau.  Had  (he  fuch  power, 
She  had  juft  caufe. 

Leo.  She  had,  and  would  incenfe  me 
To  murther  her  I  married. 

Pau, 
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Pau.  I  fhould  fb: 
Were  I  the  ghoft  that  walk'd,  I'd  bid  you  mark 
Her  eye,  and  tell  me  for  what  dull  part  in't 
You  chofe  her ;  then  I'd  fhriek,  that  even  your  ears 
Should  rift  to  hear  me,  and  the  words  that  follow'd 
Should  be,  Remember  mine. 

Leo.  Stars,  ftars, 
And  all  eyes  elfe,  dead  coals :  fear  thou  no  wife : 
I'll  have  no  wife,  Paulina, 

Pau,  Will  you  fwear 
Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  free  leave? 

Leo.  Never,  Paulina,  fo  be  blefs'd  my  fpirit. 

Pau.  Then,  good  my  lords,  bear  witnefs  to  his  oath. 

Cleo.  You  tempt  him  over-much. 

Pau.  Unlefs  another, 
As  like  Hermione  as  is  her  picture, 
Affront  his  eye. 

Cleo.  Good  madam,  pray  have  done. 

Pau.  Yet  if  my  lord  will  marry ;  if  you  will,  Sir  ; 
No  remedy,  but  you  will    give  me  the  office 
To  chufe  you  a  Queen  j  fhe  (hall  not  be  fo  young 
As  was  your  former  -}  but  fhe  fhall  be  fuch, 
As,  walk'd  your  firft  Queen's  ghoft,  it  fhould  take  joy 
To  fee  her  in  your  arms, 

Leo.  My  true  Paulina, 
We  fhall  not  marry,  'till  thou  bid'fl  us. 

Pau.  That 

Shall  be,  when  your  firft  Queen's  again  in  breath : 
Never  'till  then. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  One  that  gives  himfelf  out  prince  Flor'tzel, 
Son  of  Polixenes,  with  his  Princefs  ((he 
The  faireft  I  have  yet  beheld)  defires  accefs 
To  your  high  prefence. 

Leo.  What  with  him?  he  comes  not 
Like  to  his  father's  greatnefs    his  approach 
So  out  of  circumftance  and  fudden,  tells  us 
'Tis  not  a  vifitation  fram'd,  but  forc'd 
By  need  and  accident.    What  train  ? 

Ser.  But  few, 
And  thofe  but  mean. 

Leo.  His  princefs,  fay  you,  with  him  ? 

Ser.  Yes ;  the  mod  peerlefs  piece  of  earth,  I  think, 
That  e'er  the  fun  fhone  bright  on. 

Pan.  Oh  Herm'tone, 
As  every  prefent  time  doth  boaft  it  felf 
Above  a  better,  gone,-  fo  muft  thy  grave 
Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.     Sir,  you  your  felf 
Have  faid,  and  writ  fo    but  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  than  that  theme ;  {he  had  not  been, 
Nor  was  fhe  to  be  equall'd;  thus  your  verfe 
Flow'd  with  her  beauty  once,  'tis  fhrewdly  ebb'd, 
To  fay  you've  feen  a  better. 

Ser.  Pardon,  Madam; 
The  one  I  have  almoft  forgot,  (your  pardon) 
The  other,  when  fhe  has  obtain'd  your  eye, 
Will  have  your  tongue  too.    This  is  a  creature, 
Would  fhe  begin  a  fed,  might  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  profeffors  elfe,  make  profelites 


7he  Winters  Tale  64.1 

Of  who  {he  but  bid  follow. 

Pan.  How  ?  not  women  ? 

Ser.  Women  will  love  her,  that  flie  is  a  woman 
More  worth  than  any  man :  men,  that  {he  is 
The  rareft  of  ail  women. 

Leo.  Go,  Cleom  'mes -t 
Your  felf  (aflifted  with  your  honour'd  friends) 
Bring  them  to  our  embracement.    Still  'tis  ftrange 
He  thus  mould  fteal  upon  us.  [Exit  Cleo. 

Pau.  Had  our  Prince 
(Jewel  of  children)  feen  this  hour,  he  had  pair'd 
Well  with  this  lord  $  there  was  not  a  full  month 
Between  their  births. 

Leo.  Pr'y  thee  no  more  ,•  ceafe ;  thou  know'ft 
He  dies  to  me  again,  when  talk'd  of:  fare 
When  I  mall  fee  this  gentleman,  thy  fpeeches 
Will  bring  me  to  confider  that  which  may 
Unfurnifh  me  of  reafon.    They  are  come. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Florizel,  Perdita,  Cleomines,  and  others* 

Your  mother  was  moll  true  to  wedlock,  prince, 
Cor  (he  did  print  your  royal  father  off, 
Fonceiving  you.     Were  I  but  twenty  one, 
Your  father's  image  is  fb  hit  in  you, 
His  very  air,  that  I  mould  call  you  brother, 
As  I  did  him,  and  fpeak  of  fomething  wildly 
By  us  perform'd  before.     Moft  dearly  welcome^ 
And  your  fair  princefs :  Goddefs,  oh!  alas! 
I  loft  a  couple,  that  'twixt  heav'n  and  earth 
Might  thus  have  ftood,  begetting  wonder,  as 
You  gracious  couple  do  5  and  then  I  loft 

Vol.  II,  M  m  m  m  (All 
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(All  mine  own  folly)  the  fociety, 
Amity  too  of  your  brave  father,  whom 
(Tho5  bearing  mifery)  I  defire  my  life 
Once  more  to  look  on  him. 

Flo.  By  his  command 
Have  I  here  touch'd  Siczlza,  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  greetings,  that  a  King,  as  friend 
Can  fend  his  brother ;  and  but  infirmity, 
Which  waits  upon  worn  times,  hath  fomething  feiz'd 
His  wifli'd  ability,  he  had  himfelf 
The  lands  and  waters  'twixt  your  throne  and  his 
Meafur'd,  to  look  upon  you,  whom  he  loves, 
He  bad  me  fay  fo,  more  than  all  the  fcepters, 
And  thofe  that  bear  them  living. 

Leo.  Oh  my  brother! 
Good  gentleman,  the  wrongs  I  have  done  thee  ftir 
Afrefh  within  me;  and  thefe  thy  offices, 
So  rarely  kind,  are  as  interpreters 
Of  my  behind-hand  flacknefs.     Welcome  hither, 
As  is  the  fpring  to  th'  earth.     And  hath  he  too 
Expos'd  this  paragon  to  th'  fearful  ufage 
(At  leaft  ungentle)  of  the  dreadful  Neptune, 
To  greet  a  man,  not  worth  her  pains ;  much  lefs 
Th'  adventure  of  her  perfon  ? 

Flo.  Good  my  lord, 
She  came  from  Lyb'ta. 

Leo.  Where  the  warlike  Smalm \ 
That  noble  honour'd  lord,  is  fear'd,  and  lov'd? 

Flo.  Moft  royal  Sir, 
From  thence  ;  from  him,  whofe  daughter 
His  tears  proclaim'd  his  parting  with  her;  thence 
(A  profperous  fouth-wind  friendly)  we  have  crofs'd? 
To  execute  the  charge  my  father  gave  me, 
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For  vifiting  your  highnefs,-  my  beft  traia 
I  have  from  your  Sicilian  fhores  difmift'd, 
Who  for  Bohemia  bend,  to  fignifie 
Not  only  my  fuccefs  in  Lybia,  Sir, 
But  my  arrival,  and  my  wife's,  in  fafety 
Here,  where  we  are. 

Leo.  The  bleffed  Gods 
Purge  all  infection  from  our  air,  whilft  you 
Do  climate  here ;  you  have  a  holy  father, 
A  graceful  gentleman,  againft  whofe  perfon, 
So  facred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  fin; 
For  which  the  heavens,  taking  angry  note, 
Have  left  me  ilTue-lefs;  and  your  father's  blefs'd, 
As  he  from  heaven  merits  it,  with  you, 
Worthy  his  goodnefs.     What  might  I  have  been, 
Might  I  a  fon  and  daughter  now  have  look'd  on, 
Such  goodly  things  as  you? 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  Mod  noble  Sir, 
That  which  I  (hall  report  will  bear  no  credit, 
Were  not  the  proof  fo  nigh.    Pleafe  you,  great  Sir, 
Bohemia  greets  you  from  himfelf,  by  me ; 
Defires  you  to  attach  his  fon,  who  has 
His  dignity  and  duty  both  call  off, 
Fled  from  his  father,  from  his  hopes,  and  with 
A  fhepherd's  daughter. 

Leo.  Where's  Bohemial  fpeak. 

Lord.  Here  in  your  city ;  I  now  came  from  him. 
I  fpeak  amazedly,  and  it  becomes 
My  marvel,  and  my  meffage :  to  your  court 

M  m  m  m  z 
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Whilft  he  was  haftning,  in  the  chafe,  it  feems, 
Of  this  fair  couple,  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  father  of  this  feeming  lady,  and 
Her  brother,  having  both  their  country  quitted 
With  this  young  prince. 

Flo.  Camillo  has  betray'd  me, 
Whofe  honour  and  whofe  honefty  'till  now 
Endur'd  all  weathers. 

Lord.  Lay't  fb  to  his  charge; 
He's  with  the  King  your  father. 

Leo.  Who?  Camillo* 

Lord.  Camillo,  Sir,  I  (pake  with  him,  who  now 
Has  thefe  poor  men  in  queftion.    Never  faw  I 
Wretches  fb  quake,-  they  kneel,  they  kifs  the  earth; 
Forfwear  themfelves  as  often  as  they  Jfpeak  : 
Bohemia  (tops  his  ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  deaths,  in  death. 

Per.  Oh  my  poor  father, 
The  heav'n  which  fets  fpies  on  us,  will  not  have 
Our  contract  celebrated. 

Leo.  You  are  marry'd  ? 

Flo.  We  are  not,  Sir,  nor  are  we  like  to  be 
The  ftars,  I  fee,  will  kifs  the  valleys  firft  ; 
The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike. 

Leo.  My  lord, 
Is  this  the  daughter  of  a  King  ? 

Flo.  She  is, 
When  once  fhe  is  my  wife. 

Leo.  That  once,  I  fee,  by  your  good  father's  /peed, 
Will  come  on  very  flowly.    I  am  fbrry, 
Moft  fbrry  you  have  broken  from  his  liking  ; 
Where  you  were  ty'd  in  duty;  and  as  forry 
Your  choice  is  not  lb  rich  in  worth  as  beauty, 

That 
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That  you  might  well  enjoy  her. 

Flo.  Dear,  look  up,- 
Though  Fortune,  vifible  an  enemy, 
Should  chafe  us,  with  my  father ;  power  no  jot 
Hath  flie  to  change  our  loves.  Befeech  you,  Sir, 
Remember  fince  you  ow'd  no  more  to  Time 
Than  I  do  now  ,•  with  thought  of  fuch  affe&ions, 
Step  forth  mine  advocate ;  at  your  requeft, 
My  father  will  grant  precious  things,  as  trifles* 

Leo.  Would  he  do  fo,  I'd  beg  your  precious  miflrefs, 
Which  he  counts  hut  a  trifle. 

Pan.  Sir,  my  liege, 
Your  eye  hath  too  much  youth  in't ;  not  a  month 
'Fore  your  Queen  dy'd,  me  was  more  worth  fuch  gazes 
Than  what  you  look  on  now. 

Leo.  I  thought  of  her, 
Even  in  thefe  looks  I  made.    But  your  petition 
Is  yet  unanfwer'd  5  I  will  to  your  father ,• 
Your  honour  not  o'erthrown  by  your  defires, 
I'm  friend  to  them  and  you ;  upon  which  errand 
I  now  go  toward  him,  therefore  follow  me, 
And  mark  what  way  I  make :  come  good  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 


scene  v. 

Enter  Autolicus,  and  a  Gentleman, 

rfut.T)  Efeech  you,  Sir,  were  you  prefent  at  this  relation  ? 

JL3  1  Gent.  I  was  by  at  the  opening  of  the  fardel,  heard 
the  old  {hepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he  found  it  •>  where- 
upon, after  a  little  amazednefs,  we  were  all  commanded  out  of 
the  chamber ;  only  this,  me-thought,  I  heard  the  fhepherd  fay, 
he  found  the  child. 

Aut> 
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Aut.  I  would  moll  gladly  know  the  iffueof  it. 

1  Gent.  I  make  a  broken  delivery  of  the  bufinefs  ,•  but  the 
changes  I  perceived  in  the  King  and  Camillo,  were  very  notes  of 
admiration ;  they  feem'd  almoft,  with  flaring  on  one  another,  to 
tear  the  cafes  of  their  eyes.  There  was  fpeech  in  their  dumbnefs, 
language  in  their  very  gefture ;  they  look'd  as  if  they  had  heard 
of  a  world  ranfom'd,  or  one  deftroy'd  j  a  notable  paffion  of  wonder 
appear'd  in  them  -y  but  the  wifeft  beholder,  that  knew  no  more 
but  feeing,  could  not  fay  if  th' importance  were  joy  or  forrow,- 
but  in  the  extremity  of  the  one,  it  mult  needs  be. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  a  gentleman  that  happily  knows  more:  the  news, 

Rogero. 

2  Gent.  Nothing  but  bonfires :  the  oracle  is  fulfill'd ;  the 
King's  daughter  is  found  ,•  fuch  a  deal  of  wonder  is  broken  out 
within  this  hour,  that  ballad-makers  cannot  be  able  to  exprefs  it. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  the  lady  Paulina's  (leward,  he  can  deliver  you  more. 
How  goes  it  now,  Sir  ?  this  news  which  is  call'd  true  is  fo  like 
an  old  tale,  that  the  verity  of  it  is  in  ftrong  fuipicion ;  has  the 
King  found  his  heir  ? 

3  Gent.  Mod  true,  if  ever  truth  were  pregnant  by  circum- 
(lance :  that  which  you  hear,  you'll  fwear  you  fee,  there  is  fuch 
unity  in  the  proofs.  The  mantle  of  Queen  Hermhne -y  her  jewel 
about  the  neck  of  it ;  the  letters  of  Anttgonus  found  with  it,  which 
they  know  to  be  his  character,-  the  majefty  of  the  creature,  in 
refemblance  of  the  mother  j  the  affedion  of  noblenefs,  which 
nature  (hews  above  her  breeding  \  and  many  other  evidences  pro- 
claim her  with  all  certainty  to  be  the  King's  daughter.  Did  you 
fee  the  meeting  of  the  two  Kings  I 

i  Gent.  No. 

3  Gent. 
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3  Gent,  Then  have  you  loft  a  fight  which  was  to  be  Teen,  can- 
not be  fpoken  of.  There  might  you  have  beheld  one  joy  crown 
another,  fo  and  in  fuch  manner,  that  it  feem'd  forrow  wept  to 
take  leave  of  them,  for  their  joy  waded  in  tears.  There  was  call- 
ing up  of  eyes,  holding  up  of  hands,  with  countenance  of  fiich  di- 
ffraction, that  they  were  to  be  known  by  garment,  not  by  favour. 
Our  King  being  ready  to  leap  out  of  himfelf,  for  joy  of  his  found 
daughter,  as  if  that  joy  were  now  become  a  lofs,  cries,  oh,  thy 
mother,  thy  mother!  then  asks  Bohemia  forgivenefs  then  em- 
braces his  fon-in-law;  then  again  worries  he  his  daughter,  with 
clipping  her.  Now  he  thanks  the  old  fhepherd,  who  ftands  by, 
like  a  weather-beaten  conduit  of  many  Kings  reigns.  I  never 
heard  of  fuch  another  encounter,  which  lames  report  to  follow 
it,  and  undoes  defcription  to  do  it. 

2  Gent.  What  pray  you  became  of  Anttgonus,  that  carry 'd 
hence  the  child  ? 

3  Gent.  Like  an  old  tale  (till,  which  will  have  matters  to 
rehearfe,  tho'  credit  be  afleep,  and  not  an  ear  open  •  he  was  torn 
to  pieces  with  a  bear;  this  avouches  the  fhepherd's  fon,  who 
has  not  only  his  innocence,  which  feems  much,  to  juftifie  him, 
but  a  handkerchief  and  rings  of  his,  that  Paulina  knows. 

1  Gent.  What  became  of  his  bark,  and  his  followers  ? 

3  Gent.  Wrackt  the  fame  inftant  of  their  matter's  death,  and 
in  the  view  of  the  fhepherd ;  fo  that  all  the  inftruments  which 
aided  to  expofe  the  child,  were  even  then  loft,  when  it  was 
found.  But  oh  the  noble  combat,  that  'twixt  joy  and  forrow  was 
fought  in  Paulina.  She  had  one  eye  declin'd  for  the  lofs  of  her 
husband,  another  elevated  that  the  oracle  was  fulfill'd.  She  lifted 
the  princefs  from  the  earth,  and  fo  locks  her  in  embracing,  as 
if  fhe  would  pin  her  to  her  heart,  that  fhe  might  no  more  be  in 
danger  of  lofing. 

1  Gent.  The  dignity  of  this  act  was  worth  the  audience  of 
Kings  and  Princes,  for  by  fuch  was  it  acted. 

3 
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3  Gent.  One  of  the  prettied  touches  of  all,  and  that  which 
angled  for  mine  eyes,  caught  the  water,  though  not  the  fifli, 
was,  when  at  the  relation  of  the  Queen's  death,  with  the  man- 
ner how  {he  came  to  it,  bravely  confefs'd,  and  lamented  by  the 
King,  how  attentivenefs  wounded  his  daughter,  'till,  from  one 
fign  of  dolour  to  another,  {he  did,  with  an  alas,  I  would  fain 
fay,  bleed  tears;  for  I  am  fure,  my  heart  wept  blood.  Who 
was  moft  marble  there  changed  colour  -}  {bme  fwooned,  all 
forrowed ;  if  all  the  world  could  have  feen't,  the  woe  had  been 
univerfal. 

1  Gent*  Are  they  returned  to  the  court  ? 

3  Gent.  No.  The  princefs  hearing  of  her  mother's  ftatue, 
which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina,  z  piece  many  years  in  doing 
and  now  newly  perform'd  by  that  rare  Italian  mafter,  Julio  Ro- 
mano, who,  had  he  himfelf  eternity  and  could  put  breath  into 
his  work,  would  beguile  nature  of  her  cuftom,  fo  perfectly  he 
is  her  ape.  He  Co  near  to  Hermione  hath  done  Hermione,  that 
they  fay  one  would  fpeak  to  her,  and  ftand  in  hope  of  anfwer. 
Thither  with  all  greedinefs  of  affection  are  they  gone,  and  there 
they  intend  to  {up. 

2  Gent.  1  thought  {he  had  fome  great  matter  there  in  hand, 
for  fhe  hath  privately  twice  or  thrice  a-day,  ever  fince  the  death 
of  Hermione,  vifited  that  removed  houfe.  Shall  we  thither,  and 
with  our  company  piece  the  rejoycing  ? 

1  Gent.  Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  benefit  of  accefs  ? 
every  wink  of  an  eye,  fome  new  grace  will  be  born  :  our  abfence 
makes  us  unthrifty  to  our  knowledge.    Let's  along.  [Exeunt. 

Aut.  Now,  had  not  I  the  dam  of  my  former  life  in  me,  would 
preferment  drop  on  my  head.  I  brought  the  old  man  and  his 
fon  aboard  the  prince;  told  him,  I  heard  them  talk  of  a  farthel, 
and  I  know  not  what ;  but  he  at  that  time,  over- fond  of  the 
fhepherd's  daughter  (fo  he  then  took  her  to  be)  who  began  to 
be  much  fea-fick,  and  himfelf  little  better,  extremity  of  weather 

4  con- 
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continuing,  this  myftery  remained  undifcover'd.  But  'tis  all 
one  to  me ;  for  had  I  been  the  finder  out  of  this  fecret,  it 
would  not  have  relifiYd  among  my  other  difcredits. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Shepherd  and  Clown. 

Here  come  thofe  I  have  done  good  to  againfl  my  will,  and  al- 
ready appearing  in  the  bloflbms  of  their  fortune. 

Shep.  Come  boy,  I  am  paft  more  children ;  but  thy  fons 
and  daughters  will  be  all  gentlemen  born. 

Clo.  You  are  well  met,  Sir,-  you  denied  to  fight  with  me 
this  other  day,  becaufe  I  was  no  gentleman  born :  fee  you 
thefe  cloaths?  fay  you  fee  them  not,  and  think  me  ftill  no 
gentleman  born.  You  were  bed  fay  thefe  robes  are  not 
gentlemen  born.  Give  me  the  lie  j  do,  and  try  whether  I  am 
not  now  a  gentleman  born. 

Aut.  I  know  you  are  now,  Sir,  a  gentleman  born. 

Clo.  Ay,  and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four  hours. 

Shep.  And  Co  have  I,  boy. 

Clo.  So  you  have ;  but  I  was  a  gentleman  born  before  my 
father;  for  the  King's  fbn  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  call'd 
me  brother ;  and  then  the  two  Kings  call'd  my  father  bro- 
ther; and  then  the  prince  my  brother,  and  the  princefs  my 
filler  call'd  my  father,  father,  and  fo  we  wept ;  and  there  was 
the  firft  gentleman-like  tears  that  ever  we  (hed. 

Shep.  We  may  live,  fon,  to  fbed  many  more. 

Clo.  Ay,  or  elfe  'twere  hard  luck,  being  in  fb  prepofterous 
eftate  as  we  are. 

Aut.  I  humbly  befeech  you,  Sir,  to  pardon  me  all  the  faults 
I  have  committed  to  your  worfliip,  and  to  give  me  your  good 
report  to  the  prince,  my  mafter. 

Vol.  II.  N  n  n  n  Shep. 
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Shep.  'Pry'thee  fori  do  •  for  we  muft  be  gentle,  now  we  are 
gentlemen. 

Clo.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life  ? 

Aut.  Ay,  and  it  like  your  good  worfhip. 

Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand  -}  I  will  fwear  to  the  prince,  thou 
art  as  honed  a  true  fellow  as  any  is  in  Bohemia. 

Shep.  You  may  fay  it,  but  not  fwear  it. 

Clo.  Not  fwear  it,  now  I  am  a  gentleman  ?  let  boors  and 
franklins  fay  it,  I'll  fwear  it. 

Shep.  How  if  it  be  falfe,  fon  ? 

Clo.  If  it  be  ne'er  fo  falfe,  a  true  gentleman  may  fwear 
it  in  the  behalf  of  his  friend:  and  111  fwear  to  the  Prince, 
thou  art  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands,  and  that  thou  wilt  not 
be  drunk ;  but  I  know  thou  art  no  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands  and 
that  thou  wilt  be  drunk ;  but  I'll  fwear  it,  and  I  would  thou 
would'ft  be  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands. 

Ant.  I  will  prove  fo,  Sir,  to  my  power. 

Clo.  Ay,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  fellow  ;  if  I  do  not 
wonder  how  thou  dar'ft  venture  to  be  drunk,  not  being  a  tall 
fellow,  trufl:  me  not.  Hark,  the  Kings  and  the  Princes  out- 
kindred  are  going  to  fee  the  Queen's  picture.  Come  follow 
us :  we'll  be  thy  good  mafters.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Paulina'*  Houfe. 

Enter  Leontes,  Polixenes,  Florizel,  Perdita,  Camillo,  Paulina, 

Lords  and  Attendants. 


Leo 


O Grave  and  good  Paulina,  the  great  comfort 
That  I  have  had  of  thee! 


Pau.  What,  fovereign  Sir, 
I  did  not  well,  I  meant  well ;  all  my  fervices 

You 
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You  have  paid  home.    But  that  you  have  vouchfaf'd 
With  your  crown'd  brother,  and  thefe  your  contra&ed 
Heirs  of  your  Kingdoms,  my  poor  houfe  to  vifit, 
It  is  a  furplus  of  your  Grace,  which  never 
My  life  may  laft  to  anfwer. 

Leo.  O  Paul'ma, 
We  honour  you  with  trouble;  but  we  came 
To  fee  the  ftatue  of  our  Queen.    Your  gallery 
Have  we  pafs'd  through,  not  without  much  content, 
In  many  Angularities ;  but  we  faw  not 
That  which  my  daughter  came  to  look  upon, 
The  ftatue  of  her  mother. 

Pau.  As  {he  liv'd  peerlefs, 
So  her  dead  likenefs  I  do  well  believe 
Excels  whatever  yet  you  look'd  upon, 
Or  hand  of  man  hath  done,-  therefore  I  keep  it 
Lovely,  apart.    But  here  it  is ,-  prepare 
To  fee  the  life  as  lively  mock'd,  as  ever 
Still  fleep  mock'd  death  ;  behold,  and  fay  'tis  well. 

[Paulina  draws  a  curtain,  and  difcovers  Hermione  /landing 
like  a  flatue. 
I  like  your  filence,  it  the  more  (hews  off 
Your  wonder,-  but  yet  fpeak,  firft  you,  my  liege, 
Comes  it  not  fbmething  near? 

Leo.  Her  natural  pofture! 
Chide  me,  dear  ftone,  that  I  may  fay  indeed 
Thou  art  Hermione    or  rather,  thou  art  (he, 
In  thy  not  chiding  -y   for  (he  was  as  tender 
As  infancy  and  grace.     But  yet,  Paulina, 
Hermione  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled,  nothing 
So  aged  as  this  feems. 

Pol.  Oh,  not  by  much. 

Pau.  So.  much  the  more  our  carver's  excellence, 

N  n  n  n  2  Which 
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Which  lets  go  by  fbme  fixteen  years,  and  makes  her 
As  me  liv'd  now. 

Leo.  As  now  me  might  have  done, 
So  much  to  my  good  comfort,  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  foul.     Oh,  thus  me  flood,- 
Even  with  fuch  life  of  majefty,  warm  life, 
As  now  it  coldly  ftands,  when  firft  I  woo'd  her. 
I  am  afham'd  $  do's  not  the  (tone  rebuke  me, 
For  being  more  ftone  than  it  ?  oh  royal  piece ; 
There's  magick  in  thy  majefty,  which  has 
My  evils  conjur'd  to  remembrance;  and 
From  thy  admiring  daughter  took  the  fpirits, 
Standing  like  ftone  with  thee, 

Per.  And  give  me  leave, 
And  do  not  fay  'tis  fuperftition,  that 
I  kneel,  and  then  implore  her  blefling.  Lady, 
Dear  Queen,  that  ended  when  I  but  began, 
Give  me  that  hand  of  yours  to  khs. 

Pau.  O,  patience  j 
The  ftatue  is  but  newly  hVd  ;  the  colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam.  My  lord,  your  forrow  was  too  fore  laid  on, 
Which  fixteen  winters  cannot  blow  away, 
So  many  fummers  dry  fcarce  any  joy 
Did  ever  fo  long  live  -y  no  forrow, 
Eut  kill'd  it  felf  much  fooner. 

Pol.  Dear  my  brother, 
Let  him  that  was  the  caufe  of  this,  have  power 
To  take  off  Co  much  grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  up  in  himfelf. 

Pau.  Indeed,  my  lord, 
If  I  had  thought  the  fight  of  my  poor  image 
Would  thus  have  wrought    you,  for  the  ftone  is  mine, 
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I'd  not  have  fhew'd  you  it. 
Leo.  Do  not  draw  the  curtain. 

Pau.  No  longer  (hall  you  gaze  on't,  left  your  fancy 
May  think  anon,  it  move. 

Leo.  Let  be,  let  be; 

Would  I  were  dead,  but  that  methinks  already  

What  was  he  that  did  make  it  ?  fee,  my  lord, 

Would  you  not  deem.it  breath'd;  and  that  thofe  veins 

Did  verily  bear  blood  ? 

Pol.  Mafterly  done! 
The  very  life  feems  warm  upon  her  lip. 

Leo.  The  fixure  of  her  eye  has  motion  in't, 
As  we  were  mock'd  with  art. 

Pau.  I'll  draw  the  curtain. 
My  lord's  almofl:  fo  far  tranfported,  that 
He'll  think  anon  it  lives. 

Leo.  O  fweet  Paulina, 
Make  me  to  think  fo  twenty  years  together : 
No  fettled  fenfes  of  the  world  can  match 
The  pleafure  of  that  madnefs.     Let't  alone. 

Pau.  I'm  forry,  Sir,  I  have  thus  far  ftirr'd  you  ;  but 
I  could  afflict  you  further. 

Leo.  Do  Paulina  ; 
For  this  affliction  has  a  tafte  as  fweet 
As  any  cordial  comfort.    Still  methinks 
There  is  an  air  comes  from  her.     What  fine  chizzel 
Could  ever  yet  cut  breath?  let  no  man  mock  me, 
For  I  will  kifs  her. 

Pau.  Good  my  lord  forbear  ; 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  lip  is  wet; 
You'll  marr  it,  if  you  kifs  it;  ftain  your  own 
With  oily  painting;  fhall  I  draw  the  curtain? 

Leo.  No,  not  thefe  twenty  years. 
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Per.  So  long  could  I 
Stand  by  a  looker  on. 

Pau.  Either  forbear, 
Quit  prefently  the  chappel,  or  refblve  you 
For  more  amazement  >  if  you  can  behold  it, 
I'll  make  the  ftatue  move  indeed :  defcend, 
And  take  you  by  the  hand  -}  but  then  you'll  tiling, 
Which  I  proteft  againft,  I  am  affifted 
By  wicked  powers. 

Leo.  What  you  can  make  her  do, 
I  am  content  to  look  on ;  what  to  fpeak, 
I  am  content  to  hear ;  for  'tis  as  eafie 
To  make  her  fpeak,  as  move. 

Pau.  It  is  requir'd 
You  do  awake  your  faith,  then  all  ftand  ftill. 
And  thofe  that  think  it  is  unlawful  bufinefs, 
I  am  about,  let  them  depart. 

Leo.  Proceed  ; 
No  foot  fhall  ftir. 

Pau.  Mufick,-  awake  her:  ftrike,  [Afujick 
'Tis  time,  defcend,-  be  (lone  no  more ;  approach^ 
Strike  all  that  look  upon  with  marvel.  Come, 
I'll  fill  your  grave  up :  ftir,  nay  come  away  : 
Bequeath  to  death  your  numbnefs ;  for  from  him 
Dear  life  redeems  you  5  you  perceive  (he  ftirs, 

[Hermione  comes  down. 

Start  not,  her  actions  fhall  be  holy,  as 

You  hear  my  fpell  is  lawful  j  do  not  fhun  her, 

Until  you  fee  her  die  again,  for  then 

You  kill  her  double.    Nay  prefent  your  hand ; 

When  fhe  was  young,  you  woo'd  her,-  now  in  age, 

Is  fhe  become  the  fuitor. 

Leo.  Oh  fhe's  warm,  [Embracing  her. 

If 
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If  this  be  riiagick,  let  it  be  an  art 
Lawful  as  eating. 

Pol.  She  embraces  him. 

Cam.  She  hangs  about  his  neck, 
If  me  pertain  to  life,  let  her  fpeak  too. 

Pol.  Ay,  and  make  it  manifeft  where  fhe  has  liv'd, 
Or  how  ftol'n  from  the  dead  ? 

Pau.  That  fhe  is  living, 
Were  it  but  told  you,  mould  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  tale ;  but  it  appears  fhe  lives, 
Tho'  yet  me  fpeak  not.    Mark  a  little  while. 
Pleafe  you  to  interpofe,  fair  madam,  kneel, 
And  pray  your  mother's  blefling;  turn  good  lady, 
Our  Perdtta  is  found.     [Prefenting  Perdita,  who  kneels  to  Herm. 

Her.  You  Gods  look  down, 
And  from  your  facred  vials  pour  your  graces 
LTpon  my  daughter's  head ;  tell  me,  mine  own, 
Where  haft  thou  been  preferv'd  ?  where  liv'd  ?  how  found 
Thy  father's  court  ?  for  thou  (halt  hear  that  I, 
Knowing  by  Paulina  that  the  oracle 
Gave  hope  thou  waft  in  being,  have  preferv'd 
My  felf,  to  fee  the  iffue. 

Pau.  There's  time  enough  for  that  ,• 
Left  they  defire,  upon  this  pufh,  to  trouble 
Your  joys  with  like  relation.    Go  together 
You  precious  winners  all,  your  exultation 
Partake  to  every  one  -y  I,  an  old  turtle, 
Will  wing  me  to  feme  wither'd  bough,  and  there 
My  mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  again, 
Lament  'till  I  am  loft. 

Leo.  O  peace,  Paulina  : 
Thou  fhould'ft  a  husband  take  by  my  confent, 
As  I  by  thine  a  wife.    This  is  a  match^ 

And 
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And  made  between's  by  vows.    Thou  haft  found  mine, 

But  how,  is  to  be  queftion'd ;  for  I  faw  her, 

As  I  thought,  dead ;  and  have,  in  vain,  faid  many 

A  prayer  upon  her  grave.    I'll  not  feek  far 

(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind)  to  find  thee 

An  honourable  husband.    Come,  Cam/l/o, 

And  take  her  by  the  hand  j  whofe  worth  and  honefty 

Is  richly  noted ;  and  here  juftified 

By  us,  a  pair  of  Kings.    Let's  from  this  place. 

What?  look  upon  my  brother:  both  your  pardons, 

That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  looks 

My  ill  fufpicion  :  this  your  fon-in-law, 

And  fon  unto  the  King,  whom  heav'ns  directing, 

Is  troth-plight  to  your  daughter.    Good  Paulina, 

Lead  us  from  hence,  where  we  may  leifiirely 

Each  one  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 

Perform'd  in  this  wide  gap  of  time,  fince  firft 

We  were  dilfever'd.    Haftily  lead  away.  [Exeunt  omnes. 


The  End  of  the  Second  Volume. 


